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PBEFATOET NOTE. 



The second volume of Dr Chambera'a Lift and iVork* of Robert Burtu 
has, like tlie first, been partly recast, and almoBt completely remritten, 
to admit of the inclusion of new Iiiogrspliical material and letters 
which have been discovered since 1851. Fresh light is thrown upon 
Bams'a religiooa views. To the proper nDderstanding of the coire- 
spondence between Sylvander and Clarinda, it is necessary that the 
tetters of both should be studied. Accordingly, Mra M'Leliose's are now 
introduced, in their entirety, into the biography. The views of Bums 
taken by such of his more notable contenipotaries as met him in Edin- 
bnrgh are given at much greater length than they have hitherto been. 
With a view to showing the extent of his reading, an attempt has been 
mode to trace to their sources the more important quotations from writers, 
both in prose and verse, which are to he fonnd in his numerous letters. 
My thanks are due to Mr J. Parker Smith, M.P., Mr H. A. Webster of 
the Edinburgh Univeisity Library, Mr Hew Morrison of the EdinbnTgli 
Public Library, Mr George Gray, Town Clerk of Rutherglen, and other 
gentlemen, for tlie facilities they Iiave afforded me in examining and 
coUatiog mannacripta in their poawuion. W. W. 
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(inxioua to eco him. They were all asked to meet him at a late 
dinner, and the sij^al of hia arrival was to be a whit« sheet 
attached to a pitchfork, and put on the top of a cornstack in the 
hitrnyard. The parish ia a beautiful amphitheatre, with the Cljde 
winding through it, with Wellbrae Hill to the west, Tinto and the 
Ciilter Falls to the south, and the pretty, green, conical hill, 
Quothijuau Law, to the east My father's stackyard, lying in the 
centre, was seen from every hoiue in the parish. At length 
Hums arrived, mounted on apomnte borrowed of [the George Bcid 
already mentioned].* Instantly was the white Hag hoisted, and 
as instantly were the farmers seen issuing from their houses, and 
converging to the point of meeting. A glorious evening, or rather 
night, which borrowed something from the morning, followed, and 
the conversation of the poet confirmed and increased the admira- 
tion created by his writings. On the following morning he 
breakfasted with a large party at the next farmhouse, tenanted by 
Jaracs Stodart, brothiT to the Sto<Inrts, the pinnofortc-inakers of 
London ;t took lunch also with a large party at the Bonk, in the 
parish of Camwath, with John Stodart, my mother's father, and 
rode into Edinburgh that evening on the poicnie, which he 
returned to the owner a few days afterwards by John Samson, 
tho brotlier of the immortalised "Tam." Mr Samson took with 
him a letter to Mr Eeid, in which tlie poet expressed the great 
pleasure he had experienced in meeting his friends at Covington.' 

TO Hit GEOEaE BEID, BARQUHABIE. 

My Dear Sir — John Snrasan begged your pownin in such a iimnner, 
seconded by Mr Dalrjniplc of Oiangelield, that I liojie you will forgive 
my not returning it by the carrier. 

I left Mr Prentice's on Monday niglit. There was a most agieeable 

• Mr Frentico Blnled Uere Uis inime of ' « Mr Dalryinplo, neir Ajr.' Thst he woi [n 
error la proiBi by llie loltar fKiin Burua to Oeor«e RaiO. 
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little party in the eveniDg ; a Mr Lang,* a dainty body of a clergyman ; 
a Mr and Mrs Stodart— a glorious fellow, with a still more glorions wife, 
with whom I breakfasted, along with Mr Prentice, next morning. For 
Mr Prentice, no words can do him justice. Sound sterling sense and 
plain warm hospitality are truly his. R. B. 

Bdiiibubgh, 29th November 1786. 

' My father/ adds Mr Prentice, ' was exactly the sort of man to 
draw forth all the higher powers of Bunis's mind. He combined 
physical and moral strength in an extraordinary degree; had a 
great deal of practical knowledge ; had read and thought much ; 
had a high relish for manly poetry ; much benevolence ; much 
indignation at oppression, which nobody dared to exercise within 
his reach; and no mean conversational powers. Such was the 
person to appreciate Bums — ay, and to reverence the man who 
penned "The Cotter's Saturday Night;" and accordingly, though a 
strictly moral and religious man himself, he always maintained 
that the virtues of the poet greatly predominated over his faults. 
I once heard him exclaim with hot wrath, when somebody was 
quoting from an Apologist I " What ! do tlieif apologise for him ? 
One-half of his good, and all his bad, divided amang a score o' 
them, would make them a' better men ! " 

* When a lad of seventeen, in the year 1809, 1 resided for a 
short time in Ayrshire, in the hospitable house of my father's 
friend Eeid, and surveyed with a strong interest such visitors as 
had known Bums. I soon leamed how to anticipate their repre- 
sentations of his character. The men of strong minds and strong 
feelings were invariable in their expressions of admiration; but 
the prosy consequential bodies all disliked him as exceeding 
dictatorial The men whose religion was based on intellect and 
high moral sentiment all thought well of him : but the mere 
professors, with their '' twa-mile prayers and half-mile graces," 
denounced him as " worse than an infidel." ' 

Bums reached Edinburgh on the 28th November, a day remark- 
able in the history of the city as the date of the starting of 
Palmer's mail-carriages, by which letters were to bo conveyed 
between the two capitals of the island in the then surprisingly 

* Who the ' Mr Lang ' referred to wns, does not appear. From Scott's FcuU, we leam 
that there were at that time two Church of ScotUnd clergymen of the name of Laiig^ 
Gilbert Lang, of Largs ; and William Lang, of Amgask (Presbytery of Perth). Probably it 
was the latter who was of the ' party.' 
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brief period of Bixty houn ! He came, he boj-s, vithoiit a single 
letter of introduction, and, there is very good reason to beheve, with 
very little money in liis pocket. With the exception of Pi'ofcssor 
Ihigald Stewart, he had scarcely a single acquaintance among the 
inhabitanta of Edinburgh. There was, however, ons friend whom 
he could readily approach. This was John Richmond, formerly 
clerk to Gavin Hamilton. He waa now in a writer's (lawyer's) 
office in the city. He occupied a humble room in Baxter's Close, 
Lawnmarkct, for which he paid three shillings a week.* Into this 
lodging he willingly received his friend, giving him n share of 
his bed — of which Duma stood so uiuch in need from indisposi- 
tion that he stayed in it the whole of the day after his arrival 

According to Allan Cunningham, Duma's first proceedings ia 
Edinburgh were aimless. 'Though he had taken a stride from the 
furrowed-field into the land of poetry, and abandoned the plough 
for the harp, he seemed for some days to feel, as in earlier life, 
unfitted with an niro, and wandered about looking down from 
Arthur's Seat, surveying the Palace, gazing at the Castie, or con- 
templating the windows of the booksellers' shops, where he saw 
all works save the poems of the Ayrshire Ploughman, He found 
his way to the lowly grave of yergusson, and kneeling down, 
kissed the sod ; he sought out the house of Allan Ramsay, and on 
entering it took off his hat ; and when he was aftenvards intro- 
duced to Creech, the bibliopole remembered that he had before 
heard him inquiring if this had boon the shop of the author of the 
" Gentle Shepherd." ' Hia subsequent proceedings in connection 
with Fergusson's tomb render it quite possible that Cunningham's 
story is largely imaginative. 

During t)ie preceding summer, Burns had become acquaintetl 
with Mr James Dalrj-niple of Orangefield, near Ayr — a warm- 
hearted man, an enthusiastic Freemason, a too enthusiastic sports- 
man, and an occasional writer of verses. As he had been 
concerned with Mr John Ballantine in laying the foundation- 
stone of the ' new brig ' with masonic honours, we may surmise 
that it was through that loyal friend of the poet that the intro- 
duction was effected. In the earlier half of the eighteenth 
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centniy, there had lived iu Ayr a poor musician or 'violer,** 
named Hngh M'Guire. A friendless lad, named Macrae, to whom 
he had shown some kindness, vent abroad, rose in the voild, and 
came home as the retired governor of Madras, with a laige fortune. 
Having no family of bis own, Governor Macrae, from a feeling of 
gratitude, adopted that of M'Guire. To the eon, who took bis 
name, he gave a large estata Tlie eldest daughter, with a hand- 
some dowry, was married in 1744 to William, Earl of Glencaim, 
father of the well-known friend and patron of the poet. The 
second became tbe wife of Lord Alva, a judge of the Court of 
Session. The fourth was wedded in 1750 to Charlea Dalrymple 
of Orangefield, Sheriff-clerk of Ayrshire, elder brother of the Dr 
William Dalrymple who baptised Bums, and father of hia masonic 
friend. Thus it happened that the then £arl of Glencairn, Mr 
Dalrymple of Orangefield, and a certain hot-headed Captain Macrae 
of Holmains, all distinguished members of society in Edinburgh, 
were cousins^erman through a common descent &om the Ayr 
Yioler, Hugh M'Guire. The daughter of the violer, now Dowager- 
Countess of Glencaim, resided at Coates House, near Edinburgh ; 
she was noted for her religious zeal in an ago not much noted for 
pietism, A connection had been established between this group 
and another of equal local distinction, by the union in 1785 of the 
Hon. and Kev. John Cunninghame, the younger brother of IjOrd 
Glencaim, to Lady Isabella Erakine, sister to the Earl of Bnchan 
and to the Hon. Henry Erskine, Dean of the Faculty of Advocates, 
both of whom were leading members of Edinburgh society. 
Having, through Mr Dalrymple, the means of introduction to this 
'set,' Bums could not be said to enter Edinburgh quite friendless. 
Lord Glencaim, too, woa already prepared to befriend the Ayr- 
shire poet, having had his attention drawn to the Kilmamock 
volume by Mr Dalziel, factor on his Ayrshire estate. 

William Creech, f at this time the leading publisher in Edin- 

( Willlun Cnwch na bom on Slst April ITU In Neortattle, of which ptrUh Us athsr 
wu mlnlitw. His Dither huTlng died whlla he vu nn InfBnt, bs wu brought up by bis 

Ho wiM Induced, however, lo accept ■ position In the ghop of Uessn KInuld & BeU, 
prtnten. This he left to become tnvelling tutor to lord Kllniiun {■rtenurde Eirlot 
Olancalrn), *bo had for mine time boarded In hIa motlier'a houae. He retnmod to 
Edinburgh, however, and In 17TI. on the dissolution at Uie Dnu of KIncald & BeU, becima 
Ur Kluciiid's partoer. Tno rean later bis partner retired, and be conducted tbe boalnesi, 
which DOW embraced pabUiblngaa w«U aaboakaellingand printing, alone lot fbrtr-foiar fean. 
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burgh, had in early life acted as tutor to the Earl of Glencainu 
The Earl was, therefore, well qualified to introduce Bums to his 
notice, and recommend to him the publication of the proposed 
second edition of the Poems. Creech, who was a well-educated 
man, and himself not without literary abilities of a sort^ must 
have instantly appreciated the genius thus brought under his 
notice. Apparently, however, he did not at once resolve upon under- 
taking any risk that might be involved in the proposed edition. 

According to a curious record,^ Bums was present on the 
evening of the 7th of December at a meeting of the Canongate 
Kilwinning Lodge of Freemasons, at its place of assemblage in St 
John's Street, and there Mr Dalrymple introduced him to the 
Past'Maatei^ the famous advocate, whig, and wit, Henry Erskine. 
He was peculiarly disposed to befriend such an example of native 
genius as Burns. This single lodge-night seems to have been 
enough to make the poet feel as if Erskine were already an old 
and trusty friend. Bums was now in the prime of his physical 
and mental powers. Yet, rather singularly, none of the men 
whom he now met has left on record an account of his personal 
appearance. The nearest approach to a photograph in words is 
that which after his death was ' compiled ' by Dr Currie from 
accounts given by John Symc, Alexander Ciinningham, and other 
associates of the poet : 

Bums was nearly five feet ten inches in height, and of a form that 
indicated agility as well as strength. His well-raised forehead, shaded 
with black curling hair, indicated extensive capacity. His eyes were 
large, dark, full of ardour and intelligence. His face was well formed, 
and his countenance uncommonly interesting and expressive. His mode 
of dressing, which was often slovenly, and a certain fulness and bend in 
his shouldera, characteristic of his original profession, disguised in some 
degree the natural symmetry and elegance of his form. The external 
appearance of Bums was most strikingly indicative of the character of 
his mind. On a first view, his physiognomy had a certain air of coarse- 
ness, mingled, however, with an expression of deep penetmtion, and of 
calm thoughtfulness, approaching to melancholy. . . . His dark and 
haughty countenance easily relaxed into a look of good-will, of pity, or 
of tenderness ; and as the various emotions succeeded each other in his 
mind, assumed with equal ease the expression of the broadest humour, 
of the most extravagant mirth, of the deepest melancholy, or of the most 
sublime emotion, t 

• A winter teUh Robert Bums, by James Marshall, (Edinburgh, 1846.) 

t This view is supplemented and confirmed by a sketch of Bums, which was written 
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BnmSy of course, had many euemies who were willing to injure 
him in Edinburgh, as in Ayrshire, by traducing his character and 
taking up against him the story of his connection with Jean 
Armour. Learning from his friend M'Eenzic, of Mauchline, that 
he had been defended by Sir John Whitefoord, he wrote this 
letter: 

TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, BART. 

Edim., la Deer, [1786]. 

Sir— Mr M*Kenzie, in Mauchline, my very warm and worthy friend, 
has informed me how much you are pleased to interest yourself in my 
fate as a man, and, (what to me is incomparably dearer) my fame as a 
poet. I have, Sir, in one or two instances, been patronized by those of 
your character in life, when I was introduced to their notice by social 
friends to them, and honored acquaintances to me ; but you are the first 
gentleman in the country whose benevolence and goodness of heart has 
interested him for me, unsolicited and unknown. I am not master enough 
of the etiquette of tliese matters to know, nor did I stay to inquire, 
whether formal duty batie, or cold propriety disallowed, my thanking yon 
in this manner, as I am convinced, from tlie light in which you kindly 
view me, that you will do me the justice to believe this letter is not 
the manosuvre of the needy, sharping author, fastening on those in upper 
life, who honor him with a little notice of him or his works. Indeed 
the situation of poets is generally such, to a proverb, as may, in some 
measure, palliate tliat prostitution of heart and talents they have at times 
been guilty of. I do not think prodigality is, by any means, a necessary 
concomitant of a poetic turn, but I believe a careless, indolent inattention 
to economy is almost inseparable from it ; then tliere must be in the 
heart of every bard of Nature*s making a certain modest sensibility, 
mixed with a kind of pride, which will ever keep him out of the way of 
those windfalls of fortune, which frequently light on hardy impudence 
and foot-licking semlity. It is not easy to imagine a more helpless state 
than his, whose poetic fancy unfits him for the world, and whose character 
as a scholar gives him some pretensions to the politesse of life — ^yet is as 
poor as I am. 

For my part, I thank Heaven my star has been kinder ; learning never 

after hla death by Mrs Maria Rlddell : ' His figure certainly bore the authentic impress. of 
his birth and original station in life ; it seemed moulded by Nature for the rough exercises 
of agriculture, rather than the gentler cultivation of bdUs lettnt. His features were 
stamped with the hardy character of independence, and the firmness of conscious though 
not arrogant pre-eminence. I believe no man was ever gifted with a larger portion of the 
vivida via oaimt: the animated expressions of his countenance were almost jieculiar to him- 
•elf. The rapid lightnings of his eyes were always the harbingers of some flash of genius, 
whether they darted the fiery glances of insulted and indignant superiority, or beamed 
with the impassioned sentiment of fervent and impetuous affections. His voice alone 
could improve upon the magic of his eye ; sonorous, replete with the finest modulation, it 
alternately captivated the ear with the melody of poetic numbers, the perspicuity of 
nervous reasoning, or the ardent sallies of enthusiastic patriotism.* 
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elevated my ideo.'j alxive the peasant's ahed, and I have an indepecdeiit 
fortune at tlie ploagli-tail. 

I was surprised t<j liear tliat any one who pretenited in tbe leemC to the 
manners of the gentleman should he so foolish, or ivorse, aa to stoop to 
traduce the morals of such a one as 1 am, and so ioliiimatily cruel, too, 
as to meddle with that late most unfortunate, unhappy part oE my story. 
With a t«ar of gratitude, I thank you. Sir, for the warnitb with which 
you interposed in liehalf of my conduct. I am, I acknowledge, too 
frequently the sport of whim, caprice, and passion— but reverence to 
God, and integrity to my fellow -creatures, I hope 1 shall ever preserve. 
I have no return, Sir, to make yon for your goodness, hut one — a return 
which, I am pci'suadcil, will not he unacceptable — the iiouest, wami wishes 
of a grateful heart for your happiness, and every one of that lovely fiock 
who stand to you in a hllal relation. If ever cahininy aim the poisoned 
shaft at them, may friendship be by to ward the blow 1 R. B. 

Sir John's reply may be given, botli because it indicates tha 
respect ill which Bums was held by his aristocTatic acquaint- 
nncea in AyrshirCj nnd because it foreshadows the use to which he 
subsequently put the profits from the second edition of bis poems. 

SIH JOHN WHITEFOOBD TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Bdihblirqh, IUi Diambtr I'SS- 

SlK — I received your letter a few days ago. I do not pretend tomucb 
interest, but what I liave I shall be ready to exert in procuring the 
attainment of any object you have in view. Your character as a man 
(forgive my revei'sing your order) as well as a poet, entitle you, I think, 
to the assistance of every inhabitant of Ayrshire. I have been told you 
wished to he niade a gaugcr ; I submit it to your consideration, whether 
it would not he more desirable, if a sum could be raised by subscription 
for a second edition of your poems, to lay it out in the stocking of a 
smalt farm. I am persuaded it would be a line of life much niore 
agreeable to your feelings, and in the end more satisfactory. When you 
have considered this, let me know, and whatever you determine upon, I 
will endeavour to promote as far as my abilities will permit. Witit 
compliments to my friend the doctor, 1 am. Your friend and well wisher, 
John Whitefoord. 

F.S. — I sliall take it as a favour when you at any time send me a new 
production. 



to GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ., MAUCHLINE. 

EDIBBURon, Dtc 7, ITSB. 

Honored Sir— I have paid every attention to your commands, but 
can only say what perhaps you will have heard before this reach you. 
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that Mnirkirklands were bought by a John Gordon, W.S., hut for whom 
I know not ; Manchlands, Haugh Miln, &c, by a Frederick Fothering- 
ham, supposed to be for Ballochmyle Laird, and Adamhill and Shaw- 
wood were bought for Oswahl^s folks. This is so imperfect an account, 
and will be so late ere it reach you, that were it not to discharge my 
conscience I would not trouble you with it ; but after all my diligence I 
could make it no sooner nor better.* 

For my own affairs, I am in a fair way of becoming as eminent as 
Thomas h Kempis or John Bunyan ; and you may expect henceforth to 
see my birth-day inserted among the wonderful events, in the Poor 
Robin's and Al>erdeen Almanacks, f along with the Black Monday, and 
the battle of Bothwell Biidge. My Lord Glencaini and the Dean of 
Faculty, Mr H. fimkine, have taken me under their wing ; and by all 
probability I shall soon be the tenth wortliy, and the eighth wise man of 
the world. Through my lord's inlluence it is inserted in the records of 
the Caledonian Hunt, that they univei-sally, one and all, suliscribe for 
the 2d edition. My su1)scription bills come out to-morrow, and you 
shall have some of them next post. I have met in Mr Dalrymple, of 
OrangeHeld, what Solomon emphatically calls ' A friend that sticketh 
closer than a brother.' The warmth with which he interests himself in 
my affairs is of the same enthusiastic kind which you, Mr Aiken, and the 
few patrons that took notice of my earlier poetic days, shewed for the poor 
unlucky devil of a poet. 

I always remember Mrs Hamilton and Miss Kennedy t in my poetic 
prayers, but yon 1)oth in prose and verse. 

May cauld ne*er catch you but a hap, ^ -^covering 

Nor hunger but in plenty's lap ! 

Amen ! R. B. 

Meanwhile, powerful influence was at work on Burns's behalf. 
Dugald Stewart, on leaving Catrine, at the beginning of Novem- 
ber, to commence his winter's work at tho university, carried with 

* The lands of Mauchline Mains, East, West, and South Mossgavn.naugh-Miln, and some 
othen in Aynihirn, which the London family was at this time forced to part with, were 
advertised to be sold in the Exchange CofTeehouse, Eilinburgh, on the 5th of December. 
Bums seems to have been commissioned by Gavin Hamilton to send him early intelli* 
gence of tlie resnlt of the sale. The Earl of T^oudon had committed suicide, on account 
of financial troubles, in the preceding ApriL 

t Bums alludm here to two prophetical almanacs, the chief of which. Poor Rclbin'i, existeil 
flnom lOtVt to 1823. The Abenleen Almanac (or Prognostication, as it was commonly called) 
was among the first of the kind issued in Scotland. It was founded in 1623 by Edward 
Raban, Aberdeen's first printer, ei\joye<l a long life, and acquired an almost proverbial 
celebrity. It had an iniTnensn circulation, accounte<l for by the fact that Aberdeen had for 
long a monopoly (in Scotland) of the sale of almanacs. ' Black Monday,' so termed fh>m its 
extraordinary coldness and the darkness that prevailed, was Easter Monday, 14th April 
1800. The battle of Bothwell Brig, in which the Covenanters were defeated by Mon- 
mouth, was foQght in 1679. 

I Mrs Hamilton's sister. 

VOL. II. B 
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htin ft copy of llie KJlnittniocli volume, which lio brought mider 
the notice of Henry Mackenzie, the well-known author of The Man 
of Feelinij, who was now coiidueting a periodical, entitled The 
Lounger, published in Edinburgh by Creech. Mackenzie read 
and admired the poems, and loal no time in writing a generous 
review, which appeared in The Lounger of 9th December.* 
Tliia pronoimcoment of the hiyiiost critical tribunal in the country 
nt ance eafjiblished the repntation of Burns in Scotland as a true 
poet; all lesser judges accepted it as. conllruiing the favourable 
appreciation whioli tlieir feeliugo had already prompted. 

Mackenzie boldly waived all claim for notice to linms on the 
Bcore of his humble position in society. He pronounced him *» 
genius of no ordinary rank.' That genius's birth jind eduaiUon 
m\^\A excite wonder at hie productioni; ' but his poetry, considered 
BbstraQtcdly, and without the apologies arising from his eituation, 
seems to me fully entitled to command our feelinys, and to obtain 
our applause.' After quoting some stanais from ' The ViiJion,' and 
the whole of the ' Mountain Daisy,' as Bpecimens of the moral and 
tender, the critic contiiiuea : ' Tlie power of geiiiua is not less 
admirable in tracing the manners, than in painting the passions, or 
in drawing the scenery of Nature. That intuitive glance with 
which n writer like Shakespeare discerns the characters of men, 
with which he catches the many-eljanging hues of life, forms a sort 
of problem in the science of mind, of which it is easier to see the 
truth than to assign tlie cause. Though I am very far from meaning 
to compare our rustic bard to Shakespeare, yet whoever will read 
his lighter and more humorous poems, his Dialogue of the Dogs, his 
Dedication to G[aviu] H[amilton], Esq., his Epistles to a Young 
Friend, and to W[iUiani] S[imgon], will perceive with what un- 
common penetration and sagacity this Heaven -taught ploughman, 
from bis humble and unlettered station, has looked upon men and 
manners.' 

Mackenzie further claimed for him the generous support of his 
country. 'Bums,' he said, 'possesses the spirit as well as the fancy 
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of a poet That honest pride and independence of soul which are 
sometimes the Muse's only dower, break forth on every occasion 
in his works. It may be, then, I shall wrong his feelings while 
I indulge my own, in calling the attention of the public to his 
situation and circumstances. That condition, humble as it was, 
in which he found content, and wooed the Muse, might not have 
been deemed uncomfortable ; but grief and misfortune have 
reached him there ; and one or two of his poems hint^ what I have 
learnt from some of his countrymen, that ho has been obliged to 
form the resolution of leaving his native land, to seek under a 
West Indian clime that shelter and support which Scotland has 
denied him. But I trust means may be found to prevent this 
resolution from taking place ; and that I do my country no more 
than justice, when I suppose her ready to stretcli out her hand to 
cherish and retain this native Poet, whoso "wood-notes wild" 
possess so much excellence. To repair the wrongs of suffering or 
neglected merit ; to call forth genius from the obscurity in which 
it had pined indignant, and place it where it may profit or delight 
the world ; these are exertions which give to wealth an enviable 
superiority, to greatness and to patronage a laudable pride. '^ 

Bums now tells his own story in Iettei*s to his friends : 

TO THE REVD. MR OREENFI£LD,t INCLOSING TWO SONOS, 
THE COMPOSITION OP TWO AYRSHIRE MECHANICS. 

Revd. Sir — On raking the recesses of my memory the other day, I 
stumbled on two Songs which I here inclose you as a kind of curiosity 

* Bams was appreciated in London as well as in Edinburgh. The December (178G) number 
or Thi JfontiUy JUvUw or Literary Journal contains an eittiinate of his works : ' His simple 
■traini, artless and unadorned, seem to flow without effort fh>m the native fralings of 
the heart They are always nervous, sometimes inelegant, often natural, simple, and 
sublime. The ot^ects that have obtained the attention of the author are humble ; for 
he himself, bom In a low station, and following a laborious employment, has ha^l no 
opportunity of observing scenes in the higher walks of life ; yet his verses are sometimes 
stmck off with a delicacy and artless simplicity that charms like the bewitching though 
Irregular touches of a Shake.s])e«re.' 

t Rev. William Oreenfleld had been translated in 1784 firom Wemyss to St Andrew's 
Church, Edinburgh. This position he held until Pebmary of 1787, when he was appointed 
eolleagtie to Dr Hugh Blair of the High Church. The Poet seems to have met, and liked, 
Greenfield soon after his arrival in E<linburgh, for he mentions in his letter of 15th 
December 1786 to Muir of Kilmarnock, that he is got under the patronage of, among others, 
ProfiBssor Oreenfleld. (He was then, also, professor of Rhetoric in the University of Edin* 
burgh.) Other references to him are found in the Poet's letters, while he is accorded 
ft panegyric In the second Common-place Book. His name appears as a subscriber (for two 
copies) to the E<linburgh edition of the Poems. He was Almoner to the king, 1789-98 ; had 
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Ut a, FrofesBor of tlie Belle lettren de la Nature ; wliicii. allow me to aay, 
I look npon as an adiiitional merit of yonis i & kinil of bye- Prof eaK>rsliip. 
not ahrnyi' to lie found nmong the ^ygtemaUc Pntliem ixnd Brotliers of 
Scientific CiiLicioni. Tliey were the work of Bnnla auoli as I lately waa ; 
and sncli an, I lieliev'e I liiul lietter still have Tieeii. 

Never diil Saul'ii nmioiir sit no heavy on Daviil when going to en- 
counter Golinh, as does the encuinliering robe of public notice witli 
which the frienclfiliip and patronage of some 'naiiies itear to fanie' have 
invested me. I do not sny tliii in the ridicnlojiR idea of seeming self- 
abonenicnt and directed modesty ; I liave long studied myself, and I 
think I know pretty esaclly what gronnd I occupy, both as a Man and 
a Poet 1 niid however the world, or a friend, may sotnetimes diAbr from 
me in that particular, I stand for it, in Bilent re«olve, with all the 
tenaciousncsn of property. I am willing Ui believe that my abilities 
deserved a better fate than the veriest sliades of life ; but to be dragged 
fortli, with all my imperfections on my hend, U> the full glare of learned 
and polite olwervatiim, ia what, I Km afraid, I shall liave bitter rewon 
to re]ient. 

I mention this to ynu, once for all, merely, in the Confensor Style, 
to disburthen my conscience, mid thiit-'«'lien pmiid fortune's ebbing 
tide recedes' — yon may liear nio witness, when my bubU of fame wss 
at the higliest. I ntond, uii intoxicated, with the inebriating cup in my 
band looking fonvard, with rueful resolve, to the hastening time when 
the stroke of envious Caluniny, with all tbe eagerness of vengeful 
triumph, should dnsh it to the ground.— t am ever, &c 

[RoBT. Burns,]' 



I JOHN BALLANTINE, BSIJ., 
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My honored Friesd— I wor 
luy power to give yon Bome aa 



lh«d«gr»Df D.D. conreTTeclnnhlin, 1790; niid the Mine y«T wsa ^lectfil Mol'ntor of th« 
Qenenl Aauinbly. In D«-eriib«r 1798 he nuddenly deniltte-1 hi* rharge ti>d fled iha 
country. The PrtibyUry of Edinburgh, on the S7th of Ihsl month, deposHl »nd ei- 

"Iderlng h groiinJleM.' The UnivernLty desrjdEd him from hie ilegrceii of A. M. »nd D,D. 
He lived In Uie North of Bnglind, till his death In 1S37, under m uiiiniHl name. He wu 
siithor or levenl norka, the chief being Kmyi on tltt Sninci of IJtt FUntum rtrtind 
frtm Liltmry romjuiiiiDiu (lasued anonymouily, isw ; ewmd nlltlon, 1813). 

■ Thii MWr, eevenl phmia In which are Idrnticil nlth iiu<iag«i In aletterofBDnia to 
tin Dnnlop, iTinuary 1i, 178T, rorme part of the Lalng Collection In ths Edinburgh 
Unlvemlty Library. It H endon*d, ' Bums : I.etMni lo aeveiil penona. Sent lo I«ly 
H. Dan, eath Marrh 1787.' Although En the handivrlting of Biirni, It 1> not >lgn«l by him. 
It may be auuminl, therefore, lo be i copy of Ilia Mitt actnilly sent to Dr Gmnllnld. 
Unleu Bnmi nilRlaud the letter when copyinR It, It la of conaldenble value M indlcatiiiK 
that, almoat lYoni the moment of his arrival in Edinbnrgh, he had a prCMntlment of the 
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by the bye is often no easy task. I arrived liere on Tuesday was se*n- 
night,* and have suffered ever since I came to town with a miserable head- 
ache and stomach complaint, but am now a good deal better. I have 
found a worthy warm friend in Mr Dalrymple, of Orangefield, who intro- 
duced me to Lord Glencaim, a man whose worth and brotherly kindness 
to me I shall remember when time shall be no more. By his interest it 
is passed in the Caledonian Hunt, and entered in their books, that they 
are to take each a copy of the second edition, for which they are to pay 
one guiuea.t I have been introduced to a good many of the Noblesse, but 
my avowed patrons and patronesses are the Duchess of Gordon— The 
Countess of Glencaim, with my Lord, and Lady Betty t — The Dean of 
Faculty — Sir John Whitefoord. I have likewise warm friends among the 
literati ; Professors Stewart, Blair, and Mr Mackenzie— the Man of 
Feeling. An unknown hand left ten guineas for the Ayrshire bard with 
Mr Sibbald, which I got. I since have discovered my generous un- 
known friend to be Patrick Miller, Esq., brother to the Justice Clerk; 
and drank a glass of claret with him by invitation at his own house 
yesternight. I am nearly agreed with Creech to print my book, and I 
suppose I will begin on Monday. I will send a subscription bill or two, 
next post ; when I intend writing my first kind patron, Mr Aiken. I 
saw his son to-day and he is very well. 

Dugald Stewart, and some of my learned friends, put me in the 
periodical paper called The Lounger, a copy of which I here enclose you. 
I was, sir, when I was first honored with your notice, too obscure ; now 
I tremble lest I should be ruined by being dragged too suddenly into the 
glare of polite and learned observation. 

I shall certainly, my ever honored patron, write you an account of my 
every step ; and better health and more spirits may enable me to make 
it something better than this stupid matter-of-fact epistle. I have the 
honor to be. Good Sir, Your ever grateful humble servant, 

Robert Burks. 

If any of my friends write me, my direction is, care of Mr Creech, 
bookseller. 

TO MR ROBERT MUIR, KILMARNOCK. 

Edinburgh, Ibth Dec. 1780. 

My Dear Sir— I delayed writing yon till I was able to give you some 
rational account of myself and my affairs. I am got under the patron- 
age of the Duchess of Gordon, Countess Dowager of Glencairn, Sir John 
Whitefoord, the Dean of Faculty, Professors Blair, Stewart, Greenfield, 
and several others of the noblesse and literati. I believe I shall begin at 
Mr Creech's as my publbher. I am still undetermined as to the future ; 

* SB'niUgJUt a mistake. He had arrived on Tue$day was finirteen dayg. 
t Barna must have heard an erroneous report to thia effect. The club subscribed for 100 
copies, but at sulncriptUm prict, 
I Lady Betty Cunningham, an unmarried sister of the EarL 
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tLud, ua usual, never lliiuk of it. I liave now iieilliei house Dor Louie 
tliat I can call luy owu, and live ou the worlil at Urge. 1 am jiut a poor 
wayfuring I'ilgriiii on llie road to Panicusaua, a tliouglitless waiideri'r and 
hojourner iu a atrauge laud. I receiteil a very kiud letter from Mr A. 
IJalziel, for wincli please return my tliauks ; and tell him 1 will wriw 
him in a day or two. Mr Parker, Charles, lit I'oruiu. aiid liuneet Julm, 
my qaoiuiom printer, I reiiieiiiber in iny prayeiv wben I praj in rliyuie. 
To all of whom, till I have an opiiortuniiy {of ealutiug tliem iu petsou, 
present my ^Yarmeat reuienibrtuiceB].* 



In tliis lottor Bums rather curiously says, 'I believe I eliall 
begiu lit Mr Croccli'a as luy i>ublialier.' As a luuttec of fact, Creech 
IiaJ, oil the day before the letter was writteu, adverliseil the Poeiua 
as ' in tlie press, to be jiublUIiad by subscription for tho sole beuotit 
of the Author.' Next day the Poet wrot« that tho matter had 
been finally settled. 



TO MR ROBERT AIKEK, AYR. 

Dear Patron uk mv ViKaiK Muse— 1 wrote Mr Ballautiue at large 
all my uperations and 'eventful story,' since I came to toivu, I have 
found iu Mr Creech, who is my agent forsootli, and Mr Sniellie, who ia to 
be my printer, that honor and goodness of heart whicli I always expect in 
Mr Aiken's friends. Mr Dalrymple of Oraiigelield I shall ever remem- 
ber ; my Lord Glencairn 1 shall ever pray for. The Maker of man has 
great lionor in the workmanship of his Lordship's heart May he find 
that {Mtronage and protection in his guardian angel that 1 have found in 
him t His Lordship has sent a {lai-cel of BnbNCrii>tion bills to the Maiciuis 
of Graham, with downright orders to get tlicni filled up with all the fii'Et 
ScotLish names about Court. He has likewise wrote to the Duke of 
Montague and is about to write to the Duke of l'<irtland fur their 
Graces' interest in behalf of the Scotch Bard's subscription. 

You will very probably tltink, my honored friend, that a hint nlioul 
the miHchievous nature of intovicated vanity may not be unseasonable ; 
but, alas! you are wide of the mark. Various concnrring circumstances 
have raised my fame as a Poet to a height which I am absolutely certain 
I have not merits to support ; and I look down on the future as I would 
into the Isittemless pit. 

You shall have one or two more bills when I have an opportunity of a 
Carrier. I am ever, with the sincerest gratitude, Honored Sir, Your 
most devoted humble servt,, Kobkiit lit'KN'^ 



H, 1S(* Da. 1T86. 



la KltMn brsekcU wtrt supplisd by Itr Ustely Wuld*a 
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TO Mil KOBKBT MUIU, KILMAKNUCK. 

KDUiBDAau, Dec 20th, 1786. 

My DKAB Fbijsmd— I have just time for the carrier, to tell you that 
I received your letter ; of which I shall say uo more but what a laa^ of 
my acquaintance said of her bustard wean ; she said she * did na ken 
wba was the father exactly, but she susjiected it was some o' thae 
bony blaekgoard smugglers, for it was like them.' So I only say your 
obliging epistle was like yon. I enclose you a parcel of subscription 
biUs. Your affair of sixty copies * is also like you ; but it would not 
be like me to comply. 

Your friend's notion of my life lias put a crotchet in my head of 
sketching it in some future epistle to you. My compliments to Cliarles 
and Mr Parker. li. B. 

Tlie Caledonian Hunt was an association of the Scottish nobility 
and gentry, whose chief tie was their common interest in field 
sports. The promptitude and libemlity of its patronage to Burns 
is beyond all question. The clever, kind-hearted, and eccentric 
Jane, Duchess of Gordon, was now the acknowledged leader of 
Edinburgh society. She enjoyed the jKHstry of l^urns, and 
was eager to see him. The friendship of Henry Erskino has 
been already alluded to. By the literary men of the city, 
generally, Burns was cordially received. The period was, how- 
ever, the evening of the firat heyday of Edinburgh letters. A 
few yeai-s before, Burns would perliaps liave found an even warmer 
welcome and a more just appreciation; he would certainly liavo 
met, at least, one man intellectually his peer in the Select Society 
and the Poker Club. But David Hume had, in 1786, been dead 
half a score of years ; Lord Karnes was gone ; and the majority of 
their more or less brilliant contemporaries were long past their 
prime. Adam Smith, as will afterwards be seen, was too ill to see 
Bums. "William Robertson had only seven years to live ; Tytler 
and Lord Hailes even less. It was, in short, the interregnum 
between Hume and Scott. Bums himself was the man of the 
age. It strikes us of this day as almost ludicrous that he should 
have been patronised by men of the undoubted though second- 
rate capacity of Dugald Stewart, Hugh Blair, and Henry 
Mackenzie. 

* Robert Mnir actually ■ulMcrib«d for forty copies of the second editton. He had snb- 
•cribed for aeventy-two copies of the Kilmarnock edition. 
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In the ciielu, of wliii-li he was niadii free, nothing made a 
greater iuiprcssiou ujion his mirkd than the exquisite beauty and 
grace of £hza Buruet,* the dsughter of Lord Mouboddo. To lier 
he makes Sjiecial allusion in his ' Address to Ediiibui^h,' rating 
lier among the wonders of the citj, 

■ ' iS\aa SlialuUi Bimirt. hkoiiiI iUiight«r of Lonl Moubwlilq, la rifqiiently mentioned 
by Iltinia with great itlminiiai], lud niM Jiutly, for ihenu KiiMriubly liuidioiiu' wd 
A very iiulible young woiii»n. Slie but one grml innoii*! dofai'l, lioweior— her tMih wen 
much <tKByed uid dlKoloured — but ftutuiutely ibe hid ■ imy biuaII Inautb) «ud Icuk can 
■Kit to opau It luiich In inlied c»int«n). She •», inoceoTH-. whit In not tu>ti»d (elUiR 
by the Foet or lila Biognphen), lienelF ■ iHwlsu ind m Ysry olertl wulnui. ttke alnyi 
ucoinpuilsd bar hither on horaebick U> (nd bum Monbodilo. Tlwir Joiimcy lying tbm' 
tha vllligs of Lsurencelilrk, er«;t«l lu Kinoirdiueabln bybii biend ud broLhcr Judge, 
Lord Qiirdenston, wlio wu neirly. ir uot ■llngather, u ecnuttic ■ iiiin u Lonl H. biuiaelf. 
ThiH Ylllige wu Lord GitdtinaCun') hobby-houH, Ha InlnxluceJ ni«iy iniiiufkctani Inla 
It, und amongit othen tba Bnuff-boiea kiiuwu by Ilia luuiie ot Ilw yllUg^ niul (till mnch 
sdiiiliwl. In l^e Inn which ha eatabllabed bun ■ huge nlbnai oil ksiit, ohicli ou he- 
que^itly enrichinl by qiiotitiona mid doiiKtlonn fmrn hia own lien, Mlsa nunml hi en Idle 
bout (oak occujDii to Iniert ■ abort addrMa to hli lurdiblp, unitate'] fniiii the |m>b)KU> 
to "The RohoatMl." 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

Ediiia ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All liail thy palaces and toVra 
Where once beneath a ^lonarch's feet 

Sat Legislation's sovereign pow'rs ! 
Fiom marking wildly-scatt'red flow'rs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the lingering hours, 

I shelter in thy honor'd sliade. 

Here Wealth still swells the golden tide, 

As busy Trade his labours plies ; 
There Architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendor rise ; 
Hero Justice, from her native skies, 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
There Learning, with his eagle eyes, 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 

Thy sons, Edina, social, kind, 

With open arms the Stranger hail ; 
Their views eularg'd, their lib'ral mind, 

Above the narrow, rural vale : 
Attentive still to Sorrow's wail. 

Or modest Merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fail ! 

And never Envy blot their name ! 

Thy Daughters bright thy walks adorn. 

Gay as the gilded summer sky. 
Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn. 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my fancy shine ; 
I see the Sire of Love on high. 

And own His work indeed divine ! 
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TliL'i'e, \vaU:liii)(; bi){li Uie iuiu^l alunus, 

Til)' rough, rud« Fortress glt^tus afar ; 
IJke eoiue bold Vet'run, fray Ui arm^ 

And luark'd witli mauy a MHUuy sun ; 
'i'lie jiond'rous wall aiid taassy bar 

(.irim-risuig o'er tlie rugged rock, 
Have oft wiliistDod aasoiliiig War, 

And oft repell'd tli' Iiivailer's aliocL 

^^'illl nwu-struck tbougbl sud pitying U 

I vii!W lliat noble, iitatttly ])oaie, 
^Vlitri! Scotia's kinj^s of other ytnrs, 

Frnii'd heroes I hod their royal liooie : 
Alna, how chaug'd the times to coma I 

Tlieir ruysl Nuae low in the diuU 
Their Impleas Eace iiiM-wiuid'riug roam ! 

Tlio' rigid I^w cries out ' 'twaa juat I ' 

■\Vild-beaw u»y hwirt to ti'acu your steps 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 
Thro' hostile ranks aiid ruiu'd ga|>s 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
Ev'ii I who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply my Sires have left their shed. 
And fac'd grim Danger's loudust roar. 

Bold -following where your Fatliers led ! 

Kdiiia ! Scotia's darling sent ! 

All hail tliy i>aluces and tow're 
Where om;« bciie.itli a Monarch's feet 

Sat Legislation's sov'rL'iga pow're ! 
From marking wildlj-sciitter'd flow'rs. 

As on the banks uf Ayr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the lingering hours, 

I shelter in thy honor'd shade. 



On 20th December tliere appeared, as 'never Iwfore pub- 
lished,' ill the columns of tlio Caledotiiaii Mercuri/, a much more 
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characionstic i)roductiou of Burns than the 'Address to Ediii- 
liuil^h.' This vfSLii the iuimortal address 



TO A HAGGIS.* 

Fair fa' your honesty sonsie face, 
Great Chieftain o' the Puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Pamch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weei are ye woi-dy o' a grace 

As lang 's my arm. 

The groaning trenclier there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a distant liill, 
Your pin t wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need, 
While thro' your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

His knife see Hustic-labour dight, 
An' cut you u[) \vi' ready sleight, 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, what a glorious sight, 

Wann-reokin, rich ! 



Then, honi for horn they stretch an' strive, 
Deil tak the lundmost, on they drive. 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytcs belyve 

Are bent like drums ; 
Then auld Guidmon, maist like to rive, 



Fair fall = Good luck to 
—jolly, well-favoured 



Above 

liauDch— ill tetttlues 

worthy 
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swelled stomachs 

by and by 

almost— burst 



Bethankit ' hums. 



uiuniuirs 'God be thanked' 



Is there that owre his French ratjout, 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
OtfiicoMee wad mak her spew 

Wi' perfect sconner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scornfu' view 

On sic a dinner ? 



over 
would surfeit 

disgust 
such 



* ' Uaggioe ' is the spelling in the CaUdonian Mercury. 

f The wooden pin used to flx the opening in the bag. Tlie haggis is a dish composed of 
ininced oflDil of mutton, mixed with oatmeal and suet, and boUed in a sheep's stomach. 
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Pi>ui devil j Buc him owrc his traali, 

Ab feckless Bs a witlier'ii rasii. 

His Hpindli! aliaiik a guij whii>-lash, 

Uia nieve a nit ; 
Thro' bluidy flood or field to daeh, 

O how unfit ! 

liut mark the Kiietic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling cartli resounds hia tread 

Clap in Ilia walie nieve & blade, brgeiui 

Hu 'U niak it wlitHsle ; wbiaug 

An' legs, au arms, ati' heads will sned lopoii 

Like taps o' thriualc. toiuorthintliB 

Ye Pow'rs whn mak mankind your care 

And dial] tlieni out llii;ir bill o' fare, 

Auld Scotland wante nae skinking ware UUd stuff 

That jaups in InggJes; gpiuiiuinbawu 

But if ye wish her gratefu' prayer, 

Gie her a Ilnggis!* guo 

Kot withstanding the strong interest awakened in Burns ao soon 
after his arrival in Edinburgh, and the influence exerted in hts 
favour, it appeals that he did not at once surmount all the 
obstacles which atood in the way of his proposed second edition. 
John Moir, a well-known Edinburgh printer, used to relats 



There «re vidoiii tndltloiiii u to the origin or the posnt. One Is that Bums i>rDduceil II 
BliiKBt In itseutirety wh™ si dinner in the houw pf his friend. Andrew Bruce, nierchsiit, 
C«atlehill. Edinburgh. ATiother l> th«t the oilgl.iil list vcrM »»s given by Burns u ■ 

Mr Horison, oblne't-niiker. In Hauchline. Dittthstn hiEgls wu In these days regarded lu 
a luxury Co be sighed for, may be t;athercd froiii this illuHion In tlia Life uf Ur Lawsou 
or Selliirk : ' If I were i king. I do not know that I uliould live very much dllTerently from 
whit I do— only, pethsps, l would hiva ■ higgli oftener to dinner.'— iijS ond Timtiof 
'Itofft Laician, D.D., by the Her. John Hachrlsne, LL.D. (Edinburgh, 1803.) 
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that he was then serving his apprenticeship with a well-known 
typographer in the High Street ' One day a plain-looking man, 
of rustic appearance, who afterwards proved to be Robert Bums, 
came to inquire about the printing of a volume of poems. Un- 
luckily the master took his visitor for some poor crack-brained 
yersifier, who might give him a good deal of trouble, but was not 
likely to yield much solid return in the way of business. He 
therefore received the application with marked coldness ; spoke of 
being a good deal engaged at present, and of his habit of requiring 
effective guarantees of payment from any strangers for whom he 
worked. The visitor, manifestly offended, went away, but not till 
he had taken occasion to pull out and show a quantity of money 
sufficient to convince the printer that, if more favourably received, 
he might have proved a good customer. This was not an end of 
the typographer's mortifications; for, being vexed at missing so 
good a job as the printing of Burns's poems, he resolved to lose no 
second customer of that sort who might come in his way, and 
accordingly took the risk^ soon after, of printing the productions 
of a poet from Aberdeenshire, which proved a complete failure, so 
that he lost fully as much by the one concern as he might have 
gained by the other.' 



TO MR WILLIAM CHALMERS, WRITER, AYR. 

EDiSBURnH, Dee. 27, 1786. 

My dear Friend— I confess I have siime<1 the sin for which there is 
hardly any forgiveness — ingratitude to friendship — in not writing you 
sooner; bat of all men living, I had intendecl to send you an 
entertaining letter; and l»y all the plodding, stupid powers, that in 
nodding, conceited majesty, preside over the dull routine of husiness — A 
heavily-solemn oath this ! — I am, and have heen, ever since I came to 
Edinburgh, as unfit to write a letter of liumor, as to write a commentary 
on the Revelation of St. John the Divine, who was banishe<l to the Isle 
of Patmos, by the cniel and blomly Domitian, son to Vespasian and 
brother to Titus, both emperors of Rome, and who was himself an 
emperor, and raised the second or third persecution, I forget which, 
against the Christians, and aft«r throwing the said Apostle John, brother 
to the Apostle James, commonly called Jatnes tlie Greater, to distinj^nish 
him from another James, who was, on some account or other, known by 
the name of James the Less, after throwin^i: him into the caldron of 
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boiling oil, rinui tvliicli be was iiiiroculnnsly prewrveil, lie baTii»lieil tlie 
poor «in of Zebwlee tti a ilesert islanil in tlie Archipelago, wli^ro ho was 
gi[t«il n'ith the eeconil Aip;liC, anil iiaw an many wilil bcnalu ba I Iiavo xeen 
since I CATiie to Eiliii1>iirgh ; which, n circnni stance not very uiiconiiiion 
in story- telling, lirinxs mo back In whore I set mit 

To mnke yon Fome amcntU for what, before yoii reach thia paragrnph, 
you will have suffered, 1 enclose yon two poems' I have c&nleii lunl s|iiin 
since r pnsseil Glenlmck.t 

Otic blank in the ■ Aihb-ess to Eilinhiirgli '— ' Fair It—,' is heavenly 
Miss Btimet, dang-htcr of LonI Monbo<blo,t at whoae hoiixe I hnve hnil 
the honor to be more than onoe. There hox not been any thini^ nearly 
like her, in all the omhinntion* of beauty, grace, anil goodnew, the Great 
Creator ha-i formoil, ninco Milton 'n Eve on tlie tii'st ilay of her exiHt«nce. 

I hnve sent yon a parcel of snbscription-billa, anil have written to 
Mr Bnllantine nnil Mr Aiken to call on you for some of them, if they 
want them- My ilircctinn i$t — (tare of Amlrnvr nriiee.B merchant, Briilge- 
Street. 

TO LORD MQNBOODO, ST. JOHB BTBBBT. 

I shall do myself the honor. Sir, to <lin« with yon tomorrow, as yoii 
obligingly request. 

My conscience twitling me with having neglected to send Mim Eliui a 
song which she once mentioned to me an a song <ihn wishcil to have — I 
inclose it for her ; with one or two mow, by way of a i)eftce -offering. — 
I have the bnnoi- to he, my [x>rcl, your very hnnihle sen-t., 

ROBT. BCRNS. 

SMunfniim. [SWJDw.l 

Hero may be recorded nn incident which, although it seems 
trifling in itself, is of interest hoth as showing how Burns, in epito 
of his new and brighter surroundings, did not forgot his Ayrshire 
friends — even those who were not influential enough to hnve 
assisted in shaping his career — -and as indicating how ho kept him- 
self in touch with the formative literature of the period in which 
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he lived. On the 20th December he sent as a present to his old 
friend, Tennant of Glenconner, whose advice he subsequently took 
in the choice of a farm in Dumfriesshire, a little volume* of less 
than three hundred pages, dealing with those theological questions 
which had interested him ever since he listened to the Moderate 
preaching of Dr Dalrymple and Dr M*Gill. The title rends : 
' Letters concerning the Beligion essential to Man ; as it is Distinct 
from what is merely an Accession to it. In two parts. Trans- 
lated from the French. Glasgow : Printed for Robert Urio. 1761.' 
The next page bears the inscription : * A paltry Present from Robt. 
Bums the Scotch Bard to his own friend and his Father's friend 
John Tennant in Glenconner. — 20th Dec. 1786.' 

The importance and popularity of this anonymous book may be 
judged by the fact that it is thus referred to by Mr John Morley 
in his Monograph on Rousseau : * The leader of the movement in 
Geneva — ^that is, of an attempt to pacify the Christian churches on 
the basis of some such Deism as was shortly to find its passionate 
expression in the Savoyard vicar's Confession of Faith, was John 
Alphonse Turretini (1661-1737). . . . His eloquent exposition of 
rationalistic ideas aroused the usual cry of heresy from the people 
who justly insist that Deism is not Christianity. There was much 
stir for many years, but he succeeded in holding his own and in 
finding many considerable followers. For example, some three 
years or so after his death a work appeared in Geneva, under the 
title of La Religion Essentielle ci V Hovwipj showing that faith in 
the existence of a God suffices, and trcathig with contempt the 
belief in the inspiration of the Gospels.' The book is, in fact, a 
lucid and popularly written manual of the mild Deism which was 
then prevalent in Europe. There is no evidence that Bums took 
any of his theological opinions — such, for example, as he subse- 
quently confessed to Clarinda — from this voluma He would, how- 
ever, to a certainty be attracted by the writer's insistence all through 
his book that true religion consists less in the holding of a special 
set of opinions, than in the sincerity with which they are held. 
Bums would certainly have subscribed to the closing passage of 
the book : • In reality, what can the Author of my being require of 
me, unless it be to employ the free and intelligent capacity which 

• The volume !■ now In the poflse.<»ion of John Tennant'i* grMt-gmndnon, BIr Clmrles 
Tennant of The Olen, Innerleithen. 
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1 linve receivfil from Him by sincerely acquiescing in everything 
that appears to me to bo truth. This boing supposed, it may 
hapi^en thnt I bIisII not iihvnye be able to discover in the Scripture 
whatever nnother person thinks he discovers in it. But, however, 
if thiit otlier person acts with sincerity in his enquiry, lie fullils 
his task by acquiescing in what appears to him to be evident, and 
I, tuu, fiillil niine by suspending my jndgment as to what appears 
to me to be doubtful. It is enough, in short, if he and I believe 
everything ive can believe to be true, iind if we act accordingly. 
Tliifl, I think, is a religion which no controverKy can shake.' It is 
certainly of considerable significance as a sign of the times, that 
Burns should have thought a book containing such opinions as 
these a suitahlo gift for an old Ayrshire farmer. It gives support 
to the evangelical contention that modeiatism was the thin end 
of the wedge of Socinianism, if not synonymous with it. 

It has alreaily been mentioned (ns probable) how Burns, while 
still lingering in Ayrshire, had been gratified by a perusiil of the 
October number of the Edinhargh Magazine, containing a favo^^ 
able notice of his Poitms. The two succeeding numbers — 
November and December — contained additional notices of, and 
extracts from, the Poems. Bums thus expressed his gratitude to 
Mr James Sibbald,* publisher of the Magazine : 

TO MR JAMES SinBALt), ROOK S E LLBH. 

LAWN«.iiKrT, [Jdn. 1787]. 
Sir— So little am I acqnBin(«il with tlie innfles am) maniiei's oE the 
mnre public and polislieil walks of life, that I often feel myself much 
einbarraspcil Hew to exprosH tliu teeliiigH of my Ucftit, juirriculdily 
grntitmle. 

■ Rade am I in spfcch. 

And little bleat iu the aet, pctlUli'd plira^ ; 

For aince theEe tiua of mine bwl seven ye\n' pitli. 

Till now-BouiB nine iiiooriB wuted-tliey linvo u»e.l 

Their dearest elTorta iu tlie rnr.l field : 

And therefore, little cui I grace my nawte 

In t|ie&lting for iiiyself.t 

• Jnines Bibtslrl, ion of ■ tinner In Roxburghshire, wis born In i:<;. In e«rty life li" 
WIS pHgsgnd in fmnii work, but, removhig to Bdinburgh, be obtnlnM * liluiHoii iii the 
■hop ot CliariM Elliot, bookieller. FlnKlly he tUrted In biiilneaa on blttown ireonn^snrl 
tn 17BS eoniinenceil the iiublicatfon of the F.diiilmrs\ Magaiinr, In which hi- coTilriLnto.l 

HBdled It I^ilb in 1803. His best-known work H the CTroiilde qf (*( Pofh^ (t^SeoUatwr. 

t 3hkk»T><!>rK'ti OiMlt, Act U totat ill. 
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The wamith with which you have befriended an obecare man, and 
young Author in your three last Magazines— I can only say, Sir, I feel 
the weight of tlie obligation, and wish I could express my sense of it. 
In the meantime accept of this conscious acknowledgement from. Sir, 
Your obliged Servant, Robert Burns. 

TO OAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

... To tell the truth among fiiends, I feel a miserable blank in my 
heart, with want of her, and I don't think I shall ever meet with so 
delicious an armful again. She has her faults ; and so have you and I ; 
and so has everybody : 

Their tricks and craft hae put me daft ; inad 

They've ta'en me in and a* that ; taken 
But dear your decks, and here 's * The Sex I ' 

I like the jads for a' that : >dei 
For a' that and a' that. 

And twice as muckle 's a* that, kc much 



I have met with a very pretty girl, a Lothian farmer's daughter, whom 
I have almost persuaded to accompany me to the west country, should I 
ever return to settle there. By the by, a Lothian farmer is about an 
Ayrshire Squire of the lower kind ; and I had a most delicious ride from 
Leith to her house yesternight, in a hackney-coach, with her brother and 
two sisters, and brother's wife. We had dined all together at a common 
friend's house in Leith, and danced, drank, and sang till late enough. 
The night was dark, the claret had been good, and I thirsty. . . . 

RoBT. Burns. 

Edinbubou, 7th Jan. 1787. 

This letter is interesting as showing that Bums still thought 
kindly of Jean, but did not contemplate marriage with her. The 
name of the 'Lothian farmer's daughter,' whom he had 'almost 
persuaded ' to marry him, has not been discovered. 

While spending his evenings with beauty, rank, and talent, 
Bums was content to share John Richmond's room and bed.* 

* ' In the first fitair on the left hand, on entering the close [Baxter's Close, Lawntnarket], 
and on the first floor of the house, Is the poet's lodging. The tradition of his residence 
there has passed through very few hands— the predecessor of the present tenant having 
learned it from Mrs Carftae [Richmond's landlady], and the poef s room is pointed out 
with its window looking into Lady Stair's Close. The land [tenement] is an ancient and 
very substantial building, with large and neatly-moulded windows, retaining the marks of 
having been finished with stone mnllions. . . . From this ancient dwelling Bums issued 
to dine or sup with the magnates of the land. . . . The poet's lodging is a large and well- 
proportioned room, neatly panelled with wood, according to a fiuhion then by no means 
antiquated. '—W I LBOir's Memorials of Edinburgh (1848 ; vol. f., p. IW). The house in 
VOL. IL C 
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lliclimotid aubsequently averred tliut lie nsod to help liia friend to 
tranacribo his poenia for the press, and when he came in of a 
night, jaded, would read to him till he fell asleep, Richninnd 
testified also that Biinia kept good hours, and lived soberly. After 
a brief residence in town, hia plain rustic dress was eschanged fnr 
a snit of blue and buff, the livery of Fox, with buckskins and 
top-boota. He continued to wear his hair tied behind, and epreaii 
upon hia forebejid, but without the powder which was then nearly 
universal. On tho whole, his appearance was modest and becom- 
ing. It was remarked that he showed no xign of embarrassment 
in refined society, and that he took hia part iu conversation with 
freedom and energy, but without the least forwardaesa. I'rincipal 
Kobertson declaretl that he had ' scarcely ever met with any man 
whoso conversation displayed greater vigour than tliat of Burns.' 
Hia poems had, tho historian acknowledged, surprised hitn ; his 
prose compositions appeared oven more wonderful; but his con- 
versation surpassed both. 

TO MISS LOGAN,* 

WITH BSATTIE'a POEMS FOR A NEW-VKAR'S fllFT, JAN. 1, 1787. 

Again the silent wheels of time 

Their annual round have driv'n. 
And you, tho' scarce in maiden prime, 

Are so much nearer He.iv'n. 

No gifts Itave I from Indian coasts 

Tlie infant year to bail; 
I send you more than India boasts. 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our Sex with gwile and faithless love. 

Is charg'd, perliaps too true ; 
But may, dear Maid, each Lover provo 

An Edwin still to you. 



ir Logmn, to whom t 
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Mrs Duiilop had written to Dr John ^loore,* author of the once 
popular novel of Zeluco, and father of the British commander 
who fell at Corunna, regarding Burns, and that cultured and kind- 
hearted man had taken an opportunity of pointing out to the 
Earl of Eglinton what a genius was now claiming the friendly 
patronage of all good Scotsmen. The earl immediately sent to 
Bums, to hespeak the new edition of his poems, and present him 
with a sum of money by way of subscription. 



TO THE BARL OP EOLINTON.t 

EoiNBUROH, January 11, 1787. 

My Lord— As I have but slender pretensions to philosophy, I cannot 
rise to the exalted ideas of a citizen of the world at large ; bat have 
all those national prejadices, which I believe glow peculiarly strong in 
the breast of a Scotsman. There is scarcely any thing to which I am so 
feelingly alive as tlie honor and welfare of old Scotia ; and, as a poet, I 
have no higher enjoyment than singing her sons and daughters. Fat-e 
had cast my station in the veriest shades of life ; but never did a heart 
pant more ardently, than mine, to be distinguished ; though, till very 
lately, I looked on every side for a ray of light in vain. It is easy then 
to guess how supremely I was gratified to lie honoured with the counten- 
ance an<l approbation of one of my dear lov'd country's most illustrious 
sons, when Mr Wauchope^ called on me yesterday on the part of your 
lordship. Your munificence, my Lord, certainly deserves my very grate- 
ful acknowledgments ; but your patronage is a bounty peculiarly suite<l 
to my feelings. I am not master enough of the etiquette of life to 
know, whether there be not some impropriety in troubling your Lord- 
ship with my thanks in this manner, but my heart whispered me to do 
it. From the emotions of my inmost soul I do it. Selfish ingratitude 
1 hope I am incapable of; and mercenary servility I trust, I shall ever 
have so much honest pride as to detest. I have the honour to be 

R. B. 

* Dr Moore was the son of an Episcopalian clergyman in Stirling, and was born there in 
/7^9 V^' ^* ^"^ trained for the medical profeaaion, and practised as a doctor in Olaagow 
-ror Home years. In 1778 he removed to Ix>ndon, and gave himself np almost exclnsively to 
literary work. Zeluco, the first of his novels, was not published till 1780 ; but before that 
he hail written A View of Society and Mannen in France (1779). to which Bums alludes in 
a letter to Mrs Dnnlop, and other worlu, including Medioal Sketches (1>^). Dr Moore died Z^?. 
in 1802. 

t Archibald, eleventh Earl of Eglinton, bom in 1720, succeeded to the earldom in 1769, 
and died in 1790. 

t Mr John Wauchope, W.8. 



TO MR MA 



E AND WORKS or BURNS. 



KtB, SUROEOK, HACCHLINR. 



Mv DEAR Sir— Yours gavB me sotuetliing like the plenaure of nn old 
triend'a face. I wiw j/oiir friend anii mj/ lioiinuve<l patron. Sir John 
WliitefoonJ, just after I read yoat letter, and guve him yonr Twpeclful 
compts. He was pleosetl to say many handsoiDe tiling of yon, which 
1 heard with tlie more aatinf action, as I knew them to be jnat. 

HIb Hon Jolin, who calls very freqiieiiUy on me, is in a f""* to-day like 
a coronation. This is the great day— tlie Awemhly and Ball of the 
Cnleilonian Hiinti and John hai had the gooil luck to pre-engage the 
hand of the beauty -famed, and weftlth-celelirateil MiRS M'AUAK,* our 
conn try -woman. Between friendti, John is desperately in for it there, 
and I am afraid will he despemto indeed. 

1 nm sorry to send yon the laat H|>eech and dying words of The 
Lounger.f 

A gentleman waited on nie yesterday, and gave me. by Lord Eglin- 
ton's niiler, ten guineas hy way of sulwcriplion for a brace of copies 
of my 2nd edition. 

I met with Lord Maitland t and a brother of liia to-day at breakfast. 
They are exceedingly easy, accessible, agreeable fellows, and seemingly 
pretty clever.— I am ever, My Dr Sir, Yours, Robt. Burns. 

BoIKK., Uli Jnn, 178,7. 



TO JOHN 



*LI.ANTINE 



Mv HONORED Fhiesd- It gives me a secret comfort to observe in 
myself that I ani not yet so far g^ne as Willie (iaw'a Skate, 'past 
redemption'!; 'or I have still this favorable symptom of grace, that 
when my Conscience, as in the case of tlris letter, tells me that I nm 
leaving something undone that I ought to do, it teases me eternally till 
I do it. 

■ Onsoflhe daughten of John H'Adim or Cmigen.OilUu, to whom, u hoi almdf been 
seflD, Bumfl 9i)<lTeu«d m rhytntng epiattii- 

t Burns here illniltH (alba deiniM i>r Tit Imsgrr, in itt lOItt number, on Jinmrye, 
ITST. Ita ur.»r iraa iboTt. hnvlug beon nUrtol on PebruaTy !>. 1783. Crrivh uu ita 
publisher, snd many Soottlnh men of letteis of tbe tiny cnntribuk^l to it Henry Mac 

I Jaiiiea Malllanit, afUritanfi eighth Earl of Laudenlale. Ho »i» alTnoat eractly the 
•ame age *» Burns, having been bom on Mlh Jiiiuar>- IJW, and at the lime he met the 
poet repTTKnted Miihneibury u a mpportcr of Foi. He anccpnlcHl lo the earlilom in 17S9, 

HniiteorLoniilnthedreMDraJvobin. He nss niaile a Baron of t)ir> UiiiM Kingdom 
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mother, of which that good old 



It collection.— Cboi 
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I am still ' dark as was Cliaos ' in respect to Futurity. My generous 
friend, Mr Peter [Patrick] Miller,* brother to the Justice Clerk, has been 
talking with me about a lease of some farm or other in an estate called 
Dasswinton [nc] which he has lately bought near Dumfries. Some life- 
rented, embittering Recollections whisper me that I will be happier any- 
where than in my old neighbourhood, but Mr Miller is no Judge of land ; 
and though I dare say he means to favour me, yet he may give me, in his 
opinion, an advantageous bargain that may ruin me. I am to take a 
tour by Dumfries as I return and have promised to meet Mr Miller on 
his lands some time in May. 

I went to a Mason- lodge t yesternight where the Most Worshipful 
Grand Master Charters [Charteris],t and all the Grand lodge of 
Scotland visited. The meeting was most numerous and elegant; all 
the different Lodges about town were present in all their pomp. 
The Grand Master who presided with great solemnity, and honor to him- 
self as a Gentleman and Mason, among other general toasts gave, 

'Caledonia and Caledonia's Bard, brother B ' which rung through 

the whole Assemby with multiplied honors and repeate<l acclamations. 
As I had no idea such a thing would happen, I was downright thunder 
struck, and trembling in every nerve made the best return in my 
power. Just as I finished, some of the Grand Officers said so loud 
as I could hear, with a most comforting accent, 'Very well indeed,* 
which set me something to rights again. I have just now had a 
visit from my Landlady, who is a staid, sober, piously-disposed, 
sculdudery - abhoring widow, coming on her gi-and climacterick. 
She is at present in sore tribulation respecting some * Daughters 
of Belial' who are on the floor immediately above. My Landlady 
who, as I said, is a flesh • disciplining, godly Matron, firmly believes 
her husband is in Heaven; and having been very happy with him 
on earth, she vigorously and perseveringly practises some of the most 
distinguishing Christian virtues, such as, attending Church, railing 
against vice, &c., that she may be qualified to meet her dear quondam 
Bedfellow in that happy place where the unclean and the ungodly shall 

• Fhtrick Miller, third son of William Miller of Glenlee, and brother of Sir Thomas 
Miller, president of the Court of Session, was bom in 1731. After a somewhat adventurous 
career, in the course of which he had served as a common sailor, he made sufficient 
money as a banker in Edinburgh— in 1767 he was made a director of the Bank of Scotland 
—to buy, in 1785, the estate of Dalswinton, on the Nith, near DomfMes. Patrick Miller's 
relations with Bums will be dealt with at length later. 

t This was St Andrew's Lodge, and the meeting took place on Friday, 12th January. It 
happened to be one of a series of Grand Visitations that were being made at that time. 
The Grand Master was accompanied by Alexander Fergusson, of Craigdarroch, Provincial 
Grand Master of the Southern District. 

t Francis Charteris, younger of Amisfield 0749-1808), was thirty-sixth Grand Master- 
Mason of Scotland, 1786-87. He belonged to the Lodge Haddington St John, and was also 
an affiliated member of Ganongate Kilwinning. On the succession of his father to the 
Earldom of Wemyss (1787) he became Lord Elcho. But he did not live to become Earl 
Wemyss : he predeceased his flither by ten months. His name appears (for four copies) ia 
the list of subscribers to the Edinburgh edition of the Poem. 
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LIPB ASD WORKB UP UCIi: 



never enter. Tliis, no donbt, reqninm Bome siroiig execliuiu u( Gelt- 
denial in a Imle, well-kejit WiJow o( fony-fivo ; and as our Uiwin [iru low 
ttnd ill-plaUteiwl, we can euily ilUtingduli our liiUKlit«r-luvin^, uiglit- 
rejuicing neijjbliora— wLen they •!« eating, wlien they are driiikiii};, wlien 
tliey iii-e Binginy;, &c. , my wortiiy Landlady toaiws deepleae and unquiel, 
'Inokitif; for rest but finding none,' tlie wiivle niglit. Jiut now «iiG told 
ine, tlioHfh by tlio liy nlie is nometimes dnUoiis tlial I am, in lier own 
phrase, ' bnt a rougli an' ronn' Cbrulian,' tliat ' We iJiuuld not Iw uneasy 
and envious l>ecau«e llie Wicked enjoy tlie );ood thing* of Uiia life ; for 
these laae jailes who, in her own words, tie up gandygoins with llieir 
filthy ftillowB, drinking the beet uf wines, and nintpiii; abominable soTign, 
they Bbalt one day lio in bell, weeping and waUiug and gDasbing llieir 
teeth over a cup of God's wrath I ' 

I have tfl-day coiiwted my 158d jiage. My bi-st gcioil wii.lioa to Mr 
Aitken [trr). I am ever, Dr Sir, Vour uiudi indobtod hiinihle Bervt. 

lUttrr. UtiRNS. 



Ill refereiiue to Mrs Uuulup'e lata inUi 
Moore, Burns iioiv niMreBsed lier aa followa 



Willi Dr Juliu 



TO MRS DUNLOr, OF DUKLOI", 



Madam— Yoni-s of tlie 9tli current, v liich I am tliis nmineiit honar'd 
with, is a deep repi-oacii to me for ungrateful neglect I will tell j'ou 
the real truth, for I aui iiiiseralily awkward at a fib. I wislicd l« have 
written to Dr Moore, before I wrote to you ; but tliongli every day since 
I received yours of Dec. 30tb the idea, the wi^b, to write to biiu 
liAB constAutly pressed on uiy thougbts, yet I could not for my soul Bet 
about it I know bis fame and cbaracter, and I am one of "tbo sons of 
little men.' To write lihn a mere niatter-offaet alTair, like a merchant'ti 
order, wonid 1>e disgracing the little cbai-acter I have ; anil to write the 
author ot 'Tlie View of Society and Manners' a letter of sentiineut — I 
declare every artery runB cold at the tbonght I shall try, however, lo 
write to liitii to-morrow or next day. His kiml inler|>osition in my 
behalf I have already ex|>erienced, as a gentleiu.iii waited on lue the 
other day, on the part of Lniil Eglintnn, with ten guitiens by way of 
snliBcription for tuo c«[ues of my next eilition. 

Tlie word you object to in tlie mention I have m.-wle of luy f;l(iriouH 
countryman and your tniiuoitat ancest^n-, is indeed borroneil from Tlioin- 
aon ; but it does not strike me as an impi-oper epithet.+ I diHlniBted my 
own Judgment on your finding fault with it, and applied for the opinion 
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of some of the literati here, who honor me witli their critical strictares, 
and they all allow it to be proper. The song you ask I cannot recollect, 
and I have not a copy of it I have not compo&eil any thing on the great 
Wallace, except what you have seen in print ; and the inclosed, which I 
will print in this edition.* Yon will see I have mentioned some otiiers of 
the name. Wlien I composed my ' Vision ' long ago, I had attempted a 
description of Kyle, of which the additional stanzas are a part, as it 
originally stood. My heart glows with a wish to be able to do justice to 
the merits of the 'Saviour of his Country,' which sooner or later I shall 
at least attempt. 

You are afraid I shall grow intoxicated with my prosperity as a poet: 
alas ! Madam, I know myself and the world too well. I do not mean 
any airs of afifected modesty ; I am willing to believe that my abilities 
deserve some notice; but in a most enlightened, informed age and 
nation, when poetry is and has been the study of men of the first natural 
genius, aided with all the powers of polite learning, i)olite books, and 
polite company — to be dragged forth to the full glare of learned and 
polite observation, with all my impei-fections of awkward rusticity, and 
crude unpolished ideas on my head — I assure you. Madam, I do not 
dissemble when I tell you I tremble for the consequences. The novelty 
of a poet in my obscure situation, without any of those advantages which 
are reckoned necessary for that character, at least at this time of day, 
has raised a partial tide of public notice which has borne me to a height^ 
where I am absolutely, feelingly certain, my abilities are inadequate to 
support me ; and too surely do I see tliat time when the same tide will 
leave me, and recede perhaps as far below the mark of trutli. I do not 
say this in the ridiculous affectation of self-abasement and modesty. I 
have studied myself, and know what ground I occupy ; and, however a 
friend or the world may differ from me in that particular, I stand for my 
own opinion, in silent resolve, with all the tenaciousness of property. I 
mention this to you, once for all, to disburthen my mind, and I do not 
wish to hear or say more about it. But, 

When proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes, 

you will bear me witness, that when my bubble of fame was at the high- 
'est, I stood unintoxicated with the inebriating cup in my hand, looking 
forward with rueful resolve to the hastening time, when the blow of 
Calumny should dash it to the ground, with all the eagerness of venge- 
ful triumph. . . . 

Your patronizing me and interesting yourself in my fame and character 
as a poet, I rejoice in ; it exalts me in my own idea ; and whetlier you 
can or cannot aid me in my subscription is a trifle. Has a paltry sub- 
scription-bill any charms to the heart of a bard, compared with the 
patronage of the descendant of the immortal Wallace ? R. B. 

* Staiuas In ' The Vision,' beginning, ' By stately tower or paUce fliir,' and ending vrith 
the flnt dnan. 



i OP Bvtats. 



DR JOHK HDOBE. LOXDOX. 



Stb— Mm Donlop has be«n m kind ns to send me extracta of leCtera 
she ha> liad from yon, where you do tlie rtuitie baril tlie Itonor of 
noticing bim aiid liia works. Tliose who hare felt the anxieties and 
solicitndes of autUuiehip can only know wb«l ]>1easuie it gives to be 
noticisl in ancli a manner, hy jail^ea of the first chftTKcti^. Youi 
criticiBms, sir, I receive with reverence; only I ani eorrj- they mostly 
c&me too late ; a peccant [inaakge or two that I would certainly have 
altered were gone to tlie pnMs. 

The ho|>e to be admired for s^ee is, in hy far the greatest part of those 
even who are anlhors of repute, an unsutntantittl dream. For luy part, 
my first ambition wn.*. anil »till ray Mtrongejtt wish is, to please 
peers, the rustic ininales of the haiulet, while ever-chauging language 
and manuuib hhatl allow me to be relinhed and undersloiMl. I am very 
willing to ediiiii lliat I have some poetical alilitiee ; and ae few, if any, 
writers, either moral or poetical, are intimately acquainted with the 
classes of riinnhind anKiii^ whom 1 have chiefly mingled, I may hatt 
men ntid nmiiners in n ilid'crunl pltAM- from whni i}> comuinn, whidi may 
assist originality of thougliL Still I know very well the novelty of my 
character liaa by far the greatest share in the learned and |K>lit>e notice 
I have lately had : and in a language where Po|« anil Cliurchill have 
raised the laugh, and Sbenstone and Gray drawn the tear ; where Thom- 
son and Beattie have painted the landscape, and Lyttleton and Collins 
described the heart, I am not vain enough to hope for distinguished 
poetic fame. R. B. 



To this lett«T Dr Moore sent the followiog answer : 

CLirTDUtflTREn'. January iSd, IIST. 
SlR^I have just received your letter, hy which I find I have reaiion 
to complain nf my friend Mrs Duulop, for transmitting to you extracts 
from my letters Ui her, hy much too freely and too carelessly written for 
your perusal. I ninst forgive her, however, in consideration of her good- 
intention, as you will forgive we, I hope, for the free<loni I nse with cer- 
tain expressions, in consideration of my mlmiration of the |K)enia in 
general. If I may judge of the author's disposition from his work.", with 
all the other good qualities of a poet, he has not the irritable temper 
ascribed to that race of men by one of their own number, whom rou have 
the happiness to resemble in ease and eurious felicity of expression. 
Indeed the poetical beauties, however original and brilliant, and lavisbly 
scattered, are not all I admire in your works : the love of your native 
country, that feeling sensibility to all the objects of humanity, and 
the independent spirit which breathes through the whole, give me a most 
favonrable iuTpreBsion of tlie poet, and have mode me often regret that 1 
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did not see the poems, the certain effect of which would have heen my 
seeing the author, last summer, when I was longer in Scotland than I 
have been for many years. 

I rejoice very sincerely at the encouragement you receive at Edinburgh, 
and I think you peculiarly fortunate in the patronage of Dr Blair, who 
I am informed interests himself very much for you. I beg to be remem- 
bered to him ; nobody can have a warmer regard for that gentleman than 
I have, which, independent of the worth of his character, would be kept 
alive by the memory of our common friend, the late Mr George 
B[annatin]e.* 

Before I received your letter, I sent, inclosed in a letter to Mrs Dunlop, 
a sonnet by Miss Williams, a young poetical lady,t which she wrote on 
reading your * Mountain Daisy ; ' perhaps it may not displease you : 

\MiiIe soon ' the garden's flitunting flowers ' decay. 

And scattered on the earth neglected he, 
The ' Mountain Daisy,' cherish'd by the ray 

A poet drew from heav'n, shall never die. 

Ah, like that lonely flower tlie poet rose I 
'Mid penury's bare soil and bitter gale ; 
He felt each storm that on the mountain blows. 
Nor ever knew the shelter of the vale. 

By genius in her native vigor nurst. 

On nature with impassion'd look he gazed ; 
Then through the cloud of adverse fortune burst 

Indignant, and in light unborrowed blazed. 

Scotia ! from rude afifliction shield thy bard. 

His heav'n-taught nuuibers fame herself will guard. 

I have been trying to a<ld to the number of your subscribers, but find 
many of my acquaintance are already among them. I have only 
to add, that, with every sentiment of esteem, and the most cordial good 
wishes, I am. Your obedient humble servant, J. Moore. 

The now generally-accepted belief that Dr Blacklock's letter of 

* George Bannatine, minister of Craigie Parish, Ayrshire, 1744-64, and afterwards of the 
West Parish (now St George's), Glasgow, 1764 till his death in 1769. 

t Miss Helen Maria Williams, a well-known contributor to both the poetical and the 
political literature of tlie jieriod, ¥ra8 bom in London in 1762, and spent the earlier years 
of her life in Berwick. She settled in Paris about 1790, was imprisoned as a jMirtisan 
of the Gironde, released on the fall of Robespierre, and died at Paris, December 1827. 
Although at first 'a violent female devotee of the French Revolution, in her latter 
political writings, Miss Williams appeared as a fHend of the Bourbons, and an enemy of the 
Revolution.' She published /uZto, a novel, in 1790; translated iVitil and Virginia; wrote 
several books on France, and for several years the portion of the Annual BtgitUr relating 
to that country. Her verse— smooth, flowing, and essentially conventional— includes 
Edwin and Et/rida (1782), a legendary tale, and The Slave Trade (1788). 



tliu preceding Se]iU>iiibei' to Mr Lawrio was not even the prime 
cause of Buras'e visit to Edinburgh, is supported by the fact tbnt 
Burns allowed several weeks to elapse Ijefore ho calk'J on the blind 
^loet. About the 1 1th or I2th of December, Blacklock wrote to Mr 
Lawrie, to I'ecommmid that Mackenzie's criticisiu should be prefixed 
to the now edition of the Poems, instead of his letter, which had all 
the (lisiiilvantagcs of an extempore effusion. He oildcd : ' By the 
by, I hear that Mr Burns ia, and has been, some time iu Edinburgh. 
These news I nm sorry to have heard at second-hand ; they would 
have come much more welcome from tlie bard's own mouth, I 
liave, however, written to Mr Mackenzie, the Man of Feeling,* to 
beg the favour that he would bring ua together.' On Friday, the 
33d December, Air Lawrie informed Burns that he had had a letter 
from Dr Bluuklock, expressing a desire to see him. ' I writt; thi:^ 
to you,' Bays Lawrie, ' that you may lose no time in waiting upoii 
him, should you not yet have seen him.'t Burns apiwiira to have 
now hastened to visit Blacklock ; yet he allowed several weeks to 
elapse before answering Mr Lawrie's letter — a circumstance that 
fits the view we take of the immediate causes of the poet's journey 
from Ayi-shire ; 



TO THE BEVD. Hit OEOROE LAWRIE, 
NKWMILL3, BY KILMARNOCK.^ 

Rkvd and dr Sir— ■\Vlien I look at the date of your kind letter, 
my heart reproaches me severely with ingratitude in neglecting so long 
to anawer it. 1 will not trouble you witli any account, by way of 
aiKilogy, of my hurried life and distracted atteutiun : do me tlie justice 
to believe that my delay by no means proceeded froui want of respect. 
I feel, and ever eliall feel, for yon the mingled sentiments of esteem for a 
friend nod reverence tor a father. 

I thank you, Sir, with all my soul for your friendly hints ; though 1 do 
not need tlieni so much as my friends are apt to imagine. You are 
Jaxzled with news-;iaper accounl« and distant reports, but iu reality I 

■ T>\t Wqh 0/ Fating wu publlBhad Btionynioiuly In I7TI, when HeDry Hulienilc wu 
IwenCy-Bli y««™ of sge. It wu followed by Tkt Man oj tkt Worfrf in 17J3, und Jvlia dt 
BitibigjU In 177T. MsTkenilB, who wu ■ solltilor by busineM und man of Irttsra by In- 
clination, wu appainted Comptroller of Taics for acoClund In 1G04. He died. Htll Jiniury 
ISSI, at tbe ige or eighty-tii. 

t Cunie'i eilltloii (ieoOX General Comspondencs, Letter ilL 

t Through the kindnea of Mr J. Puker Smith, M,P., we have had Che opportunity of 
collating the odginil MS., uow Iu Ijia poueuiou. It luay b« UDMil Uut Uuioa apelli 
'Lowrle' tlirouifliout. 
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liave no great tetuptation to be intoxicated >vitli the cup of proeperity. 
Novelty may attract tiie attention of mankind a while ; to it I owe my 
preBent iclat ; bat I see the time not distant far when the popular tide 
which has bonie me to a height of which I am perhaps unworthy, shall 
recede with silent celerity, and leave me a barren waste of saud, to 
descend at my lebure to my former station. I do not say this in the 
affectation of modesty ; I see the consequence is unavoidable and am 

prepared for it. 1 had been at a good deal of pains to form a just, 

impartial estimate of my intellectual powers befoi'e I came here ; I have 
not added, since I came to Edinburgh, any thing to the account, and I 
trust I shall take every atom of it back to my shades, the coverts of my 
unnoticed, early years. 

In Dr Blacklock, whom I see very often, I have found what I would 
liave expected in our friend, a clear head and an excellent heart. 

By far the most agreeable hours I spend in Edinburgh must be placed 
to the account of Miss Lawrie and her Pianoforte. I cannot help 
repeating to you and Mrs Lawrie a compliment that Mr M*Kenzie, the 
celebrated ' Man of Feeling,' paid to Miss Christie the otlier night at the 
Concert. I had come in at an interlude and sat down by him, till I saw 
Miss Lawrie in a seat not very distant, and went up to pay my re- 
spects to her. On my return to Mr M'Kenzie, he asked me who she 
was ; I told him 'twas the daughter of a reverend friend of mine in the 
West country. He returned there was something very stiikiug to his 
idea in her appearance. On my desiring to know what it was, he was 
pleased to say, * She has a great deal of the elegance of a well-bred Lady 
about her, with all the sweet simplicity of a Country girl.* 

My Complnts. to all the happy Inmates of Saint Margaret's, I am. Dr. 
Sir, Yours most gratefully, Robt. Burns. 

Ediitb., Uk F9b. 1787. 



TO JAMES DALKYMPLE, ESQ., OF ORANGEFIELD, 
ON BKCKIVING A RHYMING EPISTLE FROM HIM. 

Dr. Sir — I suppose the devil is so elated at his success with you that 
he is determined by a covp de main to effect his purix)ses on you all at 
once in making you a Poet I broke open the letter ; hummed over the 
rhymes ; and as I saw they were extempore, said to Uiyself they were very 
well : but when I saw at the bottom, a name that I sliall ever value with 
grateful respect, *I gapit wide but naething spak.* I was nearly as 
much struck as the three friends of Job, of affliction-bearing memory, 
when ' they sat down with him seven days and seven nights and spake 
not a word ;' or, to go farther back, as the brave but unfortunate Jacobite 
Clans who, as John Milton tells us, after their unhappy Culloden in 
Heaven, lay ' nine times the space that measures day and night in 
oblivious astonishment, prone- weltering on the fiery Surge.' I am natur- 
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ally of a supenlitiniis cast, and so soon as my woDiIer-scored iiuagina- 
tioa regained its cousciousneu and resumed its functions, 1 chsC Bbout in 
my pericraniuni what this mijjlit j.urtend. My torl>oding idtas hail the 
-wide atretcli of PosHibiHcy ; and several eveutn, great in Uieir niagnitiide 
and iiii|iortftnt in their consequences, recun'ed to luy fancy. The down- 
fall of the Conclave, or the cniahing <if tlie Cork-mnips ; " a itucal coronet 
to Lord (.ieorget and tba Proteetaul intcreat, or Saint Petei'a keys to the 
h-ll-mnntbing John Kassell ;J Faniily-piayere in tlie house of Orango- 
field. or another brace of bantlinga t^ a certain Bard already overcharged 

Yon want to know liow I come on. I am just in staia quo, or, not to 
insult a gentleman with my Latin, in anld use and wont. Tlie noble 
Ear] of Glencairn took me by tlie Land to-day, and interested himself in 
my concerns, with a )^odnesB like that benevolent Being whose iniagv 
he BO richly bears. ' Oubliex moi, grand Dieu, ai jamais je I'oublie 1' 
He is a stronger proof of the iiniuortality of tlie Seal than any that 
Philosophy has ever prodnoed. A Mind like hia can never die. Let 
the Wpfull. Sqtiiie Hugh Logan, or Moss James M'Kindlay.J go into 
tlieir primitive nothinR. At beat they are but ill-digested lunips of 
Chaos, only one of them strongly tinned with bitiimiuoiia particleu and 
sutjihureoiia effluvia. But my noble Patron, eternal as the heroic swell 
of Magnanimity and the generous throb of Benevolence, shall look on 
with princely eye. 

Unhurt amid tlie war of elementa, 

The wrecks of Matter, and the crash of Worlds. 



For the blind, niiscbief-n taking, little urchin of a Deity yoi 
he and I have been sadly at odds ever since some dogtricks he play'd 
me not tialf a century ago. 

I have compromised matters witli liis godship of late by uncoupling 
my heart and fancy, for a slijjlit cliace, after a certain Edini-. Belle. 
My devotions proceed no further than a ftnenoon's walk, a seuciuiental 
IV and then a squeeze of the hand or interchanging an 



Luckilj— 

t Bums liaUiii mind, no rioubt, the 'No Popery' rioti ot i;SO. of which Lonl GMrga 
OordoQ (b, 17&1. d, i;iU) wu the Issiler. But in ITM public Inlcreiit lu Lord George had 
liecn to dolus extent reviled by hie leFuuI to come fomrd u a vitnege in a court ot 
law, aiid hii consequent eimmmuntcatlon for contempt by the ArchbiJihop of Conterburr- 
Tlio foUowiiig year he was convicted for Issuing a pauiphUt renectinB on the laws and 
criminal jnatics of the country, ami for publishing a libel oa Marie Anlninc'ttfl and the 
French anilmswirlor In London. To evade Imprison men I, he went to BolUlid, hut wan sent 
back to England. There hewae apprehended and committed to Newgate, inwhicli hadieil. 

I BeeVol. I., p. i;i(l«j. 

I Sm ' The Ordliiitlgn,' Vol. I., pp. M8-30S. 
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oeiUade, and when pecaliar good hnmor and Beqneetered propriety allow 
— 'Brethren, Balate one another with a holy kiss.' — Paul. 

Kinhi Ib the key o' loye, 
An' clftppin is the look, 
An* mftkin o* 's the best thing 
That ere a young thing got. 

—An avid Sang o' mp Mithei^M. 

—I have the honour to l»e, &c. [Robert Burns.] 

Edikb., F»b, [1787.] * 

Among the incidents of Burns's ' hun*ied life ' at this time was 
his admission into one of the most popular of the masonic lodges 
of Edinburgh, on a visit to which, in December, he had met 
Henry Erskine (see page 14). The following * Minute of the 
Canongate Kilwinning Lodge (No. 2) of Freemasons, Edinbui^gh/ 
speaks for itself : 

lit February 1787. — There being no meeting in January, the lodge met 
this evening. The following gentlemen were entered apprentices : Mr 
Bnms, Mr Spied, Captain Bartlet, Mr Haig, G. Douglas, Esq., E. B. 
Clive, Esq., Mr Maule, Mr Wotherspoon, Mr Moir, Mr Lindnay Carnegie, 
Mr ArchilMild Millar, and Mr James Huclian. There were also initiated : 
Colonel Dalr^'mple of Inveresk, Captain Hammond of Marchfield, Cra- 
niond, and J. Hammond, Esq. 

The R. W. Master having observed that Brother Burns was at present 
in the Lodge, who is well known as a great poetic writer, and for a late 
publication of his works, which have been universally commended, sub- 
mitted that he should l>e assumed a nieml)er of this Lodge, which was 
unanimously agreed to, and he was assumed accordingly. Having spent 
the evening in a very social manner, as the meetings of the Lodge always 
have been, it was ailjourneil till next monthly meeting. 

Alex. Ferguson, M, 

Jo. Millar, J, W, Chas. More, D,M, 

It is a popular tradition in masonic circles that the poet was at 
a subsequent meeting formally inaugurated as laureate of the lodge. 
'JTie tnith of this tradition has recently been questioned by Mr 
David Murray Lyon, the historian of Scottish Freemasonry, and 
the whole of the evidence for, and the arguments against, its 
validity are now accessible.! 

* This letter hM hitherto Ix^n printed, no doubt on account of the allusion in it to Lord 
Glencaim, as a production of Nov. 30 or Dec. 10, 1784). Tlie unsigned copy of it in the Laing 
collection in the Edinburgh University Library bean in Bums's handwriting 'Edinr., 
Fth: 

t See Appendix, No. T. 



40 



t.rFX ANn woRtra op burrs. 



About this time, iit all probability, Bume hud brought under liia 
nottco A criticism, which was not an unmixed onltigium of his 
PoetiM, in a London niontlily magazine. The February number of 
The English Review (J. Mmray, 32 Fleet Street) contained an 
elaborate criticism of the poems inclutlcd ia the Kilmarnock 
volume, tlio character of whicli may be judged from the fact that 
the writer praises ' The Cotter's Saturday Night," and depreciates 
'Halloween.' He wnrna Bums that he 'seeniH to possess too great 
a facility of composition, and is too easily satisfied with his own 
production I' On the other hand, it is allowed that ' ho is better 
acquainted with the English poets than most authors that have 
come under our review. Ho possesses the gcnumo characteristics 
of a poet — n vigorous mind, a lively fancy, a surprising knowledge 
of human nature, and an expression fresh, various, and abundant' 
By way of general judgment upon Bums, the critic writes: 
' Although ho is by no means such n poetical prodigy as some of 
his mnh'nonri friends liavo represented, he hna a genuine title to 
the attention and approbation of the public aa a tudural, though a 
legitimate son of the Muses,' 

David Stuart Erskino, eleventh Earl of Bnchan,* wss a very 
different person from either of his two brothers, Henry, whose 
introduction to Burns has already been mentioned, and Thomas, 
who became Lord Chancellor of England. Of but mediocre 
abilities, ho was vain, eccentric, nnd parsimonioiis, yet ambitious 
to be regarded as a patron of literature. Ho sent Bumst some of 
those counsels which he thought his rank entitled him to olFer to 
one ill the situation of ' the Ayrshire Ploughman.' 



Mr Burks — I liave reilcl witli great pleaaiire several of your poenis, 
anil have snbscribei! in La<ly Glencairn's list for six copies of your book 
for niyxelf, and two for Lntly Buchan. 

Tliesa little dorio pieces of yours in our provincial dialect are very 
beautiful, but you will soon l)e able to iliventify your Inuf^ii^^, your 
Rhyiue ami yoiiv unbjoct, anil tlien you will have it in your power to show 
the extent of yonr genius and to attempt works of greater inagnituile, 
variety anil iinimitance. Take care, liowever, that you ilo not suffer tlie 
wings of your Pegasus to be snllieil or cnrtaileil by the gtn^net or more 
polished invailers of your genuine Invention, but let him fly with tbo rein. 



* In tho I 
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bat not the curb. Keep yoar Eye upon ParnasBUci and drink deep of the 
limntaina of Helicon, but beware of the Joys that is dedicated to the 
Jolly God of wine. 

Go and visit my Parnassus on the banks of the Tweed, and visit the 
birth place of Thomson on tlie Water of Rule ; feed your Muse with 
Ethereal mildness when the spring first opens the primrose on the steep 
verdant margin of Aw parent stream ; fii*e her in Summer with the view 
of Flodden Field from the summit of Mount Eildon ; ripen her in Autumn 
with the placid chearfull scenes of harvest and the snowey tieece yield- 
ing to the happy hands of the contented shepherd ; and in Winter sit on 
the mins of Dryburgh, and with the history of your country full in your 
memory and in your heart, call upon her genius to inspire you with the 
Majesty of Song ; and may the Apollo of my Nypa who sits on the fork 
of Eildon enable you to produce the genuine offspring of Genius, senti- 
ment, and skill — never to die. 

I am, Mr Bums, ivith great justice to your merits, your wellwishcr 

BUCHAN. 



Bums replied thus : 

TO THE EARL OF BUCHAN. 

My Lord— The honor your Lordship has done me by yonr notice and 
advice in yours of the 1st Inst., I shall ever gratefully remember. — 

Praise from thy lips *tis mine with joy to boast, 
They best can give it who deserve it most. 

Yonr Lordship touches the darling chord of my heart when yon advise 
me to fire my Muse at Scottish story and Scottish scenes. I wish for 
nothing more than to make a leisnrely pilgrimage through my native 
country ; to sit and muse on those once hard -contended fields where 
Caledonia, rejoicing, saw her bloody lion borne through broken ranks to 
victory and fame ; and catching the inspiration, to ponr the deathless 
Names in Song. But, my Lord, in the midst of these delighting enthusi- 
astic Reveries, a long-visaged, dr}', moral-looking Phantom strides across 
my imagination, and with the frigid air of a declaiming Preacher, sets off 
with a text of Scripture — * I, Wisdom, dwell with Prudence. Friend, I 
do not come to open the ill-clo8e<l wounds of your Follies and Misfor- 
tunes, merely to give you pain ; I wish through these wounds to imprint 
a lasting impression on yonr heart ! I will not mention how many of 
my salutary advices you have despised. I have given yo!i line upon line, 
precept upon precept; and while I was chalking you out the straight 
way to Wealth and Character, with audacious effrontery, you have zig- 
zagge<l across the path, contemning me to my face. You know the con- 
sequences. It is not yet three months since Home was so hot for you, 
that you were on the wing for the western shore of the Atlantic ; not to 
make a fortnne, but to hide your disgrace. 
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' Now that yonr dear-lov'd Scatia. putt it in your power to return to 
tlie situation of ynnr forefatiiere, will yon follow these will-o'-wisp 
meteors of Fancy and Whim, till they bring you onea more to the brink 
of mil) ! I grant the utniont grouud you can occnpy is hut half a itrp 
from the vericHt Poverty, but still it is half a atep from iL If all that I 
can Tirge is ineffootua!, let Her who scldotii calls to you in vain, let the 
call of Priile prevail with you. You know how you fool at the iron grip 
of ruthless Oppresnion ; you know bow you bear the galling sneer of 
contunielionB Grcatnewt. I hold you out the eonvenieiieee, the comforts 
of life, indepenilence and character, in the one lianil ; I tender you ser- 
vility, dependence and wretched new, in tlie otiier ; I will not insult 
your Common sense by bidding yon make n choice.' 

This, my Loril, is an unanswerable harangue. 1 miiBt return to my 
ruBtic station, and in my wonted way woo my ructic Muse at the 
Ploughtail. Still, my Lonl, while the drops of life, while the sound 
of Caledonia, warm my heart; gratitude U> that ilear-prit'd country in 
which 1 boast my birth, and gralituils to those her distinguixhed Names 
who have honored mo so mncli with thwr Approbation and Patronage, 
shall, while stealing throngh my hnmble Shades, ererdiHtend iiiybosoni, 
and at time.'', a.i now, draw forth the swelling tear. I ha>'e the honor 
to be, with the highest respect. My Lord, your much indebted, humble 
sei{vant,] Robekt Burns. 



During the first lilaze of Buma'a reputation in Edinburgh, 
inimerous rhyniing epistles were adilressed to him, publicly ami 
privately — generally of no value except as showing how enormousij' 
ho excelled his contemporariea, even in the mere technique of 
verse-ronking. One, however, from Mrs Scot of 'Wauchopo {in 
Roxburghshire), a niece to Mrs Cockbum, the author of ' I Ve seen 
the smiling of Fortune beguiling,'* was effective. To it Bums 
replied. 

THE QUIDWIFE OF W A U KH O P EH O U S E 
TO ROBERT BURNS, THE AYRSHIRE BARD. 

rrb. irsT. 
My canty, witty, rhymitig ploughman, jonj 

I hnfllins doubt it is na true, man, hair 

That ye between the stilts was bred, .t tiie i>]oubIi 

Wi' ploughmen schooled, wi' ploughmen fed. 

■ MiB Scot, duughter of Mr Duld Riitherfotd, 'counsellor' in Edinburgh, vna bom 
thBTO in 1739. 8hB WM 'rather idvancsil' tn lifp. aays a hlofirai'her, when she miirried 
Wa)t#r Scot, > country gnutl«niBn In Roibnrghshin. She ilied In 1789. Under the title 
of .^lowronndConi, vilH qOut Original Pormi. tier lit«rar)' fomslna were piibliahei! lu 1801. 
The valinne canUin«l her aplitle to Bum*, >n<l ilao Uie Poat'a reply. 
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I doubt it sail*, ye Ve drawn your knowledge much 

Either frae grammar-school or college. 

Guid troth, your saul and body baith in truth— soul— both 

War better fed, I'd gie my aith. Were— oath 

Tlian theirs who sup sour milk and parritch, porridge 

An' bum mil through the single Caritch. 

Whaever heard the ploughman speak, 

Could tell gif Homer was a Greek ? 

He 'd flee as soon upon a cudgel. 

As get a single line of Virgil. 

An* then sae slee ye crack your jokes 

O' WUlie Pitt and Charlie Fox. 

Our great men a' sae weel descrive, 

An* how to gar the nation thrive, 

Ane niaist wad swear ye dwalt amang them, 

An' as ye saw them, sae ye sang them. 

But be ye ploughman, be ye peer, 

Ye are a funny blade, I swear ; 

An* tho* the cauld I ill do bide. 

Yet twenty miles, an* mair, I *d ride 

0*er moss an* muir, an* never grumble, 

Tho' my auld yad should gie a stumble, 

To crack a winter-night wi* thee. 

An' hear thy sangs and sonnets slee. 

A guid saut herring an* a cake, 

Wi' sic a cheel a feast wad make, 

I *d rather scour your rumming yill. 

Or eat o* cheese an* bread my fill, 

Than wi' dull lairds on turtle dine. 

An* farlie at their wit and wine. 

O, gif I kenn'd but whare ye baide, 

I *d send to you a marled plaid ; 

Twad hand your shoulders warm and braw. 



blunder— Shorter 
Catechism 

if 



■0 slyly 

■o well describe 

make 

One almost 

would— dwelt 

so 



cold— endure 
more 

old horse— give 

talk 

ingenious 

good salt 

fine fellow 

drink— foaming ale 



wonder 

if I knew— resided 

chequered 

keep 



An* douce at kirk or market shaw ; decent 

Far south, as weel as north, my lad, 

A' honest Scotsmen loe the * maud ' : All— love the plaid 

Right wae that we *re sae far frae ither ; sorrowful— other 

Yet proud I am to ca* ye blither. brother 

Your most obeil., £. S. 



TO MRS SCOT, 

OUIDWIFE OF WAUKHOPE-HOUSK, ROXBURGHSHIRE. 



GUIDWIFE, 

I mind it weel in early date, 

When I was beardless, young and blate, 

VOL. IL D 



well 
bashAil 
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An' first coiiVt thrtwh the burn, 
Or hiiud a yokiu at the pleugli — t 

All' tbo' forfoufjliten eair eueugli, ( 

Yet imko jiroud to learn : 
When lirat aiinuig the yellow corn 

A niau I reckon'd was, 
An' with the lavo ilk merry morn 
Could rank my rig and lass;* 
Still shcarittg and deariug 

The titlicr etookW raw, J 

With clavcre and liaivere i 

Wearing the time awa : 

Ev'n then a wish (I mind its pow'r) — 

A wish that to my latest hour 

Shall Btrott^ly heave my hreaet ; 
'Jlliat I for poor auld Sootlaiid's sake 
Some useful plan or book could make, 

Or Bill); a sang at least. 
The roiiyh bur-tliistlo spreading widu 

Aniang the bearded hoar, 

I tiirn'd my weeding heuk aside, 

An' spar'd the symbol dear : 

So nation, no station 

My envy e'er could raise : 
A Scot still, but blot still, 
I knew nae higher praise. 

But still the elements o' sang 

In formless jumble, right an' \nang, 

Wild floated in my brain ; 
'Till, on that harstfl J said before, 
My partner t in the merry core, 

She roiisM the forming strain : 
I sec her yet, the souay quean, 

That lighted up my jingle, 
Her pauky smile, her kittle e'en arti 

That gar'd my heartstrings tingle ; 
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So tichM^ bewitched, 
I rav'd ay to mysel ; 

Lut bashing and dashing, 
I kenn'd na how to tell. 



61 

'Uoed=enUc6d 

abashed— cut down 
knew not 



Health to the sex ! ilk guid chiel saya^ 
Wi* merry dance in winter-days, 

An' we to share in common ; 
The gust 0* joy, the balm of woe, 
The saul o* life, the heav'n below, 

Is rapture-giving woman. 
Ye surly sumphs who hate the name, 

Be mindfu' o' your mither : 
She, honest woman, may think shame 
That ye 're connected with her : 
Ye 're wae men, ye 're nae men 
That slight the lovely dears : 
To shame ye, disclaim ye. 
Ilk honest birkie swears. 



each good feUow 



spica 
tool 

fools 
mother 



woAil (poor 
creatures)— no 



Bach— fellow 



For you, na bred to bam and byre, 
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre, 

Thanks to you for your line : 
The marled plaid ye kindly spare 
By me should gratefully be ware— 

*Twad please me to the Nine. 
I *d be mair vauntie o' my hap 

Douce hingin owre my curple, 
Than ony ermine ever lap. 
Or proud imperial purple. 

Fareweel then, lang heal' then 

An' plenty be your fa*; 
May losses and crosses 
Ne'er at your hallan ca'. 



not— cow-houae 



March 1787. 



chequered 
worn 



more proud— wrap 

Decently hanging 

over— haunches 

any— hung in folds 



long health 
lot 

door call 

K. Burns. 



Meanwhile the preparation of the new edition was proceeding 
rapidly in the printiug-ofiice of William Smellie. Smellie himself. 
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at this tiiiit; n iLiiLii ul fui'ty-aix, aspired to a literary ri'ixiUilion. 
Somewhat rougli in nmiitier, he had a vast fund of koowledge, 
shrewdnuBB, and tiUent.* In his oflice, at the foot of the Aucliot 
Close, he had piintcd for Gilbert Stuart, Kuhert Fartj-ussou, AVillinm 
Kobertfion, Hiiyo Aniot, Adam Smith, and many othei-a of the 
literati vi that age in Scutiand, all of whom liad been his jiersonal 
friends. His sou Alexander well reutcmbcrod the visitii of the 
poet to the coiuposing-rooiu. ' Burns would walk up and down the 
room three or four times, crauking a whip which he carried, to the 
no small suqirise of the luen. He paid no attentiou to any of his 
own cojrt/ that might bo in hand, but looked at any other which 
ha saw lying on the casea. One day lie asked a man how many 
languagoe he was acquuintcd with. "Indeed, sir," replied the 
man, " I 've enough ado wi' my ain." Bums remarked that 
behind tliei-o was one of his coupanions setting up a Gaelic 
Bible, and another composing from a Hebrew Grammar. "These 
two," said the compositor, "are the greatest dolta in the house." 
Burns seeiueil amused by the remark, and said he would make a 
note of it.' 

Alexander SmelJie also related the following anecdote: 'There 
was a particular stool in the oirice whiuli Burns uniformly 
occupied while correcting his proof sh eets ; as he would not eit 
on any other, it always bora the name of Burns's Stool. In 1814 
it was still in the office, and in the same situation where it was 
when Burns sat on it. At this time Mir John Dalrymple was 
printbg in Mr Smellie's office an Essay an the Projjeiiinf uf Coal 
Tar. One day it happened that Sir John occupied the stool when 
Burns came into the coi'recting-ioom looking for his favourite 
seat. It was known that what Burns wanted was the stool; but 
before saying anything to Sir John on the subject, Burns was 
requested to walk into the cumi>osing-rooui. The opportunity 
was token in his absence to reijuest of Sir John to indulge the 
vitli his favourite seat, but without mentioning his name. 



Sir John a 



"I will not give up my seat to yon impudent 



• WlUiiin amclUa ¥ 



e, Bi][]iburEU. in l;4a. 



onmlroniiu, ir not \tr^ uretiil, reuigr, hu took mil Intermt Lu -uch wid 
u Babnw. Uatany, snil Scottiib AuUqnItieB, edited bd<1 nrote uticlc 
of tbft £rurt(j0]Fnffa Brxtajiitiai, rcinibftted Iba views 4if Ui^ua^UB, uid 
Dr Gilbert Btnut, itiiUd tba XdlHhirgh JdVariM. 
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Btaring fellow." Upon which it waa replied : " Do you not know 
that that staring fellow, as you coll biin, is Burns the poetl" 
Sir John inatantly left the stool, exclaiming : " Good gracious 1 
Give him all the seats in your house ! " Bums was then called 
in, took possession of hia stool, and commenced the reading of his 
proofs.' 

Bums waa introdnced by his printer to one of those convivial 
cluba which then abounded in Edinburgh — almost every one being 
founded upon some whim or conceit which gave a distinctive 
character to its proceedings. This particular club (founded by 
Smellie himaelf) assumed the name of the Crochallan Fencibles, 
from a composite cause. The landlord of the tavern — in the 
Anchor Close, a land off the High Street — in which the Club 
met, Daniel Douglas, woa noted for singing a beautiful Gaelic 
song called 'Crochallan' (properly, Cro Clialein — that is, Colin's 
Cattle). The other half of the club's title was taken from those 
fencible regiments which were raised to protect the country while 
the r^ular army was chiefly engaged in fighting the American 
colonists. It wna customary to subject a new entrant to a severe 
ordeal of raillery, by way of proving his temper; and Bums declared 
that, on his installation, he was ' thrashed ' in a style beyond all 
his experience. Bums met at the club several of the men whose 
acquaintance be had previously made at the Canongate Kilwinning 
Lodge, among them William Dunbar, who at night appeared as 
Colonel of tlis CroehaUanf, but in daylight sobriety practised as a 
Writer to the Signet^ from which position he ultimately attained 
the position of Inspector-general of Stamp-duties for Scotland.* 
Smellte has been thus described by Burns : 

Shrewd Willie Smellie to Crochallan came ; 

The old cock'd hat, the brown surtout the same ; 

His grisly beard just bristling in its might, 

(T«-afl tour long nights and days from shaving-night ;) 

• VIlliimDnnbima thathlnlKinorAlvxiindrrDnntai.arBoiUi.NmLniiililrr. R<wu 
jHr tTtfi fHr ippolDtcd the npmunUtlra alilcr of tha Nilm Town Conncll to tlia 
Oannml Aimnblr. It li uld thit 'm hggot vote wu ereitfd for h[m In Nilmihin, but 
baing & conadantiooB man he "would not awear" — namaly. tAka tha tmnt oath th^t tli« 
qnalinatlon wu gennEn', and hs nnonnced.'— BtiH-g HiHorv of J^a(ru*ln. Ho diad 
animirlad In ISOT. HLi aUlcr biothar, Jamia, bMUiH pralbaaor of Phllofophy In Klng'a 
Coll(f[«, Abertwn, anil in LUD. 
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}Iis uncomb'd, hoary locks, wild-Btariiig, thatah'd 
A head for thought profound and cioar uumutch'd: 
Yet, tho' his caustic wit was bitiiig rtide, 
Hia heart was warm, benevolent nnd good. 

Dinihar was commemorated in verses of a different strain. There 
WHS an old Tougli Border ditty referring to a certain 'Rattlin, 
Roaring Willie,' of great celebrity in lis day as a wandering 
violer. To this Bums added a stanza, wliich we are to take 
as a picture of the Colonel in his place of command and at the 
moment of his highest csultation : 

RATTLIN. ROARING WILLIE. 

As 1 cam by Crocliallan, 

I cannily keeltit hen, lantioii'ilj lt].,k«l in 

Kattlin, roarin Willie 

Was sitting at yon boord-en', «nd of the uwe 
Sitting at you boord-cn'. 

And amang guid companie i Run-i 

Rattlin, roarin Willie, 

Ye 're welcome hame to me. 

Dunljar, who presented Burns with a copy of Spenser, is else- 
where described by him as 'one of the worthiest fellows in the 

During the printing of the now edition of the Pneiim, a proposal 
to insert, as frontispiece to the volume, a portrait of tho poet was 
made. But there was then in the Scottish capital no portrait- 
painter of reputation. Creech, however, was acquainted with a 
young landscape-painter, named Alexander Nasmyth,* whom ho 
thought likely to produce a likeness, if induced to try. He, accord- 
ingly, brought Nasmyth to his house to bre.ik fast with BHrns,+ cal- 
culating that the artist would be inspiicd with such an interest in 
the bard as would dispose him to do his very beat with his brush. 

• Alc«and«r N«rnyth wia bom la Edinburgh In llir. uid »ppreiitic(«l in London (o 
Allan Rsinsay,! partrait-palnUr, uidBonar the poet. An«r studying In llaly.heapttlHl In 
Bdlnburgh. He died In IS40. 

t NannjiJi, iccordlng to lii< ton JuniM, wu tlrat Introduced to Bumi by Tntrlck Mlllrr 
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The plan was successful, and the poet gave sittings to the artist 
at his lodgings in Wardrop's Court. Nasmyth worked con amore, 
and having attained a point at which he thought the likeness good, 
stopped, so that the painting was never finished. It is believed 
that he generously refused to accept any remuneration for his work.* 
An engraver named John Beugof transferred the likeness to copper, 
on the same terms. He took the greatest possible pains with the 
face, being assisted by several sittings from the poet for the pur- 
pose of retouching the plate. I 

After a sitting for the painting, Nasmyth and the poet some- 
times took a walk, their destination being frequently the King's 
Park, where Bums delighted to climb Arthur's Seat, and, lying 
on the summit, gaze at the panorama of twelve of the principal 
Scottish counties. Once, after a convivial meeting in a High 
Street tavern which lasted till an early hour in the morning, they 
agreed not to go home at all, but to start on an excursion to the 
Pentland Hills. Passing a cottage a few miles out of town, they 
heard a loud noise within, and, entering to learn what was the 
matter, found that the sounds proceeded from a poor man whose 
reason had given way. Nasmyth used afterwards to describe 
the appalling exclamations of the lunatic, and the effect which 
they had upon Bums. The two friends continued their walk 
to the hills, and came down to Roslin to breakfast. The poet 
found the cheer in Mrs David Wilson's little inn so good that, 
in gratitude, he scrawled a couple of verses on the reverse side 
of a wooden platter : 



My blessings on you, sonsy wife ; 

I ne'er was here before ; 
You 've gi'en us walth for horn and knife, 

Nae heart could wish for more. 



buxom 



wealth 



* At a lata period of life, Naamyth prepared a fiUMength sketch of Burns, ft<om memory, 
for Lockhart'a Lijk e/BurrUt in which it appears on the title-page. 

t John Bengo, engraver (1760-1841), also engraved notes fbr Scottish banks, and is 
credited with having trained Robert Charles Bell, a more fkmous engraver than himself. 
He issued anonyniously (1707) Poetry^ MimMlaneoui and DrameUifl, by an Artist. He is 
buried in Old Greyfriars CJhnrchyard. 

t ' I used to think Beugo's engraving from Nasmyth's picture shewed more character and 
expression than the picture itself ; but it was the first likeness of my brother I had seen, 
not having seen the picture till long after, and perhaps the impression then made upon my 
mind may have made me partial to the engraving.*— (7i/&er( Burnt to George Thomeon, 
Juiy 2, 1821. 



LIFS AND WORKS OF I 



Henven keep you free fma care and strife, 

Till far ayont fourecoro ; 
And while I toddle on tliro' life, 

I '11 ne'er gang by your door. * 



I 



EDrtrtujnoH, l^K Fibrvirji ITVT. 

Revgred Sin— Parilon my aeeming neglect in ileluyitig «i long to 
aFknawIeil};e tim liuiiour yon btive done me in your kind notice nf me, 
January 23<l. Not many months ago I knew no other employment lliau 
following the plough, nor could lioasl Roy thing higher than a diet&ut 
acqunintanee with a country clergyman. Mere gi-ealneea never embar- 
mssea me ; I liave notliing to ask from the great, and I do not fear tlieir 
j'nilgment : but genius, pnlishail by learning, and at its pru|>er point of 
etevntioti in theeyenf the world, tliii of late I freqnently meet witii, and 
tremble at its apprimch. I Hcom the aflectatiiin of peeniin^ nuKlewly to 
cover snif-cnnceit. That I have some merit I do not lieriy ; but I see 
with frequent wringingH of heart, that the novelty of my character, and 
the honest national prejudice of my countrymen, Iiave borne me to a 
height altogether iiutenable to my abilities. 

For the honor Miss Williams has done me, please. Sir, return her in 
my name my most grateful tlianks. I liave more than once thought of 
paying her in kind, but have hitherto quitted the idea in hopeless 



• From 



B, Rirki 



ullilll 



rmition clHrCval ininy yesn iRO Froin ths lilt« Muttbaw SI 
Huldlngtonshin, who li'td In Itoglln it ths llnw. Jimen Nuinyth, I 

Incident In hia iiitobtoKnphy, whlrh wm piibUahecl in IGSS m<\n the eiiihinhip of [>r 

On one ocmsion mj father anil i fewcholcs ipirltii hmd been upending a " iilcht wl' Biin»." 
Ths plure or resort wu a Uvem In the High Street, Edinburgh. As Biinis vu ■ brilliant 
tslker, riill of apMC and hnmonr; time fled until the " wee aiiui' houn ayont the twal'" 
arrived. The party bmlienpabont three o'clock. At that time of the year (the I3th ot 
June) ths night ia very ahort, and morning comeii eariy. Bnma, on rnwhing the utreot, 
looked up to the aky. It waa perfectly clear, and the rialnp aun wai beginning to brighten 
the innral croHrii of St Gilee' Cathedisl. Duni» »«> m much Htmck with the beauty of the 

luch a lovely morning aa this I Let 'sawa' to Roalin Castle." No aoonsr aald tlian done. 
Tlis pnet And painter aet out. Natnni lay briglit and lovely before them In that dellcloua 
luninier uiomin(» After in eight-inllea' nalk thi;y reached the ca-itle at Itoslin. Buma 
went down nndsr the great Norman arch, where he atood rapt in apeechleiM admiration of 
thsicene. Ths thonght otthe et 



li RoBlin Castle I 






toperji. 
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despondency. I liad never before heard of her ; but the other day I got 
her poems, which for several reasons, some belonging to the head, and 
others the otfspring of the heart, give me a great deal of pleasure. I 
have little pretensions to critic lore ; there are, I think, two character- 
istic features in her poetry — the unfetterecl wild flight of native genius, 
and the querulous, sombre tenderness of * time settled sorrow.' 
I only know what pleases me, often without lieing able to tell why. 

R. B. 

Dr Moore answered : 

Clifford-street, 2Bth February 1787. 

Dear Sir— Your letter of the 15th gave me a great deal of pleasure. 
It is not surprising that you improve in correctness and taste, considering 
where you have been for some time past. And I dare swear there is no 
danger of your admitting any polish which might weaken the vigour of 
your native powera. 

I am glad to perceive that you disdain the nauseous affectation of 
decrying your own merit as a poet, an affectation which is displayed with 
most ostentation by those who have the greatest share of self-conceit, 
and which only adds undeceiving falsehood to disgusting vanity. For 
you to deny the merit of your poems would be arraigning the fixed 
opinion of the public. 

As the new edition of my View of Society is not yet ready, I have 
sent you the former edition, which I beg you will accept as a small mark 
of my esteem. It is sent by sea to the care of Mr Creech, and, along 
with these four volumes for yourself, I have also sent my Medical 
Sketches^ in one volume, for my friend Mrs Dunlop of Dunlop : this you 
will be so obliging as to transmit, or if yon chance to pass soon by 
Dunlop, to give to her. 

I am happy to hear that your subscription is so ample, and shall rejoice 
at every piece of good fortune that l)efall8 you. For you are a very great 
favorite in my family;* and this is a higher compliment than perhaps 
you are aware of. It includes almost all the professions, and of course 
is a proof that your writings are adapte<l to various tastes and situations. 
My youngest son, who is at Winchester school, writes to me that he is 
translating some stanzas of your ' Halloween ' into Latin vei*se, for the 
benefit of his comrades. This union of taste partly proceeds, no doubt, 
from the cement of Scottish partiality, with which they are all somewhat 
tinctured. Even your translator^ who left Scotland too early in life for 
recollection, is not >vithout it. ... I remain with great sincerity, 
Your ol)edient servant, J. Moore. 

*'...! have been much pleased with the poeinn of the Scottinh ploughman. Hia 
" Cotter's Saturday Night " has much of the name kind of merit as "The Schoolmistress ;" 
and "The Daisy " and "The Mouse," which I believe you have had in the papers, I think 
are charming. The endearing dimintitives, and the Doric rusticity of the dialect, suit such 
snbjects extremely. . . .'—From a UUer of Mrs Barhauld to her fiUher^ John AiJdn, D.D., 
dated SUt January 1787. 
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BDmiTnoH. Frh. U. llfn. 

My HosfiRKD Friksd— I will soon be with you now ■ in guid lilack 
prent;' iu a woek or ten days &t fnrtbeat. I ain obliged, B^inat my 
own wibIi, to print sulwcriliers' naniea, ao if any of my Ayr friondB have 
subscript ion -bUlH, tliey itinst be sent in to Uroccb tlirn^Cly, 1 am getting 
my pliiz dona by an eminent engraver : and if it can be ready ia time, 1 
will a|>penr in my book, looking, like other fouU, to my title jmse.^I 
hava tlie liouor to be. Ever juiir grateful ItoBT. IflKNa. 

Before tliia tiiue Burns had gratified his own generous feelings 
by an act of piety towards hie unfortiiiiato procursor yergusaoii, 
Tile fitst step ho took in the matter is fully told in an excerpt from 
the session -re corils of the pitrieh of Caiiongate : 

&jjr'oB AoiMC, lOi'Wiii the Ki'rl; if Ciaiongnle, tlir. tircntij sreotid dity 

of February, one Otousind screit /iniidred righly screii yetirn. 

Sederunt of the Managers of the Kirk and Kirkyard Funds of 

Caiiongatc. 

Which day, the treaaurer to the said funds produced a letter from Mr 
Robert Burns, of date the sixth current, which was reail and apjiointeil 
to be engrossed in their sederunt book, and of widch letter tlie tenor 
follows : 

'To the honourable bailiex of Cnnongate, Edinburgh.* Gentlemen, I 
am sorry to be told that the remains of Bobert Fergusson, the no justly 
celebrated poet, a man whose talents for ages to come will do honor to 
our Caledonian name, lie in your churchyard ainoog the ignoble dead, 
unnoticed and unknown. 

' Some memorial to direct tlie steps of the lovers of Scottish song, when 
they wish to shed a tear over the " narrow house " of the liard who is no 
more, is iui-ely a tribute due to Fergusson's memory i a tribute I wish to 
have the honor of paying. 

' I petition you then, gentlemen, to permit me to lay a simple sl^ne 
over bis revered ashes, to remain an unalienable property to liisdeathless 
fame. 1 have the honor to be, gentlemen, your very bumble servant, (nc 
aubscribitiir) ' RonERT Rurns,' 

Thereafter the said managers, in consideration of the laudable and 
disinterested motion of Mr Barns, and the propriety of bis re<tuetit. did, 
and hereby do, nnanimously, grant power and liberty to the naid Roliert 

■ Biimi hid Ktclr«Md hlmwilf to ihn Cinongite Magfitnlco, liutext of to the HiiiiiiFn 



I 
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Bnrns, to erect a lieodstone at the grave of the said Robert Fergnsson, 
and to keep np and preserve the sanie to liis memory in all time coming. 
Extracted forth of the records of the managers by 

William Sprott, CUrk, 



TO MR PETER STUART. 

[Bdinburoh, February 1787.] 

My Dear Sir — You may think, and too justly, that I am a seHish, 
ungrateful fellow, having received so many repeated instances of kind- 
ness from you, and yet never putting pen to paper to say, thank you ; but if 
you knew what a devil of a life my conscience has led me on that account, 
your good heart would think yourself too much avenged. By the bye, 
there is nothing in the whole frame of man, which seems to me so un- 
accountable as that thing called conscience. H ad the troublesome 
yelping cur powftrHgflf|ciflnfe-4a- prevent a mischief^ he mi f(ht be of uno-i 
bul^ the begtnningof the business, his feeble efforts are to the workings 
of passion as the infant frosts of an autumnal morning to the unclouded 
fervor of the rising sun : and no sooner are the tumultuous doings of the 
wicked deed over, than, amidst the bitter native consequences of folly, 
in the very vortex of our horrors, up starts conscience and harrows us 
with the feelings of the damned. 

I have inclosed you, by way of expiation, some verse and prose, that, 
if they merit a place in your truly entertaining miscellany, you are wel- 
come to. The prose extract is literally as Mr Sprott sent it me. 

The inscription on the stone is as follows : 

HERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET. 

BORV, 8RFTEMBBR 5th, 1751— DIED, IGth OCTOBKR 1774. 

No acolptur'd marble here, nor pompooB lay, 

'No storied nm nor animated boat,' 
This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 

To poor her sorrows o'er her post's doBt." 

On the other side of the stone is as follows : 

By special grant of, the managers to Robert Bams, who erected this stone, this 
burial-place is to remain for ever sacred to the memory of Robert Fergusson. 

R. B. 

The person to whom this letter was addressed was Peter Stuart^ 
subsequently founder and editor of the Star newspaper in London, 
a well-known contributor, on the side of the Government, to the 

* Thffl epitaph, nhowing Bome \iriatiOTM, Is entered, with two additional vemes, in the 
second Common-place Book. See mpra. 
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daily press dtirLii<; tlio iirst decade of the present century. Stuai't 
Qpiicare to have known Ferguason in hia early youth, and to 
have entertained a warm admiration for his talents and amiability. 
His reply, dated 8th March, to tfata letter of Burns contains n 
very abaiinl tirade against the poor Cuiiongote magistratea, 
OS it they had been concerned in starving; the poet whose 
f,Tave they now allowed Burns to adorn. The letter, however, 
is of some value as showing us what whs commonly believed 
about liurns's position and doings in Edinbui^h. * Next week,' 
says the writer, ' I hope to have the pleasure of eeeing you in 
Edinburgh, and, as my stay will be for eight or ten days, I wish 
yott or ***** would take a snug well-nired bedroom for me, where I 
may have the plcnsurc of seeing you over a morning cup of tea. 
But by all acconnta it will be a matter of aome diUicnlty to see 
yo!i at all, imless your company is bespoke ii week beforehand. 
There is a groat rumour hero concerning your great intimacy with 
the Duchess of [Gordon] and other ladies of distinction. I am 
really told that "cards to invite fly by thousands each night;" 
and if you had one, I suppose there would also bo "bribes to 
your old secretary."'* 

The keen sympathy felt by Burns for Fergusson was expressed 
on many occasiona Very soon after making orrangements re- 
garding the tombstone, he presented (March 19, 1787)t a copy of 
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the works of the Edinburgh poet to Miss Kebekah Carmichael, 
a young poetess,* and, under the portrait which served for a 
frontispiece, wrote the following 

VERSES. 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleased 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure. 
O thoUy my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my elder brother in the mu8e,t 
With tears I pity thy unhappy fate I 
Why is the bard unfitted for the world,} 
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures f 



TO THE EARL OF OLENCAIRN. 

My Lord— I wanted to purchase a profile of your Lordship which I 
was told was to be got in town ; but I am truly sorry to see that a 
blundering Painter has spoilt a Miunian face divine.' The inclosed 
stanzas I intended to have written below a picture, or profile shade, of 
your Lordsliip, could I have been so happy as to procure one with any 
thing of a likeness. 

As I will soon return to my shades, I wanted to have something like a 
mateiial object for my gratitude ; I wanted to have it in my |)ower to 
say to a friend * There is my noble Patron, my generous Benefactor.' 
Allow me, my Lord, to offer my warm request, to be pennitted to publish 
these verses. I conjui-e yonr Lordship by the honest throe of gratitude, 
by the generous wish of benevolence, by all the powers and feelings 
which compose the magnanimous mind, do not deny me this my darling 
petition. I owe much, very much indeed, to your Lordship ; and, what 
has not in some other instances always been the case with me, the 
weight of the obligation is a pleasing load. I trust I have a heart as 
independent as your Lordship's, than which I can say nothing moi-e ; and 
I would not be beholden to favours which would cnicify my feelings. 
Your dignified character in life, and manner of supporting that character, 
are flattering to my pride ; and I would be jealous of the purity of my 

* In 17P0 appeared * Poems by MisA Cannichael. Ediuburgh, Printed for the Anthor, and 
Hold by Peter Hill.' The five hundre<l subscribers to the volume include ' Mr Robert Burns, 
two copies.' Miss Carmichaol became Mrs Hay. 

t Variation—' Muses.' 

t Variation—' Unpitied by.' This appears in most versions of these lines, but ' unfitted for' 
obviously expresses Bunis's meaning much better. 
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^'ratefiil aCtaclinienl, wliera I was ander tlie patruuage of one of tlie niiicli- 
favorei! sons of Fortune. Almost every Poet has celebratcit liia I'atfons, 
[larticiiliLrly wlien tliey were iiciniCK iloot to Fame, and illut«tmiiis in their 
country ; allow ine then, my Lord, if you think the verses linve intrinsic 
merit, to tell the world how niacli I have the honor to be, Yout Lord- 
Hhip's higlily indebted and ever grateful, liunible eervt., 

IkiiiT. Burns. 



VERSES INTENDED TO BE WRITTEN BELOW 
A NORI.E EAKL'S PICTURE 

WIioHe iij that nobla, dauntle^ brow ! 

And wlioae that eye of firel 
Anil whose that generous, Princely mien 

Ev'ii rontwl Foes nilmire) 

Stranger, to justly show that brow. 

And mark that eye of fire, 
Would take Hin hand, wlioao vernal tints 

Hia othor Works inspire.* 

Bright as a cloudless Summer-sun, 

With stately port he moves ; 
His guardian Seraph eyes with awe 

The noble Ward he luvea. 

Among th' illustrious Scottish Sons, 

That Chief thou may'st discern, 
Itlark Scotia's fond-returning eye, 

It dwells upon Glencairs. 

It would appear that the earl refrained from giving permission, 
for the verses reniaincd in manuscript till long aft«rward!>. 

In the new edition Burns inserted a considerable number of 
pieces either written since the first edition was publislied, or ex- 
cluded from it He now let ' Death and Dr Honibook ' go forth, 
also 'The Ordination,' and the ' Address to the Unco Guid,' which 
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various cousiderations had formerly induced him to repress. The 
* Brigs of Ayr,* * Tarn Samson's Elegy,* and the * Address to Edin- 
burgh' were the principal new pieces in the volume. He also 
included some juvenile pieces of less moment : * John Barley- 
corn,* a 'Paraphrase of the First Psalm,* *A Prayer, under the 
pressure of Violent Anguish,' besides three or four songs. There 
may be included in this group a political ballad, entitled 'A 
Fragment,' dealing with the American War, in the quaintly 
familiar language of a rustic, and the rough draft of which, it has 
been conjectured, was written so early as the spring of 1784. 



BALLAD ON THE AMERICAN WAR. 
TVJXZ^KiUiecrankie, 

When Guilford * good our Pilot stood, 

An' did our hellim thraw, man, helm turn 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea kwaoit 

Within America, man : 
Then up they gat the maskin-pat,t 

And in the sea did jaw, man, dash 

An' did nae less, in full Congress, 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery J takes, 

I wat he was na slaw, man, slow 

Down Lowrie's Burn § he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca', man : drive 

But yet, whatreck, he, at Quebec, notwithstanding 

Montgomery-like || did fa', man, ml 

Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en'mies a*, man. 



* Frederick North, second Earl of Guilford, better known as Lonl North. 

t Tea-pot Hasksibrew. The allusion is to the Boston tea-riots of 1778. 

t General Richard Montgomery invaded Canada (autumn 1775) and took Montreal, the 
British commander, Sir Guy Carleton, retiring before him. In an attack on Quebec he 
was less fortunate, being killed while leading his men. 

( ' Lowrie's Bum,' a name for the St Lawrence 

n A compliment to the Montgomeries of Coilsfleld. 
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Poor Tammy Goge wilhiii a cage 
Was kept at Bostoii-ha', iiiau ,• 






Tilt Willie Howo took o'er the kiiowo ■ 
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Wi' swor.! an' gun he thought a siu 
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Guid Christian bluid to draw, mHn ; 


^ m 




But at New-York, wi' knifu an' fork, 


■ 




Sir Loin he hackM ania',* man. 


- 1 




Bargoyuo gaed up like spur au' wliip, 


.. ■ 




Till Fraser brave did fa', man ; 


■ 




Tiieu loat his way, ae luiiity day, 


.. ■ 




In Saratoga 8haw,$ man. 


-< ■ 




Cornwallia fought as lang 's he dought, 


^^ m 




All' did the Buckskins claw, iiiati ; |1 


Vlrglaliitii buL ^H 




But Clinton's glaive, frae rust to save, 


twonl-lmin ^H 




He hung it to the wn', man. 


^ 



Then Montague, an* Guilford too, 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 
And Sackville doure, vha stood the stoure 

The German Chief 51 to thraw, man : 
For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

N^ae mercy had at a', man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An' lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 

Then Rockingham took up the game ; 

Till Death did on him en', man ; 
When Shclburne meek held up his clicek 

Conform to Gospel law, man : 









nplical In Oclobttr of that >-eir by General Have. 




rainovoa hia mmy from Now York Ut Philaaelphia in the si 






t Alluding to an 


urfa mido liy oiTleni of Howe »t rcckukiU. March 17T7, Bhe 


qu«ntlly of oittls b 


elonging to tti« Americans was dpilroycd. 


1 Oonerel Biirfoy 


ne surrendered Ills anny to (Jenerol Gates, at Saratoga, on llie 


S Alliidins'tothB 




however. In the >u 


rrender of hi. «iny at Yorkto-n, October 1781. wl.iie vaii.l 


toreintorcementfr 


nn, Oei.en.1 CHnlon at New York. 


BlTwronini.nd.i 








Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise, 
They did his nieaaures thmw, man, 

For N^orth an' Fox united stoclis. 
An' bore him to the wa', man.* 

Tlien Clubs nn' Heaits were Chnrlie's cartes 

He swept the stakes awa', man, 
Till the Diamond's Ace, of Indian race, 

I^d him a aeis faux pan, manf: 
The Siixon lads, wi' loud plncads, 

On Chatham's Boy did ca', man ; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe, an' blew 

'Up, Willie,! waur them a', man ! ' 

Behind the throne, then, Granville's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While alee Dundas§ arous'd the claee 

Be-north the Roman wa', man : 
An' Chatham's wraith, in heav'nly graith, 

(Inspired Bardies saw, man,) 
Wi' kindling eyes', cry'd ' Willie, rise ! 

Would I hae fear'd them a', manf 



But, word an' blow, North, Fox an<l Co. 

GowlTd |[ Willie like a ba', man, i 

Till Suthron raise, an' coost their claiso «istoir-< 

Behind him in a raw, man : 



* Lord NoTth'« (dnilnlatntlon vu auecMded bjr that ol tha Usrqiila of BocklDi* 
bun. Hircb 1781. On th« death or tlw litter, In tin incceeding Jul/, Lord Bhelbqiu 
bBcams primii-nilnUitir, uid Fox reilgnni hi* Kcniiryahlp. Umlcr Shelbnma, I»i» 
ma natoml, Janaarjr 1TB3. By *n aMIincc betw«n Lonl North kTiiI Fan, howscfr, ho 
WM MMn afUr forcod to reiign In hvoiii of hia ririla, the ht«rts of the nlebntod 
Coalition. 

I Foi'a hmaoa India Bill, by vrblch lil< niintilry wa» brought to dwlmctlon, DewTiibM 

iTsg. 

1 ' Up an' minr thein a', Willie,' a Jacobite awig on the battle of SherilTinuir, wa* tlien 
popular In Scotliind. 

I Henry Diinda*, aftarwarrta Viacounl HelTllle, vaa it thta pprial aeronnted Pltt'a 

II Thia ia the only line In Biima which ran be eooatnied aa an allnalon In Iha now 
nnivnnll/ popular game or golf. 

VOL. II. B 



An' 'M bM- vhittb Omm, mm; 
An' •wi'.r ffi' Twim, tktaf Art aa* Mood, 
Tq ndk it ^M ib k«r, an.* 



Borun'f politifui w«n at lliw tiiM » pemliv Utni of dWoent 
HDlim^nU I[k pro(*Hnl » MotlneiiUl ■W > H l ll>w l lo Um 

HtoarU, Mi wiu thiu oet dovn m a Tory. B* >i Uw auie ttnc 
■jriMliatliiH't with I)(rni[i*t'Tr «o<I oUmt indepMidMit ■> wheri of the 
Jfonw of r>>inn)fnn, and wora ihit Une^odTcUmr eolom^ whkh 
denuted in iha<i« 'lifa an aUAclmeBt to Um principle of Fox, 
thnnnh it in poMliIe tw <li(l «o m naefa bocaiiw of hta gntitiide lo 
till Karl at OtMicalrn and lite Kniciiwa, all of whom were Wlu)n 
a* from any nthi-r taxite. In troth, w iJoRald St*wftrt decbrcd, he 
hiwl at thi« timn no alnolntfly fixM party tIvwi, and be himself 
rjniU-nu-» UN riiiich in a nnUt trhii-h )>n orldreaiwrl to the Df^an of 
Facility, with rcfuroncc t^j this vpry liatlai! ; 

TO TIIK irOM. KKSItV P, It SKIN E. 



Hn— I ohnwwl the encliMMd |>nlilii7Al Im1I(iiI to my I>ir<i Glcnotim, to 
Piave lil* uiilnl'in wlivtlinr I Khniilil |iiiIiIIhIi it ; sa ] Kntpecl my politirAl 
t«»elH, Kiinli wi tliDy arr, may In ratlinr hertitical in tlie npininn of nnni<- 
of my tiwil frinnil". 1 Uwp a few flint prinriplen in religion and politics, 
wliicli, I tielinvfi, f wniilil not easily jinrt willi ; liutforall the eliqiietlc 
of, liy wliitni, in wliat mannrr, Ac., 1 woitlil not liave a <iiiwncia1 woril 
nlmnt tt witli any one of Ooil'ii (reatnraH, pArticnlirly rit iinnonre'l patron 
or a rnipect«il fricntl. HI* Innliililp neenii to think tlie piece may nppenr 
In print. Init ()e«!nMl ni« to imnd yoii a fopy fur ynnr anfTrnge. I nni, 
wUli tiin Kinrfirmt (['■il't'"'e for tlip noliro Willi wliicli yon liftve lieen 
jiliuuivl ta linnonrUiu niHtlr linni, xlr, .V'onr inont (tevol^il liiimlileHervfint, 

nOHT. RLRSS.t 
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TO OAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Edikburor, March 8tA, 1787. 

Dear Sir— -Yonrs came Bafe, and I am, as usaal, much indebted to 
yonr goodness. Poor Captain Montgomerie is cast. Yesterday it was 
tried whether the husband could proceed against the unfortunate lover 
without first divorcing his wife, and tlieir Gravities on the Bench were 
unanimously of opinion that Maxwell may prosecute for damages 
directly, and need not divorce his wife at all if he pleases ; and Maxwell 
is immediately, before the Lord Ordinary, to prove, what I dare say will 
not be denied, the Crim-Con — then their Lordships will modify the 
damages, which I suppose will be pretty heavy, as their Wisdoms have 
expressed great abhorrence of my gallant Right Worshipful Brother's * 
conduct. 

O, all ye powers of love unfortunate, and friendless woe, pour the 
balm of sympathizing pity on the grief-torn, tender heart of the hapless 
Fair One ! 

My two songs on Miss W. Alexander and Miss P. Kennedy t were 
likewise tried yestei-day by a jury of literati, and found defamatory 
libels against the fastidious powers of Poesy and Taste ; and the author 
forbidden to print them under pain of forfeiture of character. I cannot 
help almost shedding a tear to the memory of two songs that had cost 
me some pains, and that I valued a good deal, but I must submit. 

My most respectful compliments to Mrs Hamilton and Miss 
Kennedy. 

My poor unfortunate Songs come again across my memory. D n the 

pedant, frigid soul of Criticism for ever and ever ! I am ever. Dear Sir, 
Your obliged Robert Burns. 

The Faculty Decisions, under date March 7, 1787, report 
the judgment of the Court of Session in a case in which a legal 
point arose between Mr Maxwell Campbell of Skerrington, in 
Ayrshire, and Captain James Montgomerie, late of the 93d Foot, 
ns to whether the former conld prosecute the latter for the dis- 
honour of his wife, without previously divorcing her. It appears 
that Mrs Maxwell Campbell was heiress, in her own right, of 
Skerrington, that she had had two children by her husband, and 
that she left his house in Juno 1783, in company with Captain 
Montgomerie, to whom she bore a child in November of the 
subsequent year. Bums's expressions would seem to indicate a 

* Captain Montgomerie wan a roember of the Bglintonn family, and a ' brother' of Burns 
In the Masonic sense. 

t These songs were, in aU probability, * The Lass o* Ballochmyle,' and ' Tonng Peggy 
blooms, our boniest lass.' 
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popiilar belief in Scotland that there were extenuating ciictim- 
Btanccs in the conduct of Ihe lady, and that tlie poHuy of the 
husband in abstaining from n procoas of (divorce, which would hate 
deprived him of an estate, did not meet with j^enorat appiyivnL 

Burns could acarculy but take an iutereat in the proccMlings of 
the supreme civil court, ahvays an object of peculiar roepect to the 
country folk of Scotland. As a result of his visits to Parliament 
House, we have weli-drawn skotchea of the two lending advocates 
of that day— the Dean of Faculty, Harry Erflkine, and the LoiJ 
Advocate, Jlr Hay Campbell* (subsequently Lord President). 

EXTEMPOIIE IN THE COURT OF SESSION. 
Tune— Kiltie^raniie. 



He clench'd his pamphlets in his firt. 

He quoted and he hinted, 
Till, in a declamation-mist, 

His argument he tint it : 
He gajwd for 't, he grop(''d for 't. 

He fand it was awa, man ; 
But what Ilia common sense came slioii, 

He ekM out wi' law, man. 



Collected, Harry stood a wee. 

Then open'd out hi a arm, man; 
His lorilahip sat wi' ruefu' e'e. 

And ey'd the gathering storm, man : 
Like wind-driv'ii hail it did assail, 

Or torrents owre a lin, man ; 
Tlia Bench sao wise lift up tlieir eyes, 

Hnlf-wauken'd wi' the din, man. 



■ Henry BmltinB, 



i 
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TO MR JAMES CANDLISH,* 
STUDENT IN PHYSIC, COLLEGE, GLASGOW. 

Bdikbi'Moh, Marck SI, 1787. 

My EVER DEAR OLD ACQUAINTANCE— I was equally surprised and 
pleased at yonr letter ; though I dare say yon ^vill think, by my delaying 
so long to write to you, that I am so drowned in the intoxication of good 
fortune as to be indifferent to old and once dear connections. The truth 
is, I was determined to write a good letter, full of argument, amplifica- 
tion, erudition, and, as Bayest says, all that, I thought of it, and 
thought of it, but for my soul I cannot ; and lest you should mistake 
the cause of my silence, I just sit down to tell you so. Don't give 
yourself credit, though, that tlie strength of your logic scares me : the 
truth is, I never mean to meet you on that ground at all. You have 
shewn me one thing which was to be demonstrated ; that strong pride of 
reasoning, with a little affectation of singularity, may mislead the best 
of hearts. I, likewise, since you and I were first acquainted, in the pride 
of despising old women's stories, ventured in ' the daring path Spinoicat 
trod ; ' but experience of the weakness, not the strength, of human 
|N>wers, made me glad to grasp at revealed religion. 

I must stop, but don't impute my brevity to a wrong cause. I am 
still, in the Apostle Paul's phrase, * The old man with his deeds,' as when 
we were sporting about the lady-thorn. I shall be four weeks here yet, 
at least; and so I shall expect to hear from you — welcome sense, 
welcome nonsense. I am, with the warmest sincerity. My dear old 
friend, Yours, RoBT. Burns. 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Bdinbvboh, March 22d, 1787. 

Madam— I read your letter with watery eyes. A little, very little 
while ago, / had scarce a friend hut the stiMorn pride of my owfi bosom; 
now I am distinguished, patronised, befriended by you. Your friendly 

* This Is the same Jtmes Candlish (or M'Candlish), whom, u has tlready been seen, 
Burns flrst met as a boy in Dalrymple, who married Hiss Smitli, one of the Hauchllne 
belles, became a lecturer on medicine in Edinburgh, and died in 1806. His son, Dr Robert 
Smith Candlish, was the well-known Principal of the Free Church College, Edinburgh. 

t Bayes— i.e. Dr>'den, as satirised in Buckingham's ^AearmZ— interlards his conversa- 
tion with ' and all that.' Tlius in Act V. : ' I'l make 'em know what it Is to Injure a iierson 
who does 'em the honour to write for 'em, and all that ; a company of proud, conceited, 
humorous, croHs-grain'd perwrns, and all that. I god, I '1 make 'em the most contemptible, 
despicable, inconsiderable persons, and all that' 

t Spinoza's name was at this time a vague synonym for atheism or Infidelity. ' Daunt- 
less pursues the path Spinoza trod* occurs in John Brown's (171&-66) ' Rssay on Satire' 
pfpftxed by Warbnrton to the Estay on Man in his edition of Pope. 
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advicvs, I wilt uut (,'ive llieiu tlie cold muue of urilidaiiiH, 1 tucvive with 
ruverence. 1 have mode wjuie siuoU alteiationti iu what I befura liiid 
priiitei). I Imvi: Um adviue of iHiaie very judicious friondB (unoti}* tlte 
literati liere, lint witli tlieiii 1 Minietimes find it neceaniTy h> claim Uie 
privilege of tliiiikiog for iiiyaelf. Tlie nulde E&rl of UleucMiru, to ivhoni 
I owe more tlian to any luon, does me llie houor of }:ivin{; um Lis 
Btrictares : Ilia hiiit«, witli respect W impropriety or iiidelicuey, I fuUow 
implicitly. 

You kindly inteioat yourself in my future views and pnwpccta ; Uiei« 
1 can give you no light. It in all 

Dark u wu Cliao* on) the infuit ami 
Was rotl'd togather, or had try'd fail beftHU 
Athwurt the gloou proroimd. 

The n[ipc1l(itii)[i of a Scottbh bard is by tar luy liighest j>ride; to 
contiuue to JeHcrve it is my most exalteil auibilioD. Soottiah scenea 
and Scottitili Htory are the tUeniea I could writth to sing. I have no dearer 
aim than tn have it in my power, nnplagned with the roatlne of bnsineaa, 
for which heaven knovva 1 am unfit enough, to make leisurely [ulgrim- 
ages through Caledonin ; to »it on the fluids of her battltii : to iiauder on 
tSia ronimatio haiika o! Iier tiveis j aud to muse by tbo iitutiilj' tawera or 
venerable ruins, once tlie honored abodes of her beroe*). 

But these are all Utopian thonghts : I have dallied long enough with 
life ; 'tis time to be in earnest I have a fond, an aged mother to care 
for: and some other boaomtiee perhaps equally tender. Where tlie 
individual only sutTera by the consequences of his own though tlessneee, 
indolence or folly, he may be excusable; nay, shining abilities, and 
some of the nobler virtues may half sanctify a heedless character; but 
where God and nature have entrusted the welfare of others to his care ; 
where the trust is L^acred, and the ties are dear, that man must be far 
gone in selfishness, or strangely lost to reflection, whom these connexions 

I guess that I shall clear lietween two and three bundled |>oiinds by 
my authorship; with tbatsum I intend, so far as 1 may be said to have any 
intention, to return to my old acquaintance, the plough, and, if I can 
meet with a lease by nhicli I can live, to commence farmer. I do not 
intend to give up poetrj' : being bred to labour, ttccures me indcjiendence, 
and the muses are my chief, sometimes have been my only, enjoyment. 
If niy practice second my reHolution, I shall have priiici|>ally at heart the 
serious business of life ; but while following my plout;h, or building up 
my shocks, I shall cast a leisure glance to that deaii'. that only feature of 
my character, which gave me the notice of my country, and the patronage 
of a Wallace. 

Thus, honored niadatii. 1 have given you the bard, his situation, and 
his vieH'B, native as they are in his own bosom. . . . 

ROBT. BL'RNS. 
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TO MRS DUNLOP. 

BDiNBUitoH, lUh April 1787. 

Madam— There in an affectation of gratitude which I dislike. The 
periods of Jolm»on and the pauses of Sterne may hide a selfish heart. 
For my part, madam, I trust I have too much pride for servility, and too 
little prudence for sellishuess. I have this moment broken open your 
letter, but 

Kudo am I in speech, 
And therefore little can I graoe my cause 
In speaking for myself — * 

so I shall not trouble you with any fine speeches and hunted figures. I 
shall just lay my hand on my heart, and say, I hope I shall ever have 
the truest, the warmest, sense of your goodness. 

I come abroad, in print, for certain on Wednesday. Your orders I 
shall punctually attend to ; only, by the way, I must tell you that I was 
paid before for Dr Moore's and Miss Williams's copies, through the 
medium of Commbisioner Cochrane in this place, but that we can settle 
when I have the honor of waiting on you. 

Dr Smith t was just gone to London the morning before I received 
your letter to him. R. B. 

*The Ayrshire Ploughman' — as he was geuerally styled — was 
the lion of the season in Edinburgh. On the strength of his 
volume he was received into the highest circles of society. Here, 
by his demeanour, and the fascination of his conversation, he 
greatly deepened the interest which his poetry had awakened. 
Only the autumn before Bums had been labouring on a small 
Ayrshire farm. Ho was now entertained and treated as an equal 
by the remnant of that brilliant circle of Scottish men of letters 
who adorned the later half of the eighteenth century. He was 
courted and treated with sincere respect by such members of the 

* Shakespeare'tf OthMo, Act I., scene Hi. 

t Author of the Wealth of Nation*. Although Adam Smith (b. 1728, d. 1790) wm 
only sixty-three years of age at the time of Bunis's visit to Ediubtirgh, and was living 
them as Ck)mmi88ioner of Customs for Scotland, failing health accounts for the (kct that 
h«, the greatest of David Hume's contemporaries, took comparatively little intt^rest in the 
poet. 'The winter of 1786-1787.' says his latest biographer {Life of Adam Smithy by John 
Rae.— MacmilUn & Ca, 1895), 'laid him so low with a chronic obstnicUon of the bowels 
that Robertson vnote to Gibbon that they were in great danger of losing him.' As soon 
as he recovered he went to London, to consnlt his Mend John Hunter. A somewhat 
similar reason may be given for the comparative indiflerenco of William Robertson 
(1721-179S), the historian, ecclesiastical leader, and Principal of Bdinborgh University, 
who was then sixty-flve, and whose life* work was virtually over. 
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aristocncy as livM in EdiubatgL ilanBg irinter. 'Qcj^uit 
society ' in Edinburgh formed in those >1»ts, «§ it does Btill, a 
limiteJ circle. Krum the luge infiuion of lli« pnrfeeeitfBS of law 
and medicine, and of the cUh coiiiKcted with the Roirenitjr, it 
had a tone of undoubted, if somewhat cold, enlighteDment and 
refinement. At thia porticuUt time ile Galm was distnriicd iii 
no small degree by the grace, gfuaty, and irrejiressibie energy 
of the Duchess of Gordon. A letter written h; Drammond, a 
member of the Scottish bar, to a friend in India iu the Febmaiy 
preceding,- Gums'a arrival in Edinburgh, contains a striking account 
of the habits of the Ducbeaa. 'The good town,' he saya, 'ia 
uncommonly crowded and splendid at present. The example of 
dissipation set by her Grace the Duchees of Gordon* te far fnim 
ehowing vice her own image. It is really ftstonieJiiog to think 
what effect a single person will liare on public manners, when 
supported by high rank and '-real ailJrf'S-. Sbe is never absent 
from a public place, and the later the hour, bo much the better. 
It is often four o'clock in the morning before she goes to bed, and 
she never requires more than live hours' sleep. Dancing, cards, 
and company occupy her whole time.' Such was the leader of 
society in Edinburgh at the period when Burns was plunged into it. 
The general tone of middle-class life at this epoch was convivial. 
Lawyers of good repute, merchants, wcll4o do tradesmen, teachers 
of the High School, were either Freemasons or members of social 
clubs, and frequented taverns in the evening for the sake of 
pleasures which they had not yet learned to enjoy under the 
more decorous anspices of the home circle. Men dined early in 
tlioae days, and ivorked till about eight o'clock, when they 
considered themselves free to devote the rest of the day to 
enjoyment. Either a private supper-party invited them, with 
their wives, or they knew of some comfortable snuggery, such as 
John Dowie'B t or Daniel Douglas's tavern, in certain alleys of the 
High Street, wliere they could calculate upon meetiiig congenial 
apii'its, with whom to spend three or four hours over ale or 

■ Tha wccntrlc iiid nucJnDling Jane, Diichou of Gonlan, ia believni to liave Ucn bum 
tn Illfi. Sti* WM the iwcoiiil ildUKlilm- of (tlr WlUiaiii Usiwell or Moiireilh in Wi)ttoivu>faln. 

■urvivcil li«r, dying In 1»27 Bl llie igt ot «lglily-tiTO. 

I Jubii Dowls'* tavurn mood In Llb«rtoii'a Wynd (rieinoltshed in isat). He >I«»b 
■nwitHl t1» old c»tuin«— cockol Imi, iiid bucklea il lbs kiien and abon. He died In 

I HIT. 
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punch. Into these cotoiies Burns was often dra\m Ly his social 
temper and good-nature. 

It really does not appear, however, that Bums's character was 
either spoiled by the aristocracy and gentry^ or debauched by the 
tradesmen and clerks. On the contrary, the tone of his letters 
all through this spring is remarkable for soberness in every sense 
of the word. He coolly surveyed his present position and his 
prospects, estimated at their due weight the flatteries bestowed 
upon him, and prepared, with a full share of the foresight 
which is generally regarded as a characteristic of Scotsmen, 
for the struggle which he was to encounter as soon as he should 
have to apply his literary gains to eking out a livelihood The 
trailitions of Edinburgh supply no evidence that sheer bacchana- 
lianism was ever indulged in by Burns. Every insinuation of such 
a nature, when carefully inquired into, vanishes into air. Dugald 
Stewart, writing with reference to the summer of 1787, says : 
'Notwithstanding various reports I heard during the preceding 
winter of Bums's predilection for convivial and not very select 
society, I should have concluded in favour of his habits of sobriety 
from all of him that fell under my own observation. He told me, 
indeed, himself that the weakness of his stomach was such as to 
deprive him entirely of any merit in his temperance.' The allusion 
to ' not very select society ' looks at first somewhat startling ; but 
it should be borne in mind that Stewart, who lived a quiet 
academic life, would be apt to lump with the plebeian and coarse 
men who were far from being either vicious or of inferior social 
position to himself. He probably alludes to such men as Smellie, 
Dunbar, William Nicol of the High School, Alexander Cunning- 
ham, and othei-s, who, though not members of Professor Stewart's 
* set,' and though perhaps of somewhat convivial habits, were yet 
men of honourable character and respectable standing in Edinburgh. 
Amongst them Burns felt himself at home. He found in them 
kindliness and good-humour, rollicking joviality, not a little wit 
and cleverness, and a hearty appreciation of his own talents. It is 
not surprising that he entered into and enjoyed their society. 
There is, however, no reason to believe that Burns was thus exposed 
to any demoralising influence but what M'ould have been found in 
middle-class society in every country town in Scotland. 

Josiah Walker, who saw Bums frequently at this period, is 
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mititlud lu ho huai'l ufuu this nubjeuL After ruuiatkiu'r tiiat 
Burns, ill yood society, never fltrugaled to put ou for a uiomeul a 
better nianuer tliau was uatuml to him, lie goea on to say : 
' Thoiiyh he took his lull Bhain iu couvcrsfttion, not only from a 
perception that it wua cxpucted, but from a coiisciouBueM that it 
would gratify expectation, yet he did eo in a mniinet tbat was 
dignified and mujily, aud altogether roiuute from potuluiit vanity 
ot oireiisive exultution in im imporlanto bo how to him. His 
deportment was plain without vulgarity, and though it had little 
softness, and showed liim ready to repel auy insult with decision 
at least, if not with roughuesiJ, yet he aooii made it evident that 
those who behaved to him with propriety were in no danger of 
any unprovoked or boorish rudeness.' 

■\Valker first met Burns at brafikfaat iu Dr lilaeklock's house. 
' 1 waa not niucii struck with his firat appearance, as I had piij- 
viously heai-d it described, Hia person, iheiiyh stioiip and well 
knit, and much superior to what might be expected iu a ploughman, 
waa still rather coarse in its outline. His atatui'e, from want of 
setting up, appeared to be only of the middle size, but was rather 
above it. His motions were lirm and decided, and though without 
any pretensions to grace, were at the same time ao free from 
clownish constraint, as to show that he had not alwaya been eon- 
fiaed to the society of his profession. Hia countenance was not of 
that elegant cost which is most frequent among the u|i])er ranka, 
but it waa manly and intelligent, and marked by a thoughtful 
gravity which shaded at times into sternness. In his large, dark 
eye the moat striking index of his genius resided. It waa full of 
mind, and would have been aingularly expressive, under the 
management of one who could employ it with more art, for the 
purpose of expression. 

' He was plainly, but properly dressed, in a style midway 
between the holiday -costume of a farmer and that of the company 
with which he now aaaociated. His black hair, without powder, 
at a lime when it was very generally worn, was tied behind, and 
spread upon his forehead. Upon tlie whole, from his jierson, 
physiognomy, and dress, had I mot him near a sea]>ijrt, aii<L been 
required to guess his condition, I should have jirobably conjectured 
him to be the master of a me reliant- vcasel of the most respectable 
doss. 
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*lu no part of his maniior woa there the slightest degree of 
aifectatiou ; nor could a stranger have suspected, from anythuig in 
his behaviour or conversation, that he had been for some months 
the favourite of all the fashionable circles of a metropolis. 

'In conversation he was powerful. His conceptions and 
expression were of corresponding vigour, and on all subjects were 
as remote as possible from commonplaces. Though somewhat 
authoritative, it was in a way which gave little offence, and was 
readily imputed to his inexperience in those modes of smoothing 
dissent and softening assertion which are important characteristics 
of polished manners. After breakfast, I requested him to com- 
municate some of his unpublished piece& . • • I paid particular 
attention to his recitation, which was plain, slow, articulate, and 
forcible, but without any eloquence or art He did not always 
lay the emphasis with propriety, nor did he humour the sentiment 
by the variations of his voice. He was standing, during the time, 
with his face towards the window, to which, and not to his 
auditors, he directed his eye ; thus depriving himself of any addi- 
tional effect which the language of his composition might have 
borrowed from the language of his countenance. In this he 
resembled the generality of singers in ordinary company, who, to 
shun any charge of affectation, withdraw all meaning from their 
features, and lose the advantage by which vocal performers on the 
stage augment the impression and give energy to the sentiment of 
the song. 

'The day after my first introduction to Bums, I supped in 
company with him at Dr Blair's. The other guests were very 
few, and as each had been invited chiefly to have an opportunity 
of meeting with the poet, the doctor endeavoured to draw him 
out, and to make him the central figure of the group. Though he 
therefore furnished the greatest proportion of the conversation, he 
did no more than what he saw evidently was expected. Men of 
genius have often been taxed with a proneness to commit blunders 
in company, from that ignorance or negligence of the laws of 
conversation which must be imputed to the absorption of their 
thoughts in a favourite subject, or to the want of that daily practice 
in attending to the petty modes of behaviour which is incompatible 
with a studious life. From singularities of this sort Bums was 
unusually free ; yet on the present occasion he made a more 
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awkwiirJ slip than any that are reported of the poota or inutlie- 
matidntiti most uutcd for nbsence. Bebtg asked from which of llie 
public places he hail received the greatest gratiticntioii, he uaiiied 
the High Cliiirch, hut gave the preference as a preacher to the 
colleague* of our wortliy eutcrtainer, whose celebrity rested on his 
pulpit eloquence, iu a tone so pointed and decieive as to throw the 
whole compnny into the most foolish embBrrasameiit. Tlic doctor, 
indeed, with becoming self-eoinmand, endeavoured to relieve the 
rest by cordially seconding the encomium so injudiciously intro- 
duced ; hut this did not prevent the eonversatiou from labouring 
under that compulsory effort which was unavoidable, while the 
thoughts of all were full of the only subject on winch it was 
iniprojicr to speak. Of this blunder Bunis must instantly have 
been nware, hitt he shewed the return of good sense by making no 
attempt to repair it. Hie secret niortificution was indeed so great 
that he never inentioniid the circumstance until many years afler, 
when ho told me thut his silence had proceeded from the pain 
which lie felt in recalling it to hia memory.' 

Only one fault of manner has been charged against Burns at 
this period, and it was one that he never got rid of— and, |ierhai)s, 
never seriously tried to get rid of. Like Carlyle, in many resjjects 
his successor, he was prone to give his opinion on any subject 
under discussion with more decision than was consistent with 
conventional politeness. The greatest bmach of decorum which 
has been laid to his charge is recorded by Croniek. It lias often 
been brought forward as characteristic of Bums at tliis period, 
with as much justice one might ascribe bad temper to a man 
who once gives way to passion : ' At a private break fast- [wrty, in a 
literary circle of Edinburgh, t the conversation turned on the 
poetical merit and pathos of Gray's " Elegy," a poem of which he 
was enthusiastically fond. A clei^jman present,} remarkable for 
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his love of paradox and for his eccentric notions upon every subject, 
distinguished himself by an injudicious and ill-timed attack on 
this exquisite poem, which Burns, with generous warmth for tlie 
reputation of Gray, manfully defended. As the gentleman's 
Remarks were rather general than specific, Bums urged him to 
bring forward the passages which he thought exceptionable. He 
made several attempts to quote the poem, but always in a 
blundering, inaccurate manner. Burns bore all this for a good 
while with his usual good-natured forbearance, till nt length, 
goaded by the fastidious criticisms and wretched quibblings of his 
opponent, he roused himself, and with an eye flashing contempt 
and indignation, and with great vehemence of gesticulation, he 
thus addressed the cold critic : ^* Sir, I now perceive a man may 
be an excellent judge of poetry by square and rule, and after all be 

a d blockhead !" ' A man of warm and sensitive nature might 

on occasion bo goodoil into an outbui*&t of this kind ; but that is 
a totally different thing from a habit of outraging propriety in 
conversation. Besides, Cromek has omitted to tell the whole of 
the story that has been so often quoted to Bums's discredit. Mrs 
Chiistison, beside whom he was sitting, had an infant upon her 
knee. Immediately after crushing the clergyman, he turned to 
the child and said softly, * I beg your pardon, my little dear.' 

Amongst those of Bums's contemporaries who have rocoiiled 
their views of him as he appeared at this time is Dugald Stewart. 
* The attentions he received during his stay in town from all ranks 
and descriptions of persons, were such as would have turned any 
head but his own. I cannot say that I could perceive any 
unfavourable effect which they left on his mind. He retained the 
same simplicity of manners and appearance which had struck me 
so forcibly when I first saw him in the country ; nor did he seem 
to feel any additional self-importance from the number and rank 
of his new acquaintance. His dress was perfectly suited to his 
station — plain and unpretending, with a suHicient attention to 
neatness. 

* The variety of his engagements, wliile in Edinburgh, prevented 
me from seeing him so often as I could have wished. In the 
course of tlie spring he called on me once or twice, at my request, 
eorly in the morning, and walked with me to Braid ITills, in the 
neighbourhood of the town, when he charmed me still more by his 



11 1» political principles he was then a Jacohite : 
s owing j)artly to tliis, that his father was origi 
a to of Lonl ^Farischal. Indeed ho did not apiH> 
it much on such subjects, nor very consistently, 
trong sense of religion, and expressed deep reg 
with which he had heartl it treated occasionallj 
ial meetings which he frequented. I speak of 1 
the winter of 1786-7 ; for afterwards we raet hi 
r conyersatiouB turned chiefly on his literary projei 
I affairs. 

io not recollect whether it appears or not from an^ 

to me that you had ever seen Bums. If you h. 

uoiis for me to add, that the idea which his con^ 

ed of the powers of his mind, exceeded, if possi 

is suggested by his writings. Among the poets 

lappened to know, I have been struck, in more t 

se, with the unaccountable disparity between their 

and the occasional inspirations of their more i 

its. But all the faculties of Burns's mind were, as ; 

udge, equally vigorous ; and his predilection for po 

the result of his own enthusiastic and impassioned 

* a genius exclusively adapted to that species of com 

lis conversation, I should have pronounced him to 

I in whatever walk of ambition he had chosen to e 
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effects of attachment in blinding his judgment. His wit was 
ready, and always impressed with the marks of a vigorous under- 
standing ; but, to my taste, not often pleasing or happy.* 

Mrs Alison Cockburn,* the authoress (1765) of one of the two 
exquisite versions of ' The Flowers of the Forest,' and for sixty 
years one of the acknowledged ' queens of Edinburgh society,' has 
thus told what she saw and heard of Bums : f 

The town is at preftent (Decemlier 1786) agog with the ploughman 
poet, who receives adulation with native dignity, and is the very figure 
of his profession, strong and coarse, hut has a most enthusiastic heart of 
love. He has seen Dnchess Gordon and all the gay world : his favourite 
for looks and manners is Bess Burnet — no had judge, indeed. 

• .••••• 

Sorry I am my poems are not returned from niece Scott, though she 
promised tliem this week. I would have been glad to oblige Miss 
Douglas with them. The one I admire most is the ' Cottar's Saturday 
Night' The man will 1)e spoiled, if he can spoil ; hut he keeps his 
simple manners, and is quite sober. No doubt he will lie at the Hunters' 
Ball to-morrow, which has made all women and milliners mad. Not a 
gauzecap under two guineas — many ten, twelve. 

Andrew Dalzel, professor of Greek in Edinburgh University,} 
nlso recorded his impressions of Burns in a letter to Sir Robert 
Liftton, January 25, 1787 : 

. • . We have got a poet in town just now, whom everybody is taking 
notice of — a ploughman from Ayrshire— a man of unquestionable genius, 
who has produced admirable verses, mostly in the Scottish dialect, thouj]:h 
some of them are nearly in English. He is a fellow of strong common 
sense, and by his own industry has read a good deal of English, both 
prose and verse. The first edition of his poems was published at Kil- 
marnock, and sold in that part of the country very soon, insomuch that 
they are now not to be got. I, among otliers, have seen them, and 
admire some of them exceedingly. A new edition of them is now in the 

* Mrs Cockbum was the daughter of Robert Rutherford of Faimilee, Selkirkshira, and 
bom in 1718. In 1781 she married Patrick Cockbum, an advocate, who died in 1758. Slie 
herself died in 1795. Nine years before she met Bums, she had pronounced Walter Scott to 
be ' the most extraordinary genius of a boy.' 

t From letters in The Songatres$es of ScotUmdt by Sarah Tytler [Henrietta Keddie] and 
Jean L. Watmn (2 vols., Edinburgh, 1871). 

I Memoirs of Andrew DaJsel, Proftnor o/Oreek in the University of Edinburgh, By Cosmo 
Innes (Edinburgh, 1861X Andrew Dalzel, bom in 174S at Oateside of Newliston, Linlithgow- 
shire, was professor of Greek in the University of Edinburgh for thirty-four years, 1772- 
1806. In 1786 he was appointed librarian to the University. This position ofTeml special 
fkcilities to him in his compilation of a History of that University. The work, however, 
was never completed : the incomplete work was Issned In 1862. Dalsel died in 1800. 



.a^ .,ciuv\i.-» woiiaeiiully well; very 
sentiments, and has none of the mauvaise hontc about 
not forward. 

Walter Scott was in 1787 a boy of sixteen ; 
condemned to task-work in his father's office, 1 
by nature with the feelings which qualified h 
the society of Bums. He had read the poetry, 
desired to see the poet An opportunity was at 
when Burns came to the house of Dr Adam F 
eldest son (afterwards Sir Adam Ferguson) was 
friend and companion. He subsequently coi 
account of the meeting to Lockhart : ' Of course 
youngsters sat silent, looked, and listened. Th* 
remember which was remarkable in Burns's manue: 
produced upon him by a print of Bunbury's,t repret 
lying dead on the snow, his dog sitting in misery o 
the other his widow, with a child in her arms. Ti 
written underneath : 

Colli on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain, 
Perhaps that parent wept her soldier slain- 
Bent o'er her babe, her eye dissolved in dev 
The big drops mingling with the milk he di 
Gave the sad presage of his future years, 
The child of misery baptised in tears. 

Burns seemed much affected bv thp nri'nf r. — ai 
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home's, called by tha unpmmising title of the "Justice of Peace."* 
I whispered my information to a friend present, who mentioned 
it to Burns, who rewarded me with a look and a word which, 
though in mere civility, I then received, and still recollect, with 
great pleasure. His person was strong and robust ; his manners 
rustic, not clownish ; a sort of dignified plainness and simplicity, 
which received part of its effect perhaps from one's knowledge of 
his extraordinary talent& His features are represented in Mr 
Nasmyth's picture ; but to me it conveys the idea that they are 
diminished, as if seen in perspective. I think his countenance 
was more massive than it looks in any of the portraits. I would 
have token the poet, had I not known what he was, for a very 
sagacious country farmer of the old Scotch school ; that is, none 
of your modem agricidturists, who keep labourers for their 
drudgery, but the dcmce guidman who held his own plough. There 
was a strong expression of sense and shrewdness in all his linea- 
ments: the eye alone, I think, indicated the poetical character 

' L4ngboni» wrote 'Ths Ootuitiy Juitlcc,' it poem In tbna parte, at tha r*que«t ef 
Richird Burn, lotbor of ■ vsll'koowD work on the dntlei at * Jii*tlo»«r-iH«ee. The 
dsltcaUDn to Bum In .Utad m*. Here era wme of tha beat linea in tha poem : 
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and temperament. It was large, and of a cast which glowed (I 
say literally glowed) when he spoke with feeling or interest. I 
never saw such another eye in a human head, though I have seen 
the most distinguished men of my time. His conversation ex- 
pressed perfect self-confidence, without the shghtest presumption. 
Among the men who were the most learned of their time and 
country, he expressed himself with perfect firmness, hut without 
the least intrusive forwardness ; and when he differed in opinion, 
he did not hesitate to express it firmly, yet at the same time with 
modesty. * ♦ ♦ I have only to add, that his dress corresponded 
with his manner. He was like a farmer dressed in his best to 
dine with the laird. I do not speak in inalam partem, when I 
say I never saw a man in company with his superiors in station 
and information, more perfectly free from either the reality or the 
affectation of embarrassment. I was told, but did not observe it, 
that his address to females was extremely deferential, and always 
with a turn either to the pathetic or humorous, which engaged 
their attention particularly. I have heard the Duchess of Gordon 
remark thi&' 

Sir Adam Ferguson * also supplied some particulars of this visit 
of Bums to his father's house. * It was the custom of Dr Ferguson 
to have a conversazione at his house in the Sheens (Sciennes Hill 
House) once a week for his principal literary friends. Professor 
Stewart on this occasion offered to bring Bums, and Dr Ferguson 
readily assented. The poet found himself in the most brilliant 
literary society which Edinburgh then contained. Black, Hutton, 
and John Home were amongst those present. Adam had himself 
brought his young friend Walter Scott, as yet unnoted by his 
seniors. Bums seemed at first little inclined to mingle easily in 
the company ; he went round the room, looking at the pictures on 
the walls. The prmt described by Scott arrested his attention ; 
he read aloud the lines underneath, but before he reached the 
end his voice faltered, and his eye filled with tears. A little 
after, he turned with much interest to the company, pointed to 
the picture, and with some eagerness asked if any one could tell 
him who had written those affecting lines. The philosophers wore 

* Eldest son of Professor Adam Ferguson ; born in 1771 ; entered the army in 1800 ; 
served with Wellington in the Peninsula ; taken prisoner in 1812, and released in 1818 ; settled 
at Huntly Bum, near Abbotsford ; apiK>iuted deputy-keeper of Scottish regalia ; knighted 
by George IV. in 1822 ; died in Edinburgh, 1854. 
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silent; no one knew: but, after a decent interval, the pole lama 
boy near by said in a negligent manner : " They 're written by one 
Langhome." An explanation of the place where they occur 
followed, and Burns fixed a look uf half-aeriona interest on the 
youth, while he said : " You 'U be a man yet, eir." ' Scott may be 
said to have derived literary ordination from Bmna.* 

In this memorable spring Bums commenced a second Common- 
place Book.t 

Sunn., April nina, lltj. 

As I have seen » good deal of hnman life in Bdinr., a great many 
characters which are new U> one bred up in tlie shades of life as I have 
been, I am delermined to take down my remarks on the spot Gray 
observes in a letter of hia to Mr Palgrave, lliat ' Half a word fixed npon 
or near the spot, is wortliacHrC'loadof recoUection.'t f don't know how 
it is with the world in general, but with iiie, making remarks is by no 
means a solitary pleaiinre. I want some one to langh with me, some 
one to be grave with nie ; some one to pleane me and help my discrimina- 
tion with his or her own remark, and at times, do doubt, to admire my 
acuteneae and penetrcition. The World are so busied with selfisli pnr- 
saits, ambition, vanity, interest or pleasnre, that very few think It 
worth their while to make any observation on wliaC passes around them ; 

* Scott nliUs alHwli en that tiM hoUMOf Dr Fargnion, 'whila hs Eontlnusd to nuide 
[n BUinbareh, wu i ganenl point of nuqJon unong hU frlaodi, p«rticiiUrlj of k Bondftj, 
whars ttaare gensnlly met, at ■ hcapltible dlnoar-put/, the in»t dlitingutdwd litentl of 
the old tiiiia vho etlll reiiwlned, with luch young penoiis u ven thought worthy to 
ippnKch thair circle, ■«! tlitan to thatr conTamtEon. The place of hi) naidaoca «■* an 

Interul com Fort*) cboaa to cull tot that nuioii Kaiotschiitka.'— Quarefriir Sttiiv, ctlvL, 1ST. 
Thli houie fanned part of a itreet called ^clianu, or Ui S*kiu. From lU proilmlty to tlia 
ramslniofananclantinonutarjrdedlcatedtoBt Catherine of Sienna. It itood at tha smth 
•nd or tb* itreet, on tha tut aide, with Iti gabla (kclng along a lana. It wai in 1 looni ap- 
atalra. now ueed M a badiooni, that Bama met BcotL 
Somewhat oddly, the name 'LAHOHOHNa' li quoted at the botMrn of the lines In the copy 
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'R. Bunii wu horn ISth Jan. ITU. 
See thli Booh, pa. I, nota.' 
The rolom*, which waa loog In tha poueaiiloa of Ur Alannder UaoinlllaD, pablliher, 
LoDckin, I* iDppoenl to have been preiented by Burne to lln Dunlop Id the year ITSS. 
It waa ant printed In Ita antlnty by Proteuoc Jack (of Ola^DW Uiilvenlty), In IToe- 
Httlan'j llagaiiiu (vola. ixili-iL, 1B7B-TB). 
t I'ttor rrom Thomai Gny lo VlUtam Falgian, dated [ftoin Btoka] Baptember t, 17SS. 



84 LIFB AND WORKS OP BURNS. 

except where that obeervation is a eucker or branch of the darlinp; 
plant they are rearing in their fancy. Nor am I sure, notwithstanding 
all the sentimental flights of Novel-writers and the sage philosophy of 
Moralists, if we are capable of so intimate and cordial a coalition of 
friendship as that one of us may pour out his bosom, his every thought 
and floating fancy, his very inmost soul, with unreserved confidence, to 
another, without liazard of losing part of that respect man demands from 
man ; or, from the unavoidable imperiections attending human nature, 
of one day repenting his confidence. 

For these reasons, I am determined to make these pages my Con- 
fidante. I will sketch every character that anyway strikes me, to the 
best of my observation, with unshrinking justice; I will insert anecdotes, 
and take down remarks, in the old law phrase, without feud or favor : 
where I hit on any thing clever, my own applause will, in some measure, 
feast my vanity ; and (begging Patroclus' and Achates's pardon) I think 
a lock and key a security at least equal to the bosom of any friend 
wliatever. 

My own private story likewise, my amours, my rambles, the smiles 
and frowns of Fortune on my Bardship, my Poems and fragments that 
must never see the light, shall be occasionally inserted : in short, never 
did four shillings * purchase so much friendship since Confidence went 
first to market, or Honesty was set to Sale. 

To these seemingly invidious, but too just ideas of human friendship, 
I shall chearfully and truly make one exception— the connection between 
two pei-sons of different sex, when their interests are united or absorbed 
by the sacred tie of Love — 

When thought meets thought ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the heart 

There Confidence, confidence that exalte them the more in one another's 
opinion, confidence that endears them the more to one another*s heart, 
unreservedly and luxuriantly 'reigns and revels.' But this is not my 
lot, and in my situation, if I am wise (which by the by I have no great 
chance of being) my fate should be cast with the Psalmist's sparrow, 
'To watch alone on the house-tops.' Oh, the pity ! ! ! 



A FRAGMENT. 

TvVE—DahUie Davie, 

I. 

There was a birkie bom in Kyle, lively fellow 

But what na day, o' what na style, 
I doubt it 's hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wf Davie. 

* The Poet paid 48. 8d. for the book. 



Lecze me on thy cutly pow,* 
Bonie Davie, daintie Davie ; 

Leeie me on thy curly pow, 
Thou'se ay my daintJo Davie.t 



Out Monarch's hindmost year but ane J 
Was five an' twenty daya begun, 
Twaa then a blast o' Janwar win' 
Blew hansel in on Davie. 



The GoBsip keekit in his loof. 
Quo she, wha lives '11 aee the proof, 
lliia walia boy will be nae coof, 
I think we '11 ca' him Davie, 



He II hae misfottunes great an' sma', 
But ay a heart aboon them a' ; 
He 'II gie his Daddie'a name a blaw, 
We '11 a' be proud o' Davie. 



But sure as three times three make nine, 
I see by ilka score an' line 
This chap will dearly like out kin', ( 

So leezo me on thee, Davie. 



Guid faith, qno she, I doubt yon, Sir, 
Yell gar the lasses lie aspar; 
But twenty fauta ye may hae waur, 
So bleasins on thee, Davie. $ 



tLoiii of Che lUutlaDi In thli poein, im Vol. I., p. IH. 

lion, writtan tiro jtitn srUr Uis iininortal ' llwra VM • LmI; iritb the 
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Thfrr*; Ar« f«!w of th^ it'frt «viU aci'I«r the han fpv« iii« more ODeaj^ineM 
fcftd lihhf^nn thnn the driifjanv^n how a man of ;reriiii-. nay, avowed 
worth, iM ever\i*h«-ie receive*!, with the reception wiiifrh a meer onlinary 
ehara^ter, 'lee^^ratevl with the trap|nn;f^ an<I fa tile rii<>tinetion« of Fortnne, 
ifieetA. Inja;rine a man '#f aMHtie*, hi* hreai^t glowin;,' with hone?<t )>ri<]e, 
rjumfnfrtin that men are U>m e«jija], htill (pvin;; that * honor to M-hom 
honor in <ifie;' he meet* at a Great nian'i» tahle a S^inire S^miethin;^, 
or a Kir S'^meUj'ly ; he knowH the nohle lamlloni at heart gives the 
iSar'l or whatever he in a nhare of hin good wifthes lieyond any at taMe 
|ierha|f«i, yet how will it mortify him to nee a fellow wh^Nte abilities 
would scarcely have made an eight fienny taylor, and who»>e heart is not 
worth three farthingfi, meet with attention An<i notice that are forgot to 
the Htm of Geniu* and Poverty ? 

The noMe Olencairn han wounded me to the i^nl here, liecanne 1 
dearly ef«teeni, retijiect and love him. He hliowc<l mj much attention, 
engronning attention, one day, U9 the only hhickheail, an there wan none 
hilt hif» lordiihi)», the Dunder}»ate and iiiynelf, that I wan within half a 
|Niint of throwing down my gage of contemptnouh defiance, hut he frhook 
my hand and hioked m> henevolently g'KKl at |»arting — God hle^ him, 
though I nhould never nee him more, I ^hall love him nntill my dying 
day ! I am |deaMe<l to think 1 am wi ca|»ahle of the throes of gratitude, 
an I am miiterahly deficient in Home other virtu«,*H. With J)r Blair I 
am more at eaM*. I never rei4|>ect him with humhle veneration ; hut 
when ho kindly intensHtN hiniMelf in my welfare, or, Htill more, when 
he dfMcendh from hin pinnacle and meetit me on ecjual ground, my heart 
overflowH with what In called liking: when he ncglectH me for the nieer 
rtircaM) of (rreatncHH, or when hiji eye nieanureH the difference of our 
iNHulM of elevation, I Hay to mynelf with Hcarcely an emotion, what do I 
rare for him or Iiih ]KMnp either? 

It {h not eany forming an exact judging judgement of any one, hut iu 
my opinion I)r lllair in meerly an antfrniHliing pn>of what industry' and 
applicjition ran do.* Natural partn like IiiH are frequently to be met 
with ; liiN vanity ih proverbially known among hin acquaintances) ; but 
lie \h juMtly at the head of what may 1>e calle<l line writing ; and a Critic 
of the lirHt, the very (irHt rank in Prone ; even in PocHy a g(HMl Bard of 
Natnre'H making can only take the pan of him. He has a heart, not of 
the iituini water, but far from 1>eing an ordinary one. In HJiort, he \h 
(a I truly worthy and moHt rcMpectable character. 

Mr (ircfiifiiMd in of a Niiperiour order. The bleedingH of humanity, tlie 
gftnoroUH rcHoIve, a manly dinntgard of the paltry KubjectM of vanity, 
virgin UHMleMty, the truent tante, an<l a very Round judgement, char- 

* HiikIi lllnir, iNirn in K<linbtirKh in 171H; cilucaUyl for the niiniiitr>' of tlie Cluirch of 
H('(iMnn<1. nml llrmmrd in |in*a(;h In 1741 ; hold in micceiMion the charKenof (V)ll(*HMie in Fife, 
thnCiiiHiiiKntji, niiil lifldy YHMt^r'N ; iN'raniein ITMoneof the n)iniHti*rH of the lli^h Church ; 
ii|>|Miinti>i| in l7(t'J Ui the nnw rhairof Khetoricin KdinbutKh Univentity ; obtAintHi a jienKion 
of £'J(N)a ynar from (JeotKn II.; publiNli(Nl the flmt of a aeries of volumoaufiSoniiondin 1777, 
anti lieclunm on Uhutorio In 17b3 ; UieU Uvceiuber 27, IWJO. 
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atsterizo liiin. HU being the lirst Speaker I ever lie&nl in perhaps half 
owing to inilaBlry. He certainly po«ee«8e8 no aniall share of poetic 
abilitieB ; lie is a steady, moat disinterested friend, ivithnut the leant 
aflectation of seeming bo ; and aa a companion, his good sense, liia 
joyoas hilarity, his sweetness of miLniiers and modesty, are most 
engagingly charming. 

The moot perfect character 1 ever mw is Mr Stuart [Diigald Stewart]. 
An exalted judge of the linman heart, and of compodition. One of 
the very first public spealters; and equally capable of generoeity ss 
humanity. His principal discriminating feature Is ; fmiu a mixture 
of benevolence, streiigth of mind and manly dignity, he not only at 
heart values, but in his dei>ortinent and address bears himself to all 
the Actors, high and low, in the drama of Life, simply as tliey merit 
in playing their parts. Wealth, honors, all that is extraneous of the 
man, have no more influence with him than they will have at the Last 
Day. His wit, in the bonr of social hilarity, proceeds almost to 
good-natared waggishneas ; and in telling a story he particularly 
excels. 

The next I shall mention, my worthy Bookseller, Mr C[reech] ia » 
strange multiform character. His ruling passions of the left band kind 
are extreme vanity, and something of the more harmless modificationB of 
selRshnesH. The one, mixed, aa it often is, with great goodness of heart, 
makes him rush into all public matter*, and take every instance of 
unprotected merit by the hand, provided it is in his power to hand it 
into public notice ; the other quality makea him, amid all the embarras 
In which his vanity entangles liim, now and then to cast half a squint at 
his own interest. His parts as a man, liis deportment as a gentleman, 
attd his abilities aa a scholar are much above mediocrity. Of all the 
Edinr. literati and wit he writes the moet like a gentleman. He 
does not awe yoa with the profoiindnesB of the philosopher, or strike 
your eye with the soarings of genius ; bnt he pleases yon with tlie hand- 
some turn of his expression, and the polite ease of his paragraph. Hu 
social demeanour and powers, particularly at his own tabic, are the moet 
engaging I have ever met with. On the whole he is, aa I said before, a 
multiform, but an exceedingly respectable, worthy cliaracter.* 

Amongst the men whom Bunia hod met and liked at tlio meetings 
of the Cnnongate Kilwinning Lodge was William Wooda,t an actor 
so popular as to be termed ' the Scottish Boacius.' This explains a 

• Conipm ibt • EpiatLa to Willi»m Cmwli,- wrilton M»t IBth, 1787. Infra, 
t WHIimii Wooili (circa 1751-1802) flnt »|.p«r«L on tho stage (tho Hnyinipket, Eillii- 
biirgh, s«di'[<ng to ona blogrmpher, the Haymarkct. London, accDnling to mother) In ITTl. 

ot the ailiibiinth Company of Placer* for thirty-one yrari. He wsj> an Inlimit* ftlfnrt of 
Botwrt FerB^MWi, and ijiwjil to have regularly Uken him Into Uie theatre ani given him 
a rrM xaL Ha ntliwt tram Uie lUge In April ISOZ, and aaC up u ■ taaehar of tlMOtloa. 
Hb ilM In Decainber rollowlug, and la bnrlad In Catton r 
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IMIOLOUUE SI'OKEN BY MK WOODS 

ON HIS BENEFIT NIGHT.* 

Monday, Wh ApHl 1787. 

When, by a (jeiioroua Public's kind acclaim. 
That Jearest meed ia granted — honest fame ; 
When here your favour is the aetot's lot, 
Nor even the man in private li/e forgot ; 
What breast so dead to heav'niy Virtue's glow 
But heaves iiupassion'd with the grateful throeT 
Poor ia the task to pleaso a barb'rous lhrong,t 
It needs no Siddoiia'I powers in Southern's song ; 
But here, an ancient nation fani'd afar. 
For genius, learning higli, as great in war — 
Hail, Calbponia, name for ever dear ! 
Before whose sons I 'm honoiir'd to appear ! 
"Where every science — every noble art 
That can inform the mind, or mend the heart, 
Is known ; as grateful nations oft have found 
Far as the rude barbarian marks the Irauiid. 



' SituU is Urn U«k U> pl^aw a K>plii|( 



Thkh fthv p1ny< 
HnUtton of lu) 



Mng • DoiiKla.', 
in "The Fiiu; 
cvkbnteO. 
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Philoeopliy,* no idia pedant dream, 

Here holds her search b; heaven-tanght Reason's beam ; 

Here History t paints, with elegance and force. 

The tide of Empire's fluctuating course ; 

Here Douglas t forms wild Shakespearo into plan, 

And Harley§ rouses all (he God in man. 

When well-form'd taste and sparkling wit unite 

With manly lore, or female beauty bright 

(Beauty, wbera faultless symmetry and grace 

Can only charm us in the second place) — 

Witness ray heart, how oft with panting fear, 

As on this night, I 've met these judges here I 

But still the hope Experience taught to live. 

Equal to judge — you 're candid to forgive. 

No hundred-headed Riot here we meet 

With decency and law beneath his feet ; 

Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom's name : 

Like Caledonians, you applaud or blarae. 

Thou dread Power ! whose empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stretch'd to shield the houour'd land ! 
Strong may she glow with all her ancient fire ; 
May every son be worthy of his sire ; 
Firm may she rise with generous disdain || 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's, chain ; 
Still self-dependent in her native shore. 
Bold may she brave grim Danger's loudest roar. 
Till Fate the curtain drop on worlds to be no more. 

* In proAnon Duguld St«wiirt of EillnbiicBh itnit Thomu Held of Aberdaen. 

t Ths iiruilon hsre li lo Dovid Hume ind Wlllisin Rotwrtaon. 

I John Honie'i ' Douglu,' which vu tint perfarmsd In Kdlnbnrf h in 1TB7. Tten Bumi 
nort be regirded u complimenting tha rnendn oF M< Mtndt, not u drllbent«ly glrlng 
HoiM ■ ■ajKrior poaltlon among dnmilliln to ShakcipMn. 

I Henry MickenilB-« Uait c/Ftetiiif. 

I In the origlnil dnft ths cloelng tlvs lln« in u Mlows : 

' lUy Dtver nilow Want her bounty ttint, 
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and to tell the world tbat I fflory ia tbe title. 1 come to eongratnUta 
luy Country, that the blood of her ancient heroea still tuns uncontoniin- 
ated ; and that from your coarage, knowledge, and public spirit, she may 
expect protection, wealth, and liberty. In the last place, I come to 
proffer my warmest wiehea to the Great Fountain of HoDoar, the Monarch 
of the Universe, for yonr welfare and happinesi. 

When you go forth to waken the Ecboes, in the ancient and favonrito 
amnsement of your Forefathers, may Pleasure ever be of your party ; and 
may Social-joy await your return ! When baraMed in conrta or camps 
with the justlings of bad men and bad measures, may the honest con- 
sciooBDesa of injured Worth attend your retnm to your native Seat«; 
and raay Domestic Happiness, with a smiling welcome, meet you at yonr 
gates I May Corruption shrink at yonr kindling indignant glance ; and 
may tyranny in the Raler and licentiousness in the People equally find 
yon an inexorable foe t 

I have the honoar to be. With the aineerest gratitude and highest 
respect. My Lords and Gentlemen, Yonr most devoted bumble servant, 

ROBBRT BUBMB. 
KDnacmaB, J,prti i, ITR. 



The volume contained another most lemarkable document — a 
list of suljecribers extending over thirty-eight pages. Several of 
Bums's friends had been very active in promoting this subscrip- 
tion, and the terms of praise in which he had been apokeii of 
in various publications had disposed the public to extend its 
patronnge liberally. Fifteen hundred persons subscribed for 
two thousand eight hundred copies. The Caledonian Hunt headed 
the list for a hundred copies. Creech took five hundred. Very 
many of the nobility and gentry, and a great number of the most 
prominent members of Scottish society figure in the list ; in many 
instances, two, four, or five copies were taken ; in some even a 
larger number. The Earl of Glencaini subscribed for eight copies, 
the Countess for sixteen, and Lady Elizabeth Cunningham for 
four. The Duchess of Gordon took twenty-one, and the Earl 
of Eglintoun forty-two. Robert Mnir of Kilmarnock, who had 
taken seventy-two copies of the earlier edition, was a subscriber 
for forty of the second ; and Archibald Prentice, farmer at Coving- 
ton-Mains, took twenty. Interspersed with the names of individuals 
occur tliose of corporations such as tho Scots College at Valladolid, 
the Scots Collie at Douay, the Scots College at Paris, the Scots 
Uenedictino Monastery at Batisbon, and the Scots Benedictine 
Monastery at Maryborough. 



^^...piciAiu — much to Burns's aiinoyiuice 
juently be seen — till near the end of October. 

Uh Ajtn'l 1787.— Mkmokandim of Aoukkmknt l)etwi 
and Mr IJiirns, respecting tlie property of Mr Burns 

By advice of friends, Mr Burns Iiaving resolved to dispt 
rty of his Poems, and Iiaving consulted with Mr Henry A 
3 subject, Mr Creech met with Mr Burns at Mr M*Kenzi 
lesday, the 17th April 1787, in the evening, and they 
ired and conversed upon the subject, Mr Burns and Mr C 
i sum, to be named by Mr M'Kenzie, as being well acq 
itters of this kind, when Mr M'Kenzie said he thougi 
)u1d have a hundred guineas for the property of his Poenu 
Mr Creech said that he agreed to the proposal, but as ^ 
\y amply supplied with the very numerous e<Ution no\i 
lid write to Mr Caddell of London, to know if he would t 
the Book, but at any rate Mr Bui-ns should have the roonc 
* M*Kenzie, which Mr Bums most cordially agreed to, ai 
er the property upon these terms, whenever Mr Creech req 
Upon Monday the 23d of April 1787, Mr Creech informer 
it he had remained in Town expecting Mr CaddelFs answ 
ys, as to his taking a share of the property of the Poems ; 
I received no answer ; yet he would, as formerly proposed 

take the whole upon himself, that Mr Bums might be n 

ity in the matter. 

Ti>on this, both parties considered the transaction as finisli 

Bdikburor, C 

n demand I promise to pay Mr Robert Bums, or Order, O 
leas, value received. William 

Kieived the conf-**"*^" "*' 
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of the SubacriptioD bills have beeD hiuImcI, bo all who say thejr have 
BuliBcribed mtut be served at aubicription price ; otherwite, those who 
have not Bubecribed miut pay six BliillingB. Shonld more copies be 
Deeded, an order by poet will be immediately aiuwered. 

My respectful Compliments to Mr Aiken. I wrote him by David Shaw, 
which I hope he received. 

I have the honor to be, with the moet gratefnl sincerity, Sir, your 
oblidged and very hainble servt, ROBERT BURNS. 

Edihb., IM Afrtl 17BT. 



TO HR OBOROE RRID, BARQUHARIB, 

WITH A PARCBt., 

CARE OF WM, RONALD, TOBACCONIST, MAUCHLINK. 

Mv DKAR SlB~The fewer words 1 caii tell my story in, so much tlie 
better, as I am in an nnco tirryfyke * nf a liiirry. 

I have sent two copies of niy book to you ; one of them as a present to 
yourself, or rather, to yonr wife, tiie otiier present in my name to Mira 
Jenny. It goes to my lieart that time does not allow me to make some 
very fine tnmeil periods on the occasion, a» I jjenerally like pretty well 
to hear myself speak ; at least, fully a* well as anybody else. 

Tell Miss Jenny that I bad wrote lier a long letter, wherein I had 
taken to pieces rt. Honorable^, tlonorablee, and Reverends not a few ; 
bat it, with many niore of my written things were stolen from my room, 
nbicli terrified me from ' scaudiiig my lips in itlier fulk'a kail ' again. 
By good hick, the fellow t ia gone to Gibraltar, anil I tmst in heaven he 
will go to the bottom for bis pains. I will write yon by post when I 
leave Anid Reekie, whicli will be in about ten daya 

RoBT. Burns. 

Edikbuboh, HMD Apra ITBT. 



TO DB MOOBE. 

XDiNSijROa. ltd AprQ 1TST. 

I RECEIVED the books, and sent the one yon mentioned to Mia Dnnlop. 
I am ill-skilled in beating the coverts of iniagination for metaphors of 
gratitude. I thank yon, sir, for tlie honor you have done me ; and to 
my latest liour will warmly remember it To he highly pleased with 

* Fsuiou or tgaoj' 

t Th« tlilFf WM not tr«c«d. According to tndEtlon, he was ■ AqHmt«T In LoLth, 
■ mcril or Humi, mil to tha hiblt of alUng upon him. Ho hsd snllrtsd. hann Bnnia^ 
■lluilon to hli hivlnti ' gons to OlbnlUr.' Poutbly uln ths itArr, m told bj Bunia, ii Ms 
ortbs myatiDiailliinii ill which he occulonally [ndnlgtd. 
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yaxn Imok ia what I have in coinnion with the world ; but to regard 
tliene voluitieB as a murk of the aattior'a friendly esteem, is a i 
811 pre me ^utilicfttinn. 

I loave Eilinburgh in tlie course of ten days oi a fortnight, and, after a 
few pilgriiiiagea over kiuhb c)f iJie claB»ic Jiriiuud of Caledonia, Cowdrn 
Khoiocs, Banks of Yairuic, Tweed, ^e., I aliall return to luy rtirel eliadee, 
in all likelihood never more to quit them. I have formed many intimacies 
and friendahipB here. Ijiit I am afi'ajd tliey are all of too tender a con- 
struction to bear carriage a hundred and fifty miles. To the ricli, the 
great, the fashionable, the polit«, I have no equivalent to offer ; and I am 
afraid my meteor appearance will by no means entitle me to a settled 
correspondence with any of yoii, who are the pennanent lighU of 
genius and literature. 

My most renpeetful coniplimenla to Miss Willianiii. If once this tan. 
gent flight of nune were over, and I were i-etunied to my wonted leisurely 
motion in my old circle, 1 may prolnbly endeavour to return her poetic 
eonipliment in kind. Robt. Bukns. 



f Dr Moore was aa follows : 



Tiiea 



Deab Sir— I bad the pleasure of your letter by Mr Creech, and soon 
after he sent me the new edition of your Poems. You seem to think it 
incumbent on you to nend to each subscriber a number of copies pro- 
portionate to his Bubsciiption money, but you niny depend upoii it, few 
subscribers expect more than oiiecopy, wlial«ver tbey sulKfcvilied ; I must 
infonn you, however, that I took twelve copies foi' those siihscribers, for 
whose money you were ho accui'ate aa to send me a receipt, and Lord 
Eglintoun told me he had sent for six copies for himself, as he wished to 
give five of them in presents. 

Some of the poems you have added in this last edition are very lieanti- 
ful, particularly the 'Winter Night,' the 'Address to Edinburgh," 
'Green grow the Easliea,' and the two songs immeiliately following; 
the latter of which is exquisite,* I!y the way, I imagine you have ii 
peculiar talent for such com])ositions, which you ought to indulge. Nn 
kind of poetry demands more delicacy or higher jiolishing. Horace is 
more admired on account of his Odes than all his other writings. ]iut 
nothing now added is equal to your ' Vision ' and ' Cotter's Satnidny 
Night.' In these are united fine imagery, natural and pathetic descrip- 
tion, with sublimity of language and thought. It is evident that you 
alreatly possess a great variety of exj>resBion and conmiand of tlic 
English language, you ought, therefore, to deal more sparingly, for the 
future, in the provincial dialect — why should you. by uKJiig that, limit 
the number of yonr admirers to those who understand the Scotlisb, when 
you can extend it to all i>eisons of taste who understand the English 

• ' The Olooiiiy Ktght !■ ^Ui'ilng rut.' 
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language t In my Dpinlon, yon Bhould plan some larger work tli&n any 
yoD have aa yet attempted. 1 mean, reflect upon some proper eabjecl, 
aud arrange the plan in your niiod, without beginning to execute any 
part of it till you have studied most of the beat English poets, and read 
a little more of history. The Graek and Kutnan stories yon caji read in 
eoDie abridgnient, and Boon become master ol the moat brilliant facta, 
which must highly delight a poetical mind. You thtnUd also, and very 
aooQ may, become master of the heathen mythology, to which there are 
everlasting allasions in all the poela, and which in itself is cliarniingly 
fanciful. What will require to be studied with more attention, is 
modem history : that is, the history of France and Great Britain, from 
the beginning of Henry the Seventh's reign. I know very well you have 
a mind capable of attaining knowledge by a shorter process than is 
commonly used, and I am certain you are capable of making a better 
nse of it, when attained, than is generally done. 

I beg yon will not give yourself the trouble of wiiting to me when it 
is ineoavenUnt, and make no apology when you do write for having post- 
poned it— be assured of tliif, liowever, that I slialt always be happy to 

hear from you. 1 tliink my friend, Mr , told nie that yon had some 

poems in manuscript by yon, of a satirical and humorous nature (in 
which, by the way, I think you very strong), which your prndent friends 
prevailed on you to omit, particularly one called ' Somebody's Confes- 
sion;'* if you will intrust me with a sight of any of these, I will 
pawn my word to give no copies, and will be obliged to you for a perusal 
of them. 

I nnderatand yon intend to take a faiin, and make the nseful and 
TeBpeetabie business of husbandry your chief occupation : this, I lio]>e, 
will not prevent your making occasional addresses to the nine ladies 
who have shewn you such favour, one of whom visited you in the ' auld 
clay biggin,' Virgil, before yon, proved to tlie world that there is 
nothing in the busineRs of husbandry inimical to poetry j and I sincerely 
hope that you may afford an example of a good poet being a successfnl 
farmer. I fear it will not be in my power ta visit Scotland this neaaon ; 
when I do, I shall endeavonr to find you out, for I heartily wish to see 
and converse with you. If ever your occasions call you to this place, I 
make no doubt of your paying me a visit, and you may depend on a very 
cordial welcome from this family. I am. Dear Sir, Yonr friend and 
obedient servant, J. Moore. 

The following letter reveals a strong feature in Bums's character. 
Hts Dunlop had sent him a letter of comment on his volume, 
particularly dwelling with regret on the reprintiug of 'The 
Dream,' which she conceived to be likely to damage the poet nt 
court, if biB fame should ever extend thither. His reply 

* Mo donbt ' Holy Willis's ?n;«r.' 
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showa tlmt, white good-iiatured nud Komplaisant up to a certain 
point with friendly critics, he could also stand firm to any [Kiaitioii 
he had once taken up. 



LBTTKR TO MBS Dl'N 



■i A!.rU 



Youl' criticbiiis, intulain, I nmlerslaixl very veU, and coiilil lla^e 

wklied to liave pleaaeil you better, Vou nre rigiit in your giie«a tliat 1 
Aiii DOC very anieaalile U> connnel. Poete, iiineli my eiiperiorR, have so 
HatMreil thoee wlio piisacEiieil th« adventitious qualities of wealUi anil 
liower, that I am deteniiineil to flatter ao creatod being, either in protte 

1 set t\a little by [kings!], lordB, clergy, crities, &e., as all these 

rcBpLVtive jjentry do \iy my Imrdsliip. I kmiw what I may expect from 
the world liy and liy; illibeml ahuse. and perliapa cant«mptuous 
neglect. 

I am hapiiy, niailnm, that ionio of my own favorite piaces are dls- 
tingilisiieil by ynnr particnlar ap|>robation. For my 'Dream,' wbich 
ban u n tor tun ate I y incurred your loynl diepleaHure, I hope in four weeks, 
or leu, to have the honor of appearing at Diinlop, in its defence, in 
person. Robt. Burns. 



1 
I 



The next lettera sliow that Burna thoroughly appreciated the 
' meteor-like novelty of his appearance,' and was already prepared 
for n^'lect and unfavourable criticism. 

TO MR WILLIAM DUKBAK, W.S. 



Dear Sir — In juntice to Spenser, I must acknowledge tbat there is 
scarcely a Poet in the lan(,'uage could have been a more agreeable preseiit 
to me 1 and in justice to yon, allow me to say, Sir, that I have not met 
with a man in Edinburgh to whom I would bo willingly have been 
indebted for the gift. The t&tt«i'cd rhymes 1 hereivitli present you, and 
the handsome volumes of Spenser for which I am so nmcb indebted to 
your goodness, may perliaps be not in proportion to one another as do 
their late autlior, but be that as it may. my gift, though far less valn- 
abte, is as sincere a mark of exteem as yonts. 

The time is approaching when I shall return to my shades ; and I am 
afraid my numerous Edinburgli friendsliips are of so tender a constniction, 
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that they will oat bear carriage with me. Yonre ie ooe of the few that 
I could wish of a more robust eoastitntion. It is indeed very probable 
that wiien I leave this city, we part uever niore to meet in tliis sublunary 
sphere ; but I bave a strong fancy that in gome future eccentric planet, 
the comet of happier systenia than any with irbich astronomy is yet 
acqnunted, you and I, among the hanini-scaram sons of imagination 
and whim, with a hearty shake of a hand, a metaphor and a langh, 
sliall recognise old acquaint&Dcea ; 

Where wit maj ipukle >U its ray*, 

Unimrat with eaation'a tean ; 
That pleimre, baskiiiK in the blue, 

Ilejoloa (or eudlaiii yearn. 

I hare the honour to be, with the warmest si 



TO THE REV. DR HUGH BLAIR. 

LAnUARKn, EDINBfMIH, td Uitt 178T. 

Retrrkhd and uvea respected Sir— I leave Eilinbnrgh to-monow 
moniintc, but conid not go without troubling you with half a line 
sincerely to thank yon for the kindness, patronage, and friendship yon 
have shewn nie. t often felt the embarrassment of my siagnlar situa- 
tion : drawn forth from the veriest shades oE life to the glare of remark ; 
and honored by the notice of those itlustrioiia names of my country, 
whoae works, while they are applauded to the end of lirae, will ever 
instruct and roeod the heart. However the lueteor-like novelty of my 
appearance in the world might attract notice, and honor me with tlie 
actjnaintauce of the permanent lights of genius and literatare, those who 
are truly lienefactors of the immortal nature of nian, I knew very well 
that my utmost merit was far nneqaal to the task of preserving that 
character when once the novelty was over : I have mode up my mind 
tliat abuse, or almost even neglect, will not surprize me in my qnarteis. 

I have sent you a proof -impress! on of Beugo'e work for me, done on 
India paper, aa a trifling but sincere testiniony with what heart-warm 
gratitude I am, &c. K. B. 

Both the good senae and the self-complacency of Blair are 
admirably illustrated by his kind but egotistical and stilted reply : 

ABOTLK-sqnAU. EDiMsmian, 4lt Man ITST. 
Dear Sir— I waa favored this forenoon witli your very obliging 
letter, togetlier with an impression of your portrait, for which I retnrn 



^..1 I iniIiJixljoil 1* ani] nftenvanit 

on font tlic iiii<lerlnkiiig for collectin<; niul piililisliii 
(hiiiin : iinil 1 have ftlivftj's coimiilercil tliia n« n iiiori 
my life. 

Vi>iir fitu.itioii, tm you say, was indeed very aingult 
]>roiiglit out all at once from tlie aliadea of deepest priv 
aliare of public notice and observation, yoa had to atani 
I am happy that yon have stood it to w«ll ; and, aa far i 
or lieMd, though in the midst of many tempUtioiw, will 
yoQT ohannt^t wA behftvioiu. 

Yon are now, I preiiume. to relire Ut a more [irivate w 
I tnist will conduct yourself there witli indiiHtry, pnidei 
Von have laid the foandation for jiint jintilic eiteeiii. 
of those eniployinenta which your nitiiation will render p 
nnt,-) hope, neglect to proniot« that estteni, by cuttiratin 
and attending to iuch prodnctions of it as may mUe your 
highm-. At the wnie time, be not in too great a haste to 
Take time and leisure to improve and mature yoor talents 
iiecond production you give the world, your fate ns a poet v 
depend. There Is no doubt a gtoss of iiovelty, which t) 
As yoo very |)roperly hint yourself, yoa are not to lie snrpr 
rural retreat you do not find yoninelf surrounded with Uiat | 
and applaune which here shone upon yon. No man can h 
without being somewhat of a phllosojiher. He must lay hi 
any one, who exposes himself to puhiic olwcrvation, wll 
meet with the atUicks of llliliemi censure, which it Is a 
overlook and despise. He will lie inclined sometimes to 
mill lo disappear from puhlie view. Be will not affect ta 
that lie may at proper senwiiis come forth with more 
energy, fa —'" lot think hinmelf negleet^Hl if '■" '- - 
I have taitc.. li"""-'- 
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aaaded yoa will not easily flnd » more generous anil better-hearted pro- 
prietor to live under tlian Mr Miller. When jou return, if yon come 
this way, I wilt lie happy to lee yon, and to Icnovr concerning yonr future 
plana of life. Yon will find nie by tbe 22d of this month, not in my 
lionBO in Argyle- square, bnt at a country house at Kestntrig, about a 
mile east from Edinbnrgli, near the Mnsselburgh road. Winliing you alt 
sncceas and proeperity, I am, with real regard and esteem. Dear sir, Yann 
sincerely, Hugh Blair. 



Bnma hod become acquainted during thia npring with a ^onng 
man who afterwards figurea largely in his corraspondence. lliia 
was Robert Ainslie, afterwards well known aa a Writer to the 
Signet in Edinbutgh, and, late in life, oa a la; theologian. Ainslie 
was serving hia apprentioeship i» the office of Samuel Mitchelson 
in Carmbber's Close — a personage, hy the way, who is otherwise 
connected with Scottish literature ; for the haggia scene in 
Humphrey Clinker is nnderatood to have been drawn fram an 
actual occurrence in hia house, when Smollett was one of hia 
guests. Ainslie was aa thonghtlesa and light-hearted as a writer'a 
apprentioa could well be, and only twenty-one years of age;* 
though he was clever and intelligent, it is probable that bis gooil- 
nature and love of fun were his principal attiactions in the eyes of 
the Poet. 

Bums was now preparing for a tour of the south of Scotland, 
nnd had secured, for part of the time at least, the company of 
young Ainslie, who had obtained a fortnight's leave of abaence to 
visit his relatives in Berwickshire. Before starting, the poet sent 
a letter to James Johnson, an engraver, who had commenced 
the preparation of a collection of all Scottish songs, arranged for 
the pianoforte. The Poet had entered into Johnson's design 
with the greatest cordiality, become a contributor of songa of his 
own composition, and obtained for tbe work old songs and 
airs hitherto inedited. When the first volume appeareil, at the 
end of May, it was found to contain two acknowledged eonga by 
'Mr Bums' — 'Green grow the Rashes' and 'Young Peggy 
blooms our bonniest lass ' — besides two of inferior quality which 
have since been placed to hia account, and which are preserved in 
a subordinate part of the present \vork.t 

* nabert Alnille vu bom Rt B«n7««ll, n<*r Dniu, on Jwnwy II, ITM 



.^..1 ur Blacklock. 

* rtiewell, iny dear Sir ! 1 wished to have seen >( 
dreadfully throng [biiBy], as I niarcli to-morrow. Ha 
with you been a little older, I would have asked the U 
respondence, as I have met with few people whose c 
versation gave me »o much pleasure, because I hi 
whose sentiments are so congenial to my own. 

When Dunbar and yoa meet, tell him that I left Ed: 
idea of him hanging somewhere about my heart. 

Keep the original of this song till we meet again, wht 
be. 

The Poet seems to have been pleased with Bex^ 
of his 'phiz,'- which had been prepared for his secon 
he had three dozen proof impressions of it printed on 
paper.t These copies he presented to his more partic 
among them Blair | and William Tytler of Woodho 
copy to the latter was sent with a poetical addresa 

ADDRESS TO WILLIAM TYTLER, E 

Severed defender of beauteous Stuart, § 
Of Stuart, a name once respected ; 

A name which to love was the mark of a true ! 
But now 'tis despised and neglected. 

* Then is foms nuaa to nippoM that Bonn made a rapid asonrsloft In 
the interval baiwaaa tlia datea of tlia two last letters, at a joonial kei>t >"* 
tice of GoTiiigUm Mains baa Um following entry : 

[1787]*Mavi " 
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Tho' sometning like moisture conglobea in my eye, 

Let no one misdeem me disloyal : 
A poor friendlesB wand'ret may well claim a sigh, 

Still more, if that watid'rer were royal. 

My fathers that name have rever'd on a throne : 

My fathers have fallen to right it; 
Thoee fathers would spurn their degenerate son, 

That name should he scoEGngly slight it. 

Still in prayers for King George I most heartily join. 

The Queen, and the rest of the gentry : 
Be they wiee, be they foolish, is nothing of min^ 

Their title's avow'd by my country. 

But why of that epocha make such a fuss, 

That gave us th' Electoral* stem t 
If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I'm sure 'twas as lucky for them.f 

But loyalty, truce ! we *re on dangerous ground : 
Who knows how the fashions may alter] 

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound, 
To-morrow may bring us a halter I 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 
But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your eye, 

And ushers the long dreary night : 
But you, like the star that athwart gilds the sky, 

Your course to the latest is bright. 

He wu hliDHir tnlned to tha Icgll pnlMalon, and [inctiHd u a Writer to the SlgHt from 
1714 till hli dmth. Ha bad publlibad, la 1T», A* XiitiKrv, HltforCail and Olliail, lata 
llu ErUma againit Jfary Qnm «! Seoti (3 Toli.X vlilch wai a detance agalnib •rhat Ita 
■utlior believed lo be tbe calumnlo at Robertoon and Hume. It wa> luacleiitlr popular b> 
be uuulated Ibto French tu 17T2. Alexander Fnutr TytUr, Imi Woodhonaelee, ma a boo 
or William TyllFr : Patrick Praaar T^ler, tlie hUtorlan, a grandeon. 

• Variation— 'Ibe Hanover.' 

I Id Canlf'g edition (ISOQ), lion 1-4 ot thl( TMw in omItM. Thalr pliM li inlipllMl 
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My muse [lie adds] jiit«il me bsre, anil turned a conier oa me, and I 
have not gut agaiQ into Lcr good gntcea. . . . Do me tlie juxUve t«t 
l>cliere me sincere in my grateful reineiubrauce of tlie many civilities 
yuLt linve lionored me witli unce I came to Edinliurgli, and in asnuring 
you tliat 1 have tlie honor U) be, revered Sir, Your obliged aiid very 
bumble iiervaat, Kobkkt JiuBNS. 

LAWtnuBin, frUlai luimi (tUi jr«t ITST). 

TO THE KAEL of ULKNCAIRN. 

My Lord— I go away tomorrow morning early, and allow me lo vent 
tliB fulness of my heart in thanking your LoiilBhip for all (bat iiatronoge, 
that benevolencM<, and that frieiidnliip with which you have houured me. 
With brimful eyex, I )>ray that yoa may find, iu that great Being wfaiiHC 
image you so nobly bear, that Friend whicli I have found in you. My 
gratitude is not soIGbIi design— tlial I disdain ; it is not dodging after tiid 
he«l of greatness— that is on ofTering yon disdain. It is a feeling uf the 
eame kind with my devotion. R. B. 

Hunis and Ainslie set out on thoir tour on Saturday the 5tli of 
^lay. Thty Imvtlliid on horseback— Burus monnted on a mate, tho 
celebrated ' Jenny Geddos,' which he had bought in Edinbuigh — 
and arrived on the firat evening !\t Bcrrywell, iieiir Duus, the 
tcaidence of Mr Ainalie's father, who ivaa land-steward on the 
Uerwickshire estates of Lord Douglas. Bums kept a journal of 
the tour, entering not merely the events of the road, but observa- 
tions on the persons whom he met. This we shall now give, 
accompanied with explanatory memoranda : 

Left Edinburgh [May 5, 1787]— Lam mernmir Hilln miserably dreary, 
but at times veiy pictaresijue. Langton-edge, a glorious view of the 
Merge— Reach Berrywell— old Mr AinHlie an nncommon character; hiit 
bobbies, agriculture, natural philosophy, and politics. In the finl be is 
unexccptionably the clearest- headed, beat-infornieil man I ever met with ; 
in the other two, very intelligent :— As a man of busiiieea he has uncom- 
mon merit, and by fairly deserving it, has made a veiy decent independ- 
ence. Mi's Ainslie, an excellent, sensible, cheerful, amiable old woman. 
Miss Ainslie—ber person a little emhonpoint, but handsome ; her face, 
particularly her eyes, full of sweetness and good humour— she unites 
thiee qualities rarely to be found together — keen, solid penetiatiou ; sly, 
witty observation and remark j and tlie genllent, most unaffected femaje 
modesty, Douglas, a clever, fine, premising young fellow.* Tlie family- 
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meeting with their brother, uiy CQmpagnon de voyage, very charming ; 
particularly the suiter. The whole family remarkably attached to their 
menials — Mra A. full of stories of the sagacity and sense of the little girl 
in the kitchen. Mr A. high in the praises of an African, his house 
servant — all his people old in his service — Douglas's old nurse came to 
Berry well yesterday, to remind them of its being his birth-day. 

A Mr Dudgeon,* a poet at times, a worthy remarkable character— 
natural penetration, a great deal of information, some genius, and 
extreme modesty. 

Sunday [May 6.] — Went to church at Dunse — Dr Bowmaker a man of 
strong lungs and pretty judicious remark ; but ill-skilled in propriety, 
and altogether unconscious of his want of itf 

During tho discourse, Burns produced a neat impromptu convey- 
ing a graceful compliment to Miss Ainslie. Dr Bowmaker had 
selected a text of Scripture that contained a severe denunciation 
of obstinate sinners. In tho course of the sermon Bums observed 
his companion turning over the leaves of her Biblo with much 
earnestness, in search of the text He immediately wrote the 
following lines, and presented them to her : 

Fair maid, you need not take the hint. 

Nor idle texts pursue : 
Twas guilty sinners that he meant. 

Not Angels such as you 1 1 

Monday [May 7.]— Coldstream— went over to England— Comhill — 
glorious river Tweed— clear and majestic— fine bridge. 

An anecdote relating to this portion of Bums's tour was pub- 
lished by Robert Ainslie many years afterwards : * The weather was 
charming, the travellers youthful and in good spirits, and the poet 
delighted with the fine scenery and the poetical associations con- 
nected with it. When they arrived at Coldstream, where the 
dividing line between England and Scotland is the Tweed, Mr 
Ainslie suggested going across to the other side of the river by the 
Coldstream Bridge, that Bums might be enabled to say he had been 
in England. They did so, and were pacing slowly along on English 
ground, enjoying their walk, when Mr Ainslie was surprised to see 

* William Dudgeon, a Duns fknner as well as ' poet at times/ was the author of a popular 
Scottish song entitled * The Maid that tends the Goati.' He died at Newmaina, Whltekirk, 
In 1818, at the ago of sixty. 

t Dr Bowmaker, who waa ordained to the parish of Dunse in 1760, died In 1797, at tha 
ageof sixty-slx. 

t On Bums leaving Berry well, hfs host presented him with ft copy of tha LetUrt of Junius, 
*in testimony of the most sincere friendship and esteem.' 
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the poKt throw away his hat, and, thua uncovered, ku«i!l down 
wiLh uplifted hands, and apparently rapt in a fit of enthuBiasm. 
Mr Ainslio kept silence, uncertain what was next tji be done, 
when Burns, with extreme emotion, and an expreaaiou of counte- 
nance which his companion cotild never forget, prayed for and 
blesaed Scotland most solemnly, by pronouncing aloud, in tones of 
the deepest devotion, the two concluding atanzaa of the "Cotter's 
Saturday Night:" 

' Oil Scutia ! my dear, my native Hoil I 
i For wbom my warnieet wieli t^i Heaven U sent I 

q Long may thy Jiardy sons of nutic toil 

Be blest with liealth, and pence, and sweet content I 
And oh ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 
From Inxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 

Then, how e'er crowns and coitineta be rent, 
A virtuoas populace may riae tlie wiiile, 
And stand a wall of fire aroiiml tlieir nmdiloved i»le. 

' Oh Thou 1 who ponred tliB patriotic tide. 

That etreanie<l through Wallace'H undaunted liearL 
Who dared to nobly stem tyrannic pride, 
Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God, peculiarly Thou art, 
His friend, inspirer, guardian, and rewaid !) 

Oh never, never, Scotia's realm desert ; 
But still the patriot, and the patiiot l>aird, 
In bright siiccesi-ion raise, lier iirnwiieiit and gnard !'* 



Dine at Coldsti-eam with Mr Ainslie and Mr Foreman— beat Mr F. In 
a dispute about Voltaire. Tea at Lennel House with Mr Brydoue.t Mr 
Brydone a most excellent heart, kind, joyous and lienevolent ; but a good 
deal of the French indiscriminate coin plaisance— from his situation past 
and present, an admirer of everything that bears a splemlid tille, or that 
possesses a large estate. — Mi's Brydone [a daughter of Dr Robertson, the 
historian] a most elegant woman in her (lerson and manners ; the tones 
of her voice remarkably awect— my reception extremely flattering — sleep 
at Coldstream. 

Tuesday [Ma;/ 8,]— Breakfast at Kelso— charm ing situation of Kelso— 
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fine bridge over the Tweed— en clian ting views and prospects on both 
Bides of tbe river, particularly the Scotcli side ; introduced to Mr Scot of 
tlie RoyftI Bank — an excellent modest fellow — tine situation of it— raiiiH 
of Roxburgh Castle— a holly-bush growing where James II. of Scotland 
was accidentally killed by the bursting of a cannon. A small old 
religious ruin and a fine old garden planted by the religions, rooted out 
and destroyed by an English Hottentot— a Toattre ithottl of the Duke's, 
a Mr Cole — climate and soil of Berwickshire, and even Koxburglisbire, 
superior to Ayrshire— bod roads. Turnip and sheep liiubandry, their 
great improvements — Mr McDowal, at Caverton Mill, a friend of Mr 
Ainslie's, with whom I dined to-day, sold his sheep, ewe and lamb 
together, at two guineas a piece — wash their sheep before shearing — 7 or 
8 Ibe. of washen wool in a fleece— low markets, consequently low rents — 
line lands not above sixteen sliillings a Scotch acre- magnificence of 
farmers and farm houses [Farms in Roxburgh and Berwickshire were 
tlien, as now, on a large scale in comparison willi Ayrshire.] — come ap 
Teviot and np Jed to Jedburgh to lie, and so wish myself a good night 

WedHetdai/ [Maj/ S.]— Breakfast with Mr in Jedburgh — a squabble 

between Mis , a crazed, talkative slattern, and a sister of hers, an 

old luaid, respecting a Relief minister— Mbs gives Madam the lie ; and 
Madam, by way of revenge, upbraids her tliat she laid snares to entangle 
the Bud minister, then a widower, in the net of matrimony— go about 
twomileaoutof Jedburgh to a ronp of parks [auction-sale of crope on some 
fields] — meet a polite, soldier-like gentleman, a Captain Rutherford, who 
bad been many years throngh the vnUli of America, a prisoner among 
the Indians — charming, romantic situation of Jedburgli, with gardemi, 
orchards, &c., intermingled among tbe houses— fine old ruins- a once 
magnificent cathedral, and strong castle. All the towns here have the 
appearance of old, rude grandeur, but the people extremely idle— Jed a 
fine romantic little river. 

Dine with Captain Rutherford — tlie Captain a polite fellow, fond of 
money in his farming' way ; shewed a particular respect to my hardship 
— bis lady exactly a proper matrimonial second part for him. Misa 
Rutherford a lieautiful girl, but too far gone woman to expose so much of 
a fine swelling bosom — her face very fine- 
Return to Jedburgh— walk up Jed with some ladies to be shewn 
Love-lane and Blackburn, two fairy scenes. Introduced t« Mr Potts, 
writer, a very clever fellow ; and Mr Somerville, the clergyman of the 
place, a man, and a gentleman, but sadly addicted to punning. 

Dr Thomas Somerville (1741-1830) was author of a HUiory of 
Great Brtlam during the Reign of Queen Anne, wliicli was 
publlBked in 1798. He was uncle nnd fetlier-in-law of Mrs Mory 
Somerville, aii eminent mathematician and pbyaicist. Afler the 
appearance of this passage iu Dr Currie'e memoir of the poet, he is 
said to have abeolutelj abandoned pmining. 
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Tlio walking-party c>f lodioH, Mw - — ■ wid Miaa , Ler bjbWt, 

bufore iii«TUiDn«d. — N.B. — TlieM twu appear ulM luare cuiiifurlably 

Ufjly otid Blupid, anil Imie lua moat EliuckiDgly. Two Mim , Uiler- 

al>ly agreenlile. Alim Hupe, a t(ilei'al>ly prelty (,'ivl, fund of laugliiii); 
ODil fun. iliM IiimluHy, a, );oud-Lniiioured, ajiiiabls )jirt ; rallier eliurC 
et ciii!iuiijioiiU, but IjaiKlKotue, ftud extremely groctsful — beauliful 
liazel eyeu, foil of spirit, and sparltliug tvitli deliuiuim niuiature — an 
eii^a^g face Kit taut eiueiiibU tliat speblu lier uf tliB litui ord^r u( 
female iidiidH — her Biat«r, a iKinaie, Btrappau, ruiy, Bonsie Iobb. Sliake 

myself loose, after several uuHUCcesaful eltbrts, of BIra and Miaa , 

and HOiiieliow or other get hold of MlfS Lindsay'* artn. My lieart ia 
tliAwed iuto melting pluanure after l)«iug so long frozen np in the Grevii' 
Innd bay uf indifference, amid the noise and noosentm of Kdiubnrgh. 
Miiui BeeiLiB very well pleased with my banlHhip'a dintiu^inhini; her | and 
after some slight qualms, which I could ea«ily mark, sbe seta tiio titter 
round at deiiauce, and kindly allowH me to ke«|i my liuid ; and wlieu 
parted by tiie ceremony of my introduction to Mr tiomerville, she met 
me half, to resume my Bituation. JftiCa Zlene—Tlia puet williiti a point 
and a half of being d — ninably in lave — 1 am afraid my bosom vt still 
nearly as niucb tinder an ever. 

The old, croHS'grained, wbiggisb [wnr or pietistical], ngly, ilanderaua 

Miss , with all the poisoDOUB spieen of a disappoinUd, ancient 

maid, stops ine very unseaaonably to ease her bursting breast, by falling 
abusively foul on tlie Miss Lindsays, particularly on my Dulcinea ; — I 
lianlly refrain from cursing her to her face for daring to mouth her 
calumnious slander on one ol the finest pieces of the workmanship of 

AInitghty Excellence I Sup at Mr 's ; vexed that the Bliss Lindsays 

are not of the supper-party, as tliey only are wanting. Mrs and 

Miss still improve infenially on my bands. 

Set out next morning [jl/iiy 10] for Waucbope, the seat of my corre- 
Bpoudeiit, Mrs Scot— breakfast by the way witb IJr Elliot, an agreeablf, 
good -hearted, climate- beaten, old veteran, in tbe medical line; now 
retired to a romantic, but ratiier moorish plnce. on the banks of tbe 
Kuole [KuleJ — bo accompanies us ahiurat to Waucliope— we travej-se tlie 
country to the top of Itiirliester [Boncbester], the scene of an old 
encampment, and Woolee [Wolllcc] Hill. 

Wauchope. — Mr Scot exactly the ligure and face connnonly given to 
tia^cho Panza— very slirewd in bis farming matteif<, ami not unfrequently 
stumbles on what may be called a stron){ thing rather than a good thing. 
Mrs Scut all tbe sense, taste, intrepidity of face, and bold, critical 
decision, which usually distinguish female authors. Sup with Mr Potta— 
agreeable party. Breakfast next niorning [^/«y 111 w>^l> Mr Somervills 
—the bruit uf Mbs Lindsay and my bardship, by means of tlie invention 

ami malice of Missi . Mr Sonierville sends to Dr Lindsay, begyiiig 

biiii and family to breakfast if convenient, but at all events to send Mi»s 
Lindsay : accordingly. Miss Lindsay only comes. I find Miss Undsay 
would soon play tlie devil with me — 1 met witb some little Uiitiering 
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attentions from her. Mro Sonierville an excellent, motherly, agreeable 

woman, and a tine family. Mr Ainslie and Mra S , juurs., with Mr 

, Miss Lindsay, and myself, go to see Esther [Eagton]^ a very remark- 
able woman for reciting poetry of all kinds, and sometimes making Scotch 
doggerel herself— she can repeat by heart almost every thing she has ever 
read, particularly Pope's Homer from end to end — has studied Euclid by 
herself, and, in short, is a woman of very extraordinary abilities. On 
conversing with her, I find her fully equal to the character given of her. 
She is very much flattered that I send for her, and that she sees a poet 
who has put out a book, as she says. She is, among other things, a great 
florist, and is rather past the* meridian of once celebrated beauty. 

I walk in Esther's garden with Miss Lindsay, and after some little 
chit-chat of the tender kind, I presented her with a proofpiint of my Nob, 
which she accepted with something more tender than gratitude. She told 

me many little stories which Miss had retailed concerning her and 

me, with prolonging pleasure — God bless her I Was waited on by the 
Magistrates, and presented with the freedom of the burgh. 

Took farewell of Jedburgh, with some melancholy, disagreeable sensa- 
tions. Jed, pure be thy crystal streams, and hallowed thy sylvan banks I 
Sweet Isabella Lindsay, may peace dwell in thy bosom, uninterrupted, 
except by the tumultuous throbbings of rapturous love ! That love- 
kindling eye must beam on another, not on me : that graceful form must 
bless another's arms; not mine !* 

Kelso. Dine with the Farmer's Club — all gentlemen, talking of high 
matters — each of them keeps a hunter from £30 to £50 value, and 
attends the fox-huntings in the county — go out with Mr Ker, one of the 
club, and a friend of Mr Anslie's to lie. [May 12]— Mr Ker, a most 
gentlemanly, clever, handsome fellow, a widower with some fine children 
—his mind and manner astonishingly like my dear old friend Kobert 
Muir, in Kilmarnock — every thing in Mr Ker's most elegant — he oflers to 
accompany me in my English tour. Dine with Sir Alexander Don— a 
pretty clever fellow, but far from being a match for his divine lady [Lady 
Harriet Don, sister of the Earl of Glencairn]. A very wet day. . . . 
Sleep at Stodrig again, and [Sunday^ May 13] set out for Melrose— visit 
Dryburgh, a fine old ruined abbey — still bad weather — cross Leader, and 
come up Tweed to Melrose — dine there, and visit that far-famed, glori- 
ous ruin — come to Selkirk, up Ettrick— the whole country hereabout, 
both on Tweed and Ettrick, remarkably stony.f 

* IsabellA Lindsay and her sister lived with their brother, a jroang surgeon in Jedburgh. 
Isabella married Adam Armstrong, who held a situation under the Russian government. 
She died young, leaving (bur children ; the youngest son rose to be a general, and director 
of the Imperial Mint at 8t Petersburg. Peggy, the yotmgest sister, died shortly after 
Bums's visit, at the age of twenty- two. 

t 'I have often heard Dr Glarkson tell, with a heavy heart and a loss of all patience with 
himself, that when Mr Anslie and Bums arrived at Selkirk that evening, "they were Just 
like twa droukit craws." The doctor and other two gentlemen were sitting in Veitch'it Inn, 
near the West Port, taking their glaas (fbr Selkirk has a West Port as well as BdinbuighX 
When the travellers arrived, the two within viewed them out at the window as they alighted, 
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It, in ]iltiiii Unit liuriis wim diwiipoinUHl uf liis intetiikd vitiit 
Hid Vdii ill Yiirruw. Itniii M-i!tnit to Imve forced liini to tnke 
ToUino ill tlio inn nl 8ulkitk. TIiu Ettrick, however, which wna 
nUo to him clnMiuiil, by virtue of n line ]Nistoiul song, wu now tu 
hi* ken, for it ruim by Selkirk. 

TIio I'ctot ieariiB to linvn itpent [iiirt of tlio Jiiy in penniug 
a luller, contniiiing Hiiniu veraes, to his [lubliaher, who had jaat 

gOIlO tl) l.l>lllluiL. 

TO W1M.IAM L-RUBCll, KS((. 

e)lI.KII>N, IMA Man 1''^- 

Mv iliiNOKKii l''niiCNi>~Tlie tnoluMtit Iluive jimt wrot«, iiearlyexlem- 
(miv, 111 A Military Iiiii in itolkirk, »(t«i' a iiiiaenilik wet day's riiliog. I 
Imvn been ever iniwt of Etint Lollilaji, Berwick, Roxliurgh, and Belkirk 
aliirw, ami n«iit week I Ix-itin n tour tlirougli tfie iiortli of England. 
VwiMrilay, I tllned with Lady Harlots Bi>t«r to any noble patron, Quern 
Dmt ceuiriivil I 1 wuiilil wiit« U11 I wuulil tlie yon an iiiuoli with dull 
jiiwie a" I lUw luiy liy lliln lime you are willi ii iclclied vei-se ; but 1 am 
Jaili'il to iWlli; so, n-iti) a grateful farewell, I Lave tlie honor to he, 
(iiHxt Kir, youni Binceii>ly, R. B. 

Tiio ' iudosc-l ' WAS the follo\vitig set of vor^es : 

WILLIE S AWA'. 

AmM .-hiK-kii- * Kwkio 's t siir -iistn-st, 

IViwii linioiis hor mice wecl buriiishM crert, '•«<* 

Kao joy her t>oiiie biiskit nest doomed 

Can yiolil nvii. m»ii 

Her darling bitvl tlint slu- lo'fs best — lovts 

■\Villio, '8 iiwa. 

mikI (vitAlul^v c>um4^Al no x'fry bii:h olkiniou of Ihftii, In ■ «hort lifiip. hoT«T(r^ they attit 
Mr V*ln*h loihf .Uvlor uiil bis ftiMiJ*, h^jimtin^: |wrTUK»ion for I wo flntir^rs lo litf m 

VnTirh Ahl tkt t\-«.'M th-t wll n^v : Ihr on^ fp^iVf mTW' htif * grutJrmui, tHU th^ Plbrr vfts 
It «ll\n-pT^K\Albj rKlLV^ »^ titf} PrrianAl lon-liull Ibtltl, vmilltlf thnu hvnl tluil Ibry vpit 
■i^iT; IJify *»** m^^hl #lv«ltfrF. mnj oMt^nl lo p.^ jtriy, Tht ikvtor sa* lli^ni nJf off 
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Willie was a witty wigbt, 

And had o' things an unco' sleight, 

Auld Reekie ay he keepit tight, 

And trig an' braw : 
But now they *11 busk her like a fright — 

Willie *s awa ! 



ancommon knowledge 

kept 

nefit— handsome 

dress 



The stiffest o* them a' he bow'd ; 
The bauldest o' thera a' he cow'd ; 
They durst nae mair than he allowed, 

That was a law : 
We 've lost a birkie weel worth gowd : 

Willie *s awa ! 



boldest 
dared— more 

fellow— gold 



Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks * and fools, 
Frae colleges and boarding schools. 
May sprout like simmer puddock-stools 

In glen or shaw ; 
He wha could brush them down to mools- 

Willie *s awa ! 



From 

summer toad^stools 

wood 

the dust 



The brethren o* the Commerce-Chaumer t 
May mourn their loss wi' doolfu* clamour ; 
He was a dictionar and grammar 

Amang them a* ; 
I fear they *\l now make mony a stammer : 

Willie 's awa ! 



doleAil 



Nae mair we see his levee door % 
Philosophers and Poets pour, 



No more 



* 'Gawky/ a simpleton; 'tawpy/ UHually applied to an indolent, spiritless woman; 
*gowk,' literally, the cuckoo— secondarily, a fool. 

t The Chamber of Commerce in Edinburgh, of which Creech was secretary. 

t Creech lived on familiar terms with many of the literary Scotsmen of his day. His 
house, in one of the elevatM floors of a tenenii^nt in the High Street, accessible fh>m a 
wretched alley called Craig's Clofte, was fireqiieiited in the mornings by company of that 
kind, to such an extent that the meeting used U) be called Creeek'B Tavu. Bums here 
enumerate]^ as attending it, Dr James Gregory (1753-1821), Alexander Fraser Tytler, 
afterwards Tx>nl Woodhouselee (1747-1813), Rev. William Greenfield, Henry Mackenzie, 
and Dugald Stewart. 



• vat. ACtOt'} 



Tytler's and ( Jrcentiold's modest (^'raco ; 
M'Kenzie, Stewart, such a brace 

As Koiue ne'er saw ; 
They a' maun meet some ither place, 

Willie 's awa ! 

Poor Bums ev'n ' Scotch drink * caiina quick 
He cheeps like some bewilder'd chicken 
Scar'd frae its roinnie and the cleckin 

By hoodie-craw ; 
Grief 's gien his heart an unco kickin, 

Willie 's awa ! 

Now ev'ry sour-mou'd gimin' blellum, 
And Calvin's folk,''*' are fit to fell him ;t 
Ilk self-conceited critic skellum I 

His quill may draw : 
He wha could brawlie ward their * helium* — 

Willie *s awa ! 

Up wimpling stately Tweed I Ve sped, 

And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 

And Ettrick banks now roaring red 

While tempests blaw ; 
Kill- <>•••»»—— — 
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And lastly, stnekit out to bleach itnuhad 

In winter snaw ; maw 

When I forget theo, Wilub Ckbbcb, 
Tbo' far awa I 

Kay noTer vicked Fortune toucle him I niin«, toM 

May never wicked men bamboozle him I 

Until a pow aa auld 's Methuaolem J"^~^ 

He, canty, claw 1 shMrfui 

Then to the blessed ^ew Jeniaalem 

Fleet wiugawa!' 

SfoHday [Mat/ 14.]— Cone to Inverleitlien, a fainoai apa, gjid in the 
TidDity at the palace of Traquair, where, having dined, and dmnk some 
Gallnway-wliey, 1 liere remiuu till to-morrow — taw Elibanka and 
Eliliraea, on tlie other side of the Tweed. 

Bums, 80 far aa can be gathered, bad no motive for making thia 
digression of twenty miles up the Tweed, except a desire to see 
certftiu places referred to in Scottish song. At Innerleithen, 
where ha spent the afternoon and night of Monday, he saw the 
Buth aboon Traqiiair. 

He was similarly interested in Elibank, an old cautle situated 
amongst hanging woods, mainly porliaps because of an old free- 
spoken Bong, the burden of which is ' Flibank and Flibracs.' Such 
were the fancies which led him into twenty-mile digressions on 
this tour. 

Ttietdm/ IMnj/ 15.]— Bmnk tea yesternight at Pim, with Mr Hora- 
Imrgh.— Break fiwted to-day witli Mr Ballantyne of Hollowlie [HolyleeJ. 
-Proposal for a four-horse team, to coninat of Mr Scot of AVanchope, 
Fittieiand : Logan of Loptn, FitUefurr : Ballantyne of Hollowlie, Fore- 
wynil I Hnnibiir),'h of Hnnbnrgli. Dine at a cointtiy inn, kept by a miller, 
inEarlaton, the birtli-place and residence of the celebrated Thomas a 
Kiiymcr- saw the ruins of lib castle — come te Berrywell. 

Tliongh be tekes no notice of the circumstence, his reason for 
a detour by lUrlston was doubtless his desire to see the much- 
sung CoieiienienoKeg. 

Wrdntiday [May 10.]— Dine at Dunse with the Farmers' Chib com- 
pany— impnsBiblo to do them justice — Rev. Mr Smith,* a famous punster, 
• Andmr Sinltb. mlnlMm ot Ungton, Prwbytarr or Dniii, fmn ITW till hb ilMth In 
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ji<l inventor nf the thi'Mhlng- 

Tliiirsdny [Mny 17.]— breakfast at Berrywell, and walk into Dunse to 
see a fanioua knife made 1iy » cutlet- tlierc. and to be presented Ut an 
ftalian prince. ^A pleasant riile witli my friend Mr Riibert Ainslie, and 
liiH finter, to Mr TlioiiiNon'B, a man who lias newly cniniiienced fanner, 
and lias nianieil a Mias I'atly Grieve, formerly a flame of Mr Ilo1>ert 
Ainelie's. Coinpany^Misn Jacky Grieve, an amiable sister of Mrs 
ThomsoiiH, and Mr Uotxl, an lioneat, worthy, facetious farmer, in the 
neigh iMini'liDod. 

A letter written at Benywell gives Borae curioiia particulars 
regarding his voiuiue : it ta addreBsed to n Paisley ronmifactuter, 
whom tlie bard playfully stylcB 'bookseller,' id olhisioii to his 
success ill disposing of ii considerable number of copies of the 
recently publislied volume ; 



MR PATTISON 



'BOOKSELLER,' PAISLEY, 



Dear Rir— I am sorry I was ont of Etlinbnigh, making a alight 
pilgrimage to the classic scenes of this country, when I was favoni'eil 
with yours of the lltli instant, inclosing an order of tlie Paixley Banking 
Company on the Royal Bank, for twenty-two pounds, seven shillings 
sterling, payment in full, after carriage deducte<l, for ninety copies of my 
book I sent yon. According to your motions, f see yciu will have left 
Scotland before this reaches you, otherwise I would send you ' Holy 
■Willie ' with all my licait. I was so hurried that I aliwdutely forgot 
several things I ought to have minded, among the rest, sending books 
" ' rs will be luiswered at Creech's shop, 
n-subscribers {>oy six shillings, this is 
: subscribed, though their names have 
t, which is very incorrect, they are 
I Has not at Glasgnw, nor do I int«iid 
B is very idle to tell so many lies on a 
poor I'oet. When you or Mr Cowan write for copies, if you should 
want any, direct to Mr Hill at Mr Creech's shop, and I write "to Mr Hill 
by this post, to answer either of your ordei-s. Hill is Mr Creech's first 
clerk, and Creech himself is presently in London. I su|ipose I slinll have 
the pleasure, against your return I*) Paisley, of assurin<; you how much 
I am, I>ear Sir, Your obliged humble sen'aiit. K. U. 



o Mr Cownn, but any onler of yoi 
You will please remerulier that nr 
Creech's protit ; but those who hav 
been neglccteil in the printed lii 
sup|die<] at the suliacriptiun price. 
for Loiidon ; and I think &frs Fa: 



Lv Mclkl 



<17I(>. 



ill) WM I 



Iwright «t Honii 
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Ab promised, lio vrote 

TO MR PETER HILL,* 
CARE OB MR CRRECH, BOOKSELLER, EDINBCKOH. 

Dr. Sik— If Mr Alexr. Pattboo, or Mr Cowan from Pftblefi or 
in geuer&l any other of those to whom I have sent copies on credit 
before [apply to you), yon will give them what number they demand, 
when they require it ; provided always that tlioee who are non Bubecribera 
bIihII pay ono shilling more than snbscribem. This I write t^i you when 
1 am miserably foa [full = dmnk], coDtequently it must be the senti- 
ments of my heart. Robebt Burns. 

JVoy ITU, ITBT. 

A young man living in Duns, named Symon (iniy, had 
taken to verse-making, and hearing that Bums was at Berrywell, 
took the liberty of submitting a specimen of his work to the tatter's 
judgment. The poet gave it a hasty penisal, and returned it with 
the remark : 

Symon Gray, 

You 're dull to-day. 

Symon, not abashed, immediately sent a fresh packet, which the 
poet as quickly returned, with an inscription on the outside ; 

Dulneu, with redoubled sway. 
Has seized the wibi of Symon Gray. 

Two rebuffs were, however, insufficient to take the edge off Symon's 
vanity, and he sent a third packet containing several of his most 
elaborate performances. It came too late for Burns to pay it any 
immediate attention, as he was about to proceed on on excursion 
to the eastern parts of the country ; but on his return a few days 
after to Berrywell, he took it up, and gave its author the eoup-de- 
grUce, ex follows : 

Dear Simon Grat, 

The other day, 
When you sent nie some rhyme, 
I could not then just ascertain 
Its worth, for want of time, 

• Peter Hill OTH-lMrr) wu Craecb'i dtrk irhtn Um port in«t tiLm. In ITSS he itaHed 
on hia own Kcount *• ■ bookwller, and the mibHiinent cormpnndencs between the poet 
■ud the book»11«r contain! evldance that Biimi mtuit hiYe bed an eitnoidlnu? llbruy. 
am bacama treaannr or Rdlnbuish dty and aluo ot HsrhHa RoaplUl. Ra waa appotatad 
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Ent now to-day, good 5Ir Gray, 

1 've remJ it o'er and o'er, 
Tried all my skill, but find I 'in still 

Just wberc I was before. 
Wp, auld wives' minionB, gie our opinions, 

Solicited or no, 
Then of its faultx, my honeet tlioughta 

[ '11 give — and here they go. 

The opinion of Burns cannot bo given in its entirety ; bn 
ide;i of its general bearing may be gathered from one passage : 
Such damned bombiwit no age that's past 
Will nhew, or time to cotne. 

Friday [May 18.]— Kiila to Berwiok— An iille town, milely pictnreaqnA I 
— Meet Lord Errol in walking ronnd the walls— His Lordship's flnttensg,'] 
notice of me^Dine witli Mr Clumde, nierchant— notliing particular is ( 
company or convernntion — Come np a bold shore, nmi over a 
country to Eyemouth — »up am) sleep at Mr Orieve's. 

Saturday [May 19,]— Spent the day at Mr Grieve'a — made a Royal- 
ftrcli Mason of St Abb's Lotlf^e. Mr Win. Grieve, the oldest brother, 
a joyona, warni-bearted, jolly, clever fellow— taken a hearty alftsc, and 
sinR" a gnod song. Mr Robert, his brother, and partner in trade, a fjooil 
fellow, hilt says little — take a sail after dinner — fishing of all kinds 
pays tithes at Eyemouth. 

The entry made on this occasion in the lodge-books is as follows : 

BTEMnrTH, 19H M-j/ 1787. 

At a general encampment held this day, the following brethren were 
made Itoyal Arch Masons — namely, liolicrt ItiirnR, from the Lodge of St 
James's, Tarbolton, Ayrsiiire, and Robert Ainslie, from the Lo<Ige of St 
Luke's, EdinburEli, by James Cannichael, AVni. Grieve, Daniel Dow, 
John Clay, Ro1>ert Grieve, &c, &e. Rolicrt Ainslie paid one guinea 
oilmission dues ; but on account of R. Burns'a remarkable poetical genius, 
the encampment unanimonsly agreed to admit him gratis, and considered 
themselves honoured by having a man of such shining nbilitien for one of 
their con)|)aninns. 

Extractfd from the Minute-book of the Lodge by Thomas BowhUl. 

Burns makes no allusion in his journal to a country-gentleman 
of this neighbourhood, with whom, undoubtedly, he was at some 
period of his life acquainted — Mr Kenton of Lamerton, At 
Mordington House, Mr Benton's residence near Berwick, he would 
have been certain of a cordial welcome. There is some reason to 
think that Mr Kenton attempted, on this very occasion, to form 
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an appointment with Buras for a meeting and a ride together, 
for a note in the poet's handwriting wns subecquently found 
among Mr Renton'a papers : 

Your billut, air, I grant receipt : 

Wi' you I 'II canter ony gate, an^dimction 

Though 'tweie a trip to yon blue warl' world 

Whare birkios march on burning marl : (aUon 

Then, sir, God willing, I '11 attend ye. 

And to his goodness I commend ye. — It. Burns. 

Sundat/ [Mai/ 20.] — A Mr Kobinson, brewer at Ednani, eet« oat irilh 
ns to Dunbar. 

Tlie Miss Grieves very good girJB. — My banbihip's heart got a brash 
from MiRs Betsey. 

Mr Willibiii Grieve's attachment to the family-circle so fond, that 
when he is out, which hy the bye ia often the case, he cannot go to bed 
till he sees if all his sisters are sleeping well— Pass the famous Abbey of 
Colli inghain, anil Peoae-b ridge— Call at Mr Slieriff's, where Mr A. and I 
dine — Mr 9. talkative and conceited. I talk of love to Nancy the whole 
evening, while her brother escorts home some conipanions tike himself — 
Sir Jamee Hall of Dunglasa, having heard of uiy being in the neighbonr- 
bood, comes to Mr SherifT'e to breakfast — [May 21]— takes me to see his 
fine scenery on the stream of Dunglasa — Dunglasa the moat romantic, 
Bweet place I ever saw— Sir James and his lady a pleasant happy couple. 
He points ont a walk for which he has an uncommon respect, as it was 
made by an aunt of his, to whom he owes much." 

Miss will accompany me to Dunbar, by way of malting a parade 

of mu as a sweet heart of hers, among her relations. Bhe mounts an old 
cart-horse, as huge and as lean as a house ; a runty old aide-saddle without 
girth or stirrap, hut fastened on with an old pill ion -girth —herself as fine 
as hands conld make her, in cream-coloured riding-clothes, liat and 
feather, &e.— I, OHlmnieil of my situation, ride like the devil, and almost 
shake her to pieces on old Jolly — get rid of her by refusing to call at her 
ancle's with her. 

Past throngh the most glorious com conntry I ever saw, till 1 reached 
Dunbar, a neat little town — dine with Provost Fall.t an eminent nierchant, 
and most respectable character, but undescribahle, as he exhibits no 
marked tnuts. Mm Fall, a genins in painting ; fully nmre clever in the 
line arte and sciences than my friend Lady Waiichope, without her con. 

• Blr Juuei Hill a'Bl-lSK) wu s weU.known ehcrulit ind gwlogUt. H« vroM 
HTsnl papen to rapport and llliutnts tb< Huttoiilin thwr? of tli« euth, ind for > 
tlinitniPretlrlent of the Baynl Society otBdLiiburgh. Hlnucondion wu thsmll-knDwii 
Ciptaln Bull Hill, ninl offlcer. trmreller, iind Mend of Scott. 

t Provost VtM wu Bid to ba of glpiy, or ' Ft,' orl^n. Ths (kmllf of Fall tgan Iwscly 
tn the hlntory ot Dunlmr. Tliclr hoiuM w«a lOr more tlwD * «Dtui7 ana of tlie ebist mar- 
Chant Iiouwn In tha poantiy. 



iiiuBiiing Imd oF linshful niixlesty into 

confiilence. She wanteil Ui see what sort of iiirte sh^ 
unci to let liini know, that tliough Dunbar wnn but a 
«ns not deiititiite of [leople of parts. 

ISrcnkfaxt next morning {May 22] at Skaleraw, at > 
uf great note.— Mr Le«, an excellent, liMpit&ble, Boci 
oliliah ; warm-hearted and chatty— « maet judiciona, 
Mr Lee detoina me till next moraing— Company at ( 
acqnaiotance Dr Bowmaker, a nverend, rattling old I 
Ueut«nai)ti ; a ooiuiii of the landlord'*, a fellow who«e li 
kind which deceifed me in a gentleman at Keleo, 
deoNved me : « goodly tumdaonie Bgun and face, which 
give tlietii credit for parta uhkli they have not. Mr ( 
cleverer fellow, bub whose looks a little cloudy, and 1 
ratlier ungainly, with an every day observer may pr«jiidii 
against Iiini. Dr Brown, a medical yoniig gentleman fr 
fellow wbofie face mid manners arc open and engaging. lit 

for Duttse next day [May 23], along with Collector , a '. 

abilities, and bashfully diffldent to an exli-ome. 

Found Miss Ainslie, the amiable, the sensible, tbe go 
the sweet Minn Ainslie, all alone at Berry ivell.—Heavenl; 
know the weakness of human hearts, eu|>{i<>rt mine t W 
tuiint I see only to remind nie tliat I cannot enjoy it ! 

I^mmermair Hills, from East Lothian to DuDH ver; 
with the Farmers' Club at Kelso. Sir John Humaand Mr L 
but notliing worth remembrance when the following cireun 
cidered — I walk into Dunne before dinner, sad out to Bei 
evening with Miss Ainslie~how well-bred, how frank, lion 
("'harming Rivchel I may thy bosom never lie wning by the 
life of iorrowB, or by the villainy of this ivn'i^'- 
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ilireclion ouly for a week ; afterwiirds direct to me at Moesgiel, aear 
Manchliue. To-day I Bet OQt for a ride thro' Northnmberlandshire. I 
beg yon or Mr Creech will acqutunt lue whenever lie retnnu. I am. 
Dear Sir, yours, Robkrt Burns. 

BuutYwiLL, Mtk Mat 1^87. 

P.S. — I reed, a bill from Mr FattiMO, which he has wrote to yon 
about My letter granting receipt had niiicanied, but I have wrote bin) 
again to-day. K. B. 

Thurtday [May 24.}— Mr Ker and I set oat to dine at Mr Hood's on 
onr way to England. 

I atii taken extremely ill with atrong feverish syDiptonw, and take a 
eervant of Mr Hood's to watch nie all night— embittering remoree ecana 
my fancy at the gloomy forebodiugB of death.— I am determined to live 
for the futnre in iuch a manner as not to be scared at the approach of 
death — I ant rare I could meet him with indifference, but for 'The some- 
thing beyond the grave.' Mr Hood agrees to accompany us to England 
if we will wait till Sunday. 

Friday {May i^.]— I igo with Mr Hood to tee a roup of an unfortunate 
farmer's stock — ri^^id economy, and decent industry, do ynn preserve me 
from being the principal dramatU periona ia such a scene of horror I 

Meet my good old friend Mr Aiiislie, who calls on Mr Hood in the 
evening to take farewell of i>iy Innlsliip. This day I feel myself wann 
with sentiments of gratitude to the Great Preserver of men, who has 
kindly restored me bo health and strength ouce more. 

A pleasant walk with my young friend Douglas AlnsUe, a sweet, 
modest, clever yonng fellow. 

Sunday, 27lh May. — Cross Tweed, and traverse the moors through a 
wild country UU I reach Alnwick— Alnwick Castle, a seal of the Duke of 
Northumberland, furnished in a most princely manner.— A Mr Wilkin, 
agent of Hia Grace's, shows us the house sud i>oIicif». Mr Wilkin, a 
discreet, sensible, ingenious man. 

Monday [May 28.}— Come, still through hy-ways, to Warkworth, 
where wo dine.— Hermitage and old castle. Warkworth situated very 
picturesque, with Coquet Island, a small rocky spot, the seat of an old 
mnnnst«ry, facing it a little in the sea ; and the small but romantic river 
Coquet running throngh it. — Sleep at Morpeth, a pleasant enough little 
town, and on next day [May 29] to Newcastle.- Meet with a very agree- 
able, sensible fellow, B. Mr Chattox, who shews nsa great many civilities, 
and who dines and sups with us. 

Tuesday seems to have been a blank day. Bums vrote, however, 
a rollicking letter to hia friend Ainslie, descriptive of some of his 
adventures after they had parted : 

MoN CHER CouFAONON DE VOYAGE- Here am I, a woeful wight on 
the banks uf Tyne. Old Mr Thos. Hood has been persuaded to join our 
Partk, ami Mr Kerr and he do very well, but nlss ! I dare not talk non- 



_ , ..jioiiail lieeii iiifurnicil liy tlie Sli — 
nniva!, cftiiie tu lu-cakfast wltli iih ami canitJ tne 
clinimiHg La<ly an<l lie tli.l nic (lie lumor to iiccuiiii 
fomiiiDii llimiiglj llie glorioiiH, ruriimiUc Deaiie uf 1 
not stay iliiinev ; and when I retiiined to my horse, 
ready equi;ip'(l tn eacort me to Dnnbar, with the view o 
of Tiie M a Sweetliesrt among heT reUtiona by the vr\ 
Sh« wu bitnpoudrt, bimJriM in her fine oT«Hm-«olori 
iiifiiiiU^il on an nl<i, duii cartliorao tliut Iiail once been li 
BJila sadille. witliout crnjijier, etimip or girth; ft bridl 
liiiieHli(ul hui hucklea, and a cii>oked,ineanitriiig huelii 
liave bome a place tviCh CToUt in a Kcrnbbing lieaoni. In 
High! and miin when lie saw tlie Deil on Sliant«r-hil1 In t 
Bwine^ — 'My bairatoiHl . . . and I Hwat and trenibleil-' 
)jrevail witli her, no ilistftnt insinuation, no broad liint \ 
Kive over her pur]K>sB ; at last vo^cmI, di^Knlte(l, enraged U 
I pretended a lire-linsta and rode eo bard that alie wtw all 
|iieees on old Jolly, atiil, to iny great joy, fonnd it convtm 
an uncle'a house by tlie way ; I refined to call willi I 
quarrelled and [larted. — Yon eball liear from ine at Dumfri 
R> 
HnroAfTU, taik Hat I'BT. 

WtdHMiiay [May 30,]— I,eft Neweaatle early in the nioi 
over n fine mnintry to Hexham to breakfast^ from Hexlil 
[Wardrew], the celebrated &iia, where we «lept. 

Thuradmj [Mtiy 31.]— Reach Longtown to dine, and \\ 
my good (riendR Messrs Homi and Ker. — A liiiing day in 
urn nncominnnly happy to nee so niany yonnB folks er 
ciiiiie to Catliale. (Meet a Btrnngo enoii<-l' — 
wa_v, in fallinjE in «■''*■ ' 
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with Mr Mitchell, and leave Carlisle. — Come by the coast to Annan. — 
Overtaken on the way by a curious old fish of a shoemaker, and miner 
from Cumberland mines. 

[Here t/ie Manuscript ahruptly UrmiHates,'] 

In the following letter, written from Carlisle, wo first on- 
counter the name of Mr William Nicol,''*' one of the classical 
masters of the High School of Edinburgh, though Burns must 
have been for some time acquainted with him. Of con- 
siderable natural ability and eminently warm-hoarted, Nicol 
almost thrust his friendsliip upon the Poet, whom he sincerely 
admired. Bums, on his part, found in Nicol a congenial 
companion, who heartily denounced religious hypocrisy and 
kindred vices. Ultimately, however, he became quite alive to 
the violence of temper, vanity, and impracticability which 
ruined his friend's professional career. Bums's letter is what he 
himself called a ' Scots fragment.' — written in a broad vernacular, 
which he must have expected to be pleasing to NicoL 

TO MR WILLIAM NICOL. 

Ga&ldlb, Jkiu 1, 1787. 

Kind, honest-hearted Willie— I 'm sitten doun here, after seven 
and forty miles ridin, e'en as forjesket and fomiaw'd as a forfoughten 
cock, to gie you some notion o* my land-lowper-like stravaiguin sin the 
ftorrowfu' hour that I sheuk hands and parted wi' Auld Reekie. 

My auld, ga'd gleyde o' a meere has huchyaird up hill and down brae, 
in Scotland and England, as teugh and bimie as a vera devil Md' me. 
It 's true, she 's as poor 's a sang-maker and as hard 's a kirk, and tipper- 
taipers when she taks the gate first, like a lady's gentlewoman in a 
minuwae or a hen on a het girdle, but she 's a yauld, poutherie Girran 
for a' that, and has a stomach like Willie Stalker's meere that wad hae 
disgeested tumbler- wheels, for slie 'II whip me atT her five stiniparts o' 
the best aits at a down-si ttin and ne'er fash her thumb. When ance 
her ringbanes and spavies, her crucks and ci-amps, are fairly soupl'd, she 

* William Nicol wm the son of a poor tradesman at Dnmbretton, parish of Annan, 
where he was bom in 1744. His fkther died early, leaving his widow, with an only son, 
unprovided for. The son's first education was received fh>m an itinerant teacher named 
John Orr. When but a lad he opened a school in his mother's house. He afterwards 
attended Annan Academy, and passed through the University of Edinburgh, studying arat 
theology and then medicine. On a vacancy occurring in the Higli School of Edinburgh in 
1774, he applied and was successful. He was one of the most popular of masters, and but 
for an irascible temper would probably have outshone most of his compeers. In October 
1795, having three months previously (in consequence of a quarrel with the Rector, Dr 
Adam) resigned his mastership, he opened an academy in Jaclcson's Land, High Street 
This he carried on till his death in April 1797. He is interred in Calton Burying-grouud. 



. , .lie iiiiier was ft clean-sliankit 

.i-iunl wiiicb, na lilytlic'x a lintnliite on a Huuei 

sweet anil iiimtest 's Ei new-Iilawn |iliii]inK>e in n haiile kIi 
Imitli ■•red to nminera 1>y the 1>eiik. niiil oiiie ane o' tlieni 
><iiier1[Iiiin anil rnmlilgumption as tlie lialf o' aonie prei>1i 
mill 1 liaitli ken. Tliey play'd ine bic b deevU o' a shavie 
if my liarigals were tnm'd oat, ye wad iee tw» nick* i' 1 
like the niark o' a kail-wfaittle in a caatock. 

I waa gann to write yon a Ung pystle, but, Gnid forgie 
sel sae notoariotuly Utehify'd tiie day, after kall-tinie, tlu 
Btait«r but and ben. 

Hy boat reapecka ia Uie giudwlf« and »' onr conimoa fr 
Mr tutd Mia Croikahank and the honeat gDidman o' Jock'a . 

I 'II b« in Dnmfriea the mom, gif the heaat be to the 
liranka Itide hale. Gnde be wi'yon, Willie I Amen I 

This letter may be thus tranalnted; — 

Kind, honest-heartkd Willie— I have sat ibwii here, 

ftcven itiUea' hard riiling, as jaded and fiiligned as an over! 

til ^ve you Mine notion of my vagalKind-likfi wandering sinci 

fill liour that I Hliook hands and jinrt«d irith Aiild Reekie [E 

My old galled mare haa holihled up and dou-n hill 
tind England, aa tongh and lively aa a very devil with nic 
alie i» aa poor as a song-maker, and as hard ns a cimrch, 
V lien she takes the rood, just like n Iwly's gentlewoman in i 
n hen on a hot oven ; hnt she ia an alert, spirited beoat notw 
tnd liaa a stomach like Willie Sl«lker's mar«, that wonld hi 
MiTt-wliocls, for she'll whip nie nIT fire-eighths of a Winchi 
f the best oat« at a time, -wltli no diffic-nlly. When - 
^sorted joinbi and spavins, her lanii-""-- - ' 
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I have sauntered over the whole country from Dunbar to Selkirk, and 
have met with many a good fellow and many a well-favoured maiden. I 
met with two line girls, in particular, one of them a fine, plump, com- 
fortable-looking lass, well dressed and pretty ; the other a well-limbed, 
straight, tight, well-favoured wench, as blithe as a linnet on a flowering 
thorn, and as sweet and modest as a new-blown primrose in a hazel- wood. 
They had both acquired manners from the book, and any one of them 
had as much smartness and sense as the half of some of the presbyteries 
that you and I know. They played me such a devil of a prank, that 
if my inside were turned out, you would see two nicks on my heart like 
the mark of a knife on a cabbage-stalk. 

I was going to write a long epistle ; but, God forgive me, I got myself 
so dreadfully tipsy to-day, after dinner, that I can hardly crawl from 
one room to another. 

My best respects to your lady and all our common friends, especially 
Mr and Mrs Cruikshanks, and the honest goodman of Jock's Lodge. 

I shall be in Dumfries to-morrow, if the l)east survive and the bridle 
keep whole. God be with you, Willie ! Amen ! R R 

Burns remained a couple of days in Dumfries, and was presented 
with the freedom of the burgh. His burgess-ticket, which is 
dated 4th June, and was subsequently of use to him, bore this 
inscription: 'The said day, 4th June 1787, Mr Kobert Burns, 
Ayrshire, was admitted burgess of this burgh, with liberty to 
exercise and enjoy the whole immunities and privileges thereof as 
freely as any other does, may, or can enjoy, who, being present, 
accepted the same, and gave his oath of burgess-ship to his Majesty 
and the burgh in common form.' * In Dumfries also he obtained 
the first intimation that the * passions wild and strong,' to which 
he confessed, had again involved him in difficulty. He found a 
pitiful letter, dated May 26, awaiting him from a domestic servant 
in Edinburgh, named May Cameron, asking help, as she was *in 
trouble.' The poor girl, who had to get a friend to write for her, 
did not reproach Bums, nor did she say directly that he was the 
cause of her 'trouble.' She described herself as his 'sincere 
well-wisher,' and apologised for writing : but * out of quarters, 
without friends, my situation at present is really deplorable. I 
beg, for God sake, you will write and let me know how I am to 
do. You can write to any person you can trust to get me a 
place to stay in till such time as you come to town yourself.' 

* WiUiam Clark was the name of the Provost of DumfHes at this time. No record 
appears to be discoverable of any public ceremony having taken place on the occasion. 
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BiiniB niny linve liuld what was then uuiluubleUly tha jiojiulur 
'youTig-nian-aboiit-town' view of an intrigue with a enTVaiitgirl. 
But lie was incapable of behaving cruelly. He at once wrote to 
Ainslie: ' I'lenso call fur the wench; givo her ten or twelve 
shillings, and iiJviae her to some couutry friends.' How Ainslie, 
hiniRulf Dt the time iti a similar predicament, diachnrgod the 
commission outvusted to him has not been definitely ascertoined. 

From Dumfries Burns proceeded to Dalswiiit<m, the esUitc 
!)[' I'ntriek Miller, who, it will be romeuilKTed, had expressed a 
wish tu SCO the pwt settlud on one of his farms, Burns must 
have admired the delightful scenery of this district, but the estate 
itself could scarcely biive been inviting to a farmer's eye, for it was 
nt this time, even by the confession of its owner, in exceedingly 
Und condition. He seems to have lingered about a week in the 
district. Turning huJiieward at length, he pEtased by Sanquhar, and 
arrived at Mauchline on the dth of June. Mrs Begg used to recall 
the arrival of her bnither. He came in unheinldcd, and was in the 
midst of them beforo tbey knew. It was a quiet meeting — for the 
MoBSgiol family had the true Scottish reticence or reserve ; but 
though their wo^la wore few, their feeliugs were strong, 

liurns seems to have taken an early opportunity of calling at Mr 
Armour's, professedly to see his child ; and his reception was more 
cordial than be expected, or even desii-ed. This ai)j>ciirs from a 
letter to Smith, who had now left Mauchliue and was settled 
at Linlithgow ; 

TO Kit JAMES SMITH, LINLITHGOW. 

Maucklihk, m* J«ni 17ST. 
Mr EVER DEAR SiR— I date tilie fi-oiii Mauchline, wliere I arrived on 
Fi-iiUy even last. I atept at John Dow'n, and called for my daughter ; 
Mr Hamilton anil family ; your mother, sister, and broUier ; my quondam 
Eliza,* &c., all, all well. If any thin^; liatl l)eeu wanting to dJHgUBt nie 
eoiii|ilote1y at Amioiir's family, their mean, servile compliance would 
have done it. 

Give me a spiiit like my favourite licm, Milton's Satan : 
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I canuot Bettle to my mind. Farming, tlie only thing of which I 
know anything, an<l, hoaven above knows, but little do I undenttand of 
that, I cannot, dare not, lisk on farms as tliey are. If I do not fix, I 
will go for Jamaica. Should I stay in an unsettled state at home, 
I would only dissipate my little fortune, and ruin what I intend 
shall compensate my little ones for the stigma I have brought on their 
names. 

I shall write you more at length soon ; as this letter costs you no 
postage, if it be worth reading you cannot complain of your })enny- worth. 
I am ever, my dear Sir, yours, li. B. 

P.S. — The cloot* has unfortunately broke, but I have pi-ovided a fine 
bufTalo-horn, on which I am going to affix the same cypher which you 
will remember was on the lid of the cloot 

TO MR WILLIAM NICOL. 

Mauchune, Juiu 18, 1787. 

My dear Friend— I am now anived safe in my native country, after 
a very agreeable jaunt, and have the pleasure to lind all my frien<1s well. 
I breakfasted with your gray-headed, reverend friend, Mr Smith ; and 
was highly pleased both with the cordial welcome he gave me, and his 
most excellent appearance and sterling good sense. 

I have been with Mr Miller at Dalswinton, and am to meet him again 
in August. From my view of the lands and his reception of my bard- 
ship, my ho|)es in that business are rather mended ; but still they are 
but slender. 

I am quite charmed with Dumfries folks— Mr Bumside,t the clergyman, 
in particular, is a man whom I shall ever gratefully rememl>er ; and his 
wife, Gude forgie me I I had almost broke the tenth commandment on 
her account. Sim))licity, elegance, good sense, sweetness of disi)06ition, 
good humor, kind hospitality, are tlie constituents of her manner and 
heart ; in short— but if I say one word more about her, I shall be directly 
in love with her. 

I never, my friend, thought mankind very capable of any thing generous ; 
but the stateliness of the Patricians in Edinburgh, and the servility of 
my plebeian brethren (who ]>erhap8 formerly eyed me askance) since I 
returned home, have nearly put me out of conceit altogether with my 
species. I have bought a iK)cket Milton, which I carry i)eri>etually about 

♦ A snuff-box made of a sheep's lioof. It has been coi\jectared, with a fair show of 
reason, that this was the same snuff-box that lie afterwards presented to Bacon, landlord 
of the Brownhill Inn, Dumfriesshire. 

t Dr William Bunmide was at this time minister of the New Church in Dumfries. He was 
translated to St Micliael's ])arish, in the same town, in 1704. Ho died 6th January 1806, at 
the age of flfty-flve. He wrote a history of Dumfries, a jiortion of which was embodied in 
Bir John Sinclair's Statistical Account, for which it was originally prepared. Dr Bumside's 
wife, Anne, eulogised by Bums, survived her husband thirty-two years, dying In 1838, at the 
age of seventy-nine. 



>iis ilnelf niisembly deranged ii 

iiic walks of bueineKs ; add to all, that tliniiglitlesH f 
liraineil wlihiis, like so many iVjiies ftitni, eternally din 
vi^lit line of bolier ditici'elion, HjMtrkle m itii ste]> Iwwitcliit 
idl) -gaziug eyeH uf tlie |ioor heedless Ilant, till, pop, * he fa 
never to hope again.' God grant this may be an nnrea 
respect to me 1 but slionid it not, 1 have veiy little depen 
kind. I will close my letter with this tribute my heart bii 
— tlie Dianj tie* of aeqnauiluiae aaA friendahip which 1 ka 
have, in life, I have felt along the Unea, and, damn thi 
almoat all of them of uich frail contaxtnte, ttiat I aw Mr 
not itand the breath of the leait advene breen of fbrtni 
yon, my ever dear ilr, I look with eonfldenae for the Apoatc 
shall watt on ne ' thioBgh good report and bad report '—the 
Bolotnon emphatically aajr* * la atrong aa death.' Hy compUi 
Nicol, and all tlie eirale of onr craumon frienda 



P.S.—1 ahall 1m In Edinbtttgh about the latter end of July. 

TlvjQgli Burns had been, in his own opinion at •■ 
practically ilivorcod from Jean Armour, nnil had b 
iiicenaed by lier comluct aud that of her rclativen, he 
lieeii ablo to detach her fruu his heart. He had c( 
passion for several women while resting; in what 
'the Greenland iKiy of indilTcrcm^e ' in Edinlinigh, ■) 
liny he inferred from a letter to Hamilton, asked at leas 
lis wife. Hut, when on returning to Mauchline, he nn 
er father'e house, to which, in win'* --- 
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friends at Mauchline a few days, *he proceeded again to Edin- 
burgh, and immediately set out on a journey to the Highlands ;' 
but ' no particulars of the tour have been found among his manu- 
scripts.' It is nearly certain that Burns did not visit Edinbui^h 
on this occasion. Mrs Begg's impression was Hhat he went 
first to Glasgow, from which he sent home a present to his mother 
and three sisters ; namely, a quantity of mode silkj sufficient to 
make a bonnet and cloak to each, and a gown to his mother and 
youngest sister, the whole being a recognition of their title to a 
share of his good-fortune.' Mrs Begg remembered going for 
rather more than a week to Ayr, to assist in the making-up 
of these dresses ; and when she came back on a Saturday, he 
had returned, and she recollected being requested by him to 
put on her dress, that he might see how smart she looked in it 
Almost the only other certain trace we have of Bums in this 
trip is in the West Highlands. To this district he might be 
drawn by his former feelings towards Mary Campbell It is not 
impossible that he visited her relatives at Greenock. On this 
point, however, there are no facts to draw sentimental or other 
conclusions from. 

It is possible that at this time he may have copied into one of 
his notebooks — it is almost incredible that he should have written 
— a long poem, the sentiments of which certainly harmonise with 
a visit to the grave of Mary in the West Kirkyard. He transcribed 
it in his second Common-place Book. 

ELEGY ON 'STELLA.* 

The foUowing Poem is the work of some hapless, unknown Son of the Mmei, 
who deserved » better fate. There is » great deal of 'The Toice of Cona' in 
his solitary, mournful notes ; and had the sentiments been dothed in Shenstone's 
language, they would have been no discredit even to that elegant Poet. — E* B, 

Strait is the spot and green the sod 

From whence my sorrows flow : 
And soundly rests the ever dear 

Inhabitant below. 

Pardon my transport, gentle Shade, 

While o'er the turf I bow I 
Thy earthly house is circnmscrib'd 

And solitary now. 
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Not oiiB poor atoue to tail tliy tuiiiie 
Or make tliy virtues Icnnwn : 

But what nvoils to uie, U> ihee, 
Tlie Ecnipttire of a Blaine I 



1 11 Kit Die <1own upon tliis turf. 

And wipe ttway lliis t«ar : 
The ciiill blast pASBen swiftly by, 

And Sits nrouod tiiy bier. 

Dark b the dwelling n( tlia L>eaiT, 
And Bud their lioiise of i««l i 

Low lief Ilie liMul l>y Deatli's colli arm 
In ftwetul tolil embroo'd. 

I SAW the glim Aveot^r ntAnd 

[ncesannt by tliy side : 
LnHoen by tliee, his deadly brettth 

TUy JiiijfCj'JDg frame doutroy'J. 

Pale grew the roses on thy cheek. 

And witlicr'd was thy bloimi, 
Till the slow poison bioiifht lliy y.inlh 
Untimely to the tfliiib. 



Tims wiu(t«d ni'e the rank<! of men, 
Yniith, Health, and Beanty full ; 

The rntbless ruin spreads around. 
And overwhelms un all. 

Itehold where, round thy narrow house. 
The gravel unniiniliet'it lie I 

The multitudes that sleep below 
K^iHt«d but to die. 

Some, with the tottering Rtcps of Age, 
Troll down the darliKome way ; 

And some, in youth's lamented piinie. 
Like thee, were torn away. 



Yet theae, however hard their fate, 

Their native earth receives : 
Amid their weejiing friends they died, 
And fill Iheir fatliera' graves. 
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From thy lov*d friends, when first tliy bretith 

Was taught by Heaven to blow : 
Far, far reiiiov'd, the nithless stroke 

Surprised and laid thee low. 

At the last limito of our Isle, 

Wash'd by the western wave, 
Touch 'd by thy fate, a thoughtful bard 

Sits lonely on thy grave. 

Pensive he eyes, before him spread. 

The deep outstretched and vast ; 
His mourning notes are borne away 

Along the rapid blast. 

And while, amid the silent Dead 

Thy hapless fate he mourns, 
His own long sorrows freshly bleed, 

And all his giief returns. 

Like thee, cut off in early youth 

And flower of beauty's pride, 
His friend, his first and only joy, 

His much lov'd Stella, died. 

Him, too, the stem impulse of Fate 

Resistless l)ear8 along ; 
And the same rapid tide shall whelm 

The Poet and the Song. 

The tear of pity which he shed. 

He asks not to receive ; 
Let but his poor remains be laid 

Obscurely in the grave. 

His grief- worn heart, with truest joy, 

Shall meet the welcome shock ; 
His airy harp shall lie unstrung 

And silent on the rock. 

O my dear maid, my Stella, when 

Shall this sick period close ; 
And lead the solitary Bard 

To his belov'd repose ? 

We light upon Burns first with certainty at Inveraray, where he 
was unfortunate ; for the Duke of Argyll had an overabundance 
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of {quests in the castle, and the innkeeper was too much occupied 
with those quartered upon him to have any attention to spare for 
passing travellers. At the inn Burns penned an epigiiim, which 
it is supposed he left inscribed on one of the windows : 

OX INCIVILITY SHOWN HIM AT INVEKARAY. 

Whoe'er he be thtit aojonrna here, 

I pity much his case — 
Unless he conie to wait upon 

The Loni their Goil, ' His Grace.' 

There's naething Lere but Hiirhland pride, 

And Highland scab and hunj^er; 
If Providence has sent me here, 

Twas surely iu an anger.* 

This seems on the surfuce a regrettable act of discourtesy towards 
a highly respected nobleman, t whose name, with that of his 
iluuhe^ stood at the head of tha list ol aahsctihars for his 
Poenig. The next authentic account wo have of Burna's journey 
treats of the homeward route. 



TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE, eniNBURaH. 

Mr DEAR Friend and BnoTnER Arch— I write you this on my tonr 
tliraiigh a country where Havage streams tumble c)ver savage nioimtains, 

■ The Utc Dr H»Wy WiilJell in hl> lifi and IFort. o/ Botjrt fturn. (13T0), gives, from 

' Whoe'er thmi art tlut loilijesC here, 

u«vcn help thy wofii' c»»e : 
Unleu thou coin-«t ta vi.il Him, 
That klngoTklngi, lil> Once. 



To tbt* version l> ntUched the i 
by B. Hiimt, in preaence of Gi 
KalBclent to inike this venlon ' lu 

t John, erih Duk« or Ario'll, 1 
cetebnted beniity, Eliubeth Oun 
■he in*rri«d the Dnlie of ArgyU. 
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thinly overspread with Bavage flocks, which starvingly support as savage 
inhabitants. My last stage was Inverary — to-morrow night's stage, 
Dumbarton. I ought sooner to have answered your kind letter, but 
you know I am a man of many sins. . . .* K. 6. 

He appears to have gone home by Paisley. In a letter 
which appeared in the Liverpool Mercuinf on May 29, 1847, Mr 
John Taylor, cotton-broker, Liverpool, gave an account of some 
circumstances connected with the poet's brief stay at that place. 
* It must have been,' he says, * on Friday the 29th of June, about 
noon, that Dr John Taylor of Paisley, who had been charmed with 
the poems of the Ayrshire Ploughman, readily recognised him 
from his portrait, as he stood in the street with his friend Mr 
Alexander Pattison. Having induced both Bums and Pattison to 
go to his house, notwithstanding some hesitation on the part of 
the poet, who expressed himself as eager to proceed on his journey, 
Dr Taylor entered into conversation on what was with himself a 
favourite subject — poetry. Bums made the observation that 
l)erhaps people were ready to attach more merit to poetry than 
was its due, for that, after all, it was only natural ideas expressed 
in melodious words; to which his host assented, and, in illustration, 
remarked that nothing was more common than for children in a 
winter's night to say : " What will become of the puir birdies the 
nichtl" But what says the poet? 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing, hopping— little 

That, in the merry months o' spring, 
Deliglited me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cower thy cluttering wing, shivering 

An' close thy e*e ? «ye 

The compliment pleased : Bums started on his feet, and bowing, 
expressed his thanks for the obliging quotation. After this. Bums 
seemed to forget the haste which he had before alleged; the 
conversation became animated, and, as it appeared, interesting to 
both. Bums spoke of his reception at Edinburgh, and dwelt 

* This fragment of a letter now forms part of the Wateon collection In the National 
Portrait Gallery, Edinburgh. The reverse contains part of a sentence which snggests the 
possibility that in his ' kind letter,' Ainslle had, as requested by Bums, seen May Cameron, 
and given her money. It also appears to throw ont a hint that while Bnms admitted his 
intimacy with the girl, he did not believe himself to be the fkther of her expected child. 
VOL. II. I 
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much oil tho kindnega which he hail expcripncod from the Earl o( I 
Glencaim, showing a ring that he woco, n gift fVom that Dobleman. 
However fond Burns wns of the produce of his Itluao, the olJier 
was prohnhly no less so of his young family, wim were all su 
moned. One of the cfaiUreik, a fat chubby buy, tlio poet took on i 
his knee, and said "he would moke an excellent suhjoct for a J 
poein ;" an idea which tho father OMurod him he should be highly i 
gratifieil to see carried into effect. An elder one waa sent for, and 
deairod to go in; but from the great talk he had heard about 
poets, and particularly about Foet Burns, this one did not feel 
well assured tliat it was safe for him to trust his person witliin tfa* ^ 
poet's clutches. He therefore watched his opportunity, and 
Teutured merely to pass from one door to another through the 
Tooni, tnking the best look he could of the poet, aa he stood up 
with a Bmail black profile of Mrs Taylor'a in his hand, which hs 
was then examining. Tho small black profiles, called .'^ilbouette^ 
were (lien coming into faajiion. i'rom that time, aJthougJt tlie 
observor v/as then hardly mora than a child, the remembrance of 
the poet's ligure, face, and general appearance, hae never been 
lost ; the recollection of him is distinct, and is that of a big, stout, 
athletic man, of a brown, raddy complexion, broail-chested, erect, 
and standing firmly on his legs, which perhaps were rather clumsy, 
though hid in yellow topped-boots. His dress waa a blue coat 
and buckskin breeches, and his etule seemed what we sliould now 
style that of a gentleman -farmer. The impression made by tho 
poet on his host was highly favourable, but the lady was struck 
with a certain glonminesa that seemed to have jxissession of his 
countenance and general bearing.' 

A letter, written immediately after he reached home, to Jamea 
Smith, gives some particulars of the later jwirt of his Hi^diland 
tour. Ho had stayed a night at Arrochnr, at the head of Loch 
Long, hod dined next day on Loch I.nmond side, and spent a night 
at Dumbarton. There is but the faintest trace of the men be met 
on this occasion.' His friend Kennedy, formerly of Dnmfriea 
House in Ayrshire, but now settled in this district, is the person 
most likely to have been tho means of introducing him in that 

■ Na conflrmntlonunbfi obtained or Btnvtitlon thut Tliimii wu piibtlrly r nti-rtalnnl it 
DiinibHrton, and pnwnt«<l with tha frwloin ot ths biiTRh \ anil that th4 Rftv. Jain«s 
OHphant, «el«b™i«d in the 'Orilnitlon,' and at thla lime minlMler of Dnniburtmi, 
dsiinnnced Iha maglBtratei for their action. 
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Highland circle. His chief entertainer, there is every reason to 
believe, was John M*Auley, at that time town-clerk of Dnm- 
barton, M'Auley, who bad helped to secure subscriptions 
for the Edinburgh edition, then resided in Levengrove House,* 
which he had built on a little property ha had bough t*^known 
as the Ferrylands of Cardross, and separated from Dumbarton 
by the river Leven. It is highly probable that Bums remained 
over one night at Levengrove House. There is a tradition in 
Dumbarton that ha paid a visit to the Freemasons' Lodge^ and 
colour is given to it by the fact that Robert Lindsay, Master of 
the lodge, and a number of other active members, were subscribers 
to the Edinburgh edition. 



TO MR JAMES SMITH, LINLITHGOW. 

/«iu 100, im. 

• • • • • 

On our return, at a Highland gentleman's hospitable mansion, we fell 
in with a merry party, and danced till the ladies left ns, at three in the 
morning. Onr dancing was none of the Frencli or English insipid formal 
movements ; the ladies sang Scotch songs like angels, at intervals ; then 
we flew at ' Bab at the Bowster,' * Tullochgorum,' * Loch Erroch-side,'t 
&&, like midges sporting in the mottie tun, or craws prognosticating a 
storm in a hairst-day. When the dear lasses left nt, wo ranged round 
the bowl till the good-fellow hour of six i except a few minutes that we 
went out to pay our devotions to the glorious lamp of day peering over 
the towering top of Ben Jjomond. We all kneeled i onr worthy land- 
lord's son held the howl ; each man a full glass in his hand ; and I 
as priest, repeated some rhyming nonsense, like Thomas-a-Rhymer's 
prophecies, I suppose. After a small refreshment of the gifts of Somnus, 
we proceeded to spend the day on Lochlomond, and reach Dumbarton 
in the evening. We dined at another good fellow's house, and eonse* 
quently push'd the bottle : when we went out to monnt onr horses, we 
fonnd ourselves 'No verra fou but gaylie yet.' My two friends and I 
rode soberly down the Loch side, till by came a Highlandman at the 
gallop, on a tolerably good horse, but which had never known the 

* Levengrove House no longer exiits. The site on which it stood fbrms part of Leven- 
grove Park. One of the descendants of John M'Auley resided, within the memory of old 
fblk still alive, in the ' Half-way Honse/ Dumbarton. The Half-way Hons« has been 
demolished, and its site included in the shipbuilding yard of Messrs William Denny h Brox. 

t Names of flunillar Scots danelng-tnnes. 
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ornnmenU of iion or leftther. We Hcomed to be out-gallopeJ by a High. 
landijian, m off we KUrted, wliip and vpiir. My ciini|i&niaiiH, though 
seemingly guyly inounMd, fell sadly astern; but my old mare, Jenny 
Oeddes, one nf llie KoBiiiante family, she straineJ past the Highlandmaa 
in spite of all liia elToilA with the hair lialteri just.a« I va> passing him, 
Donald wlieeled Iiib home bb if to cross before me to mar my progreBSi 
when down came his liorse, and threw bis rider's breeklesa a — e in aclipt 
hedge 1 and down came Jenny Geddes over all, and my hardship between 
her and tlie Highland man's horae, Jenny Geddes trod over me with 
sncli cautions reverence that matters were not so bad as might well 
have lieen expected -, no I came off with a few cuts and bruises, and ft 
thorough resolution lo be a pattern of sobriety tor the tntiire, 

I have yet fixed on nothing with respect to the serious business of life. 
I am, just as usual, a rhyming, mason-making, rattling, aimless, idle 
fellow. However, I shall somewhere have a farm soon. I was going la 
say a wife too ; but that tnnst never be my blessed lot. I am bat a 
younger son of Parnassus, and, like other younger sons of great familieo^ 
f may intrigue, if I choose to ran all risks, but most not niarry. 

I am afraid I have almost mined one sonrce, the principal one, indeed, 
of my former happiness— that eternal propensity I always had to fall in 
lovo. My )i&»rt no njore gloivs wilh fevciisli raptures— I have no 
paradisaical evening iiil«rviews, stolen from the restless cares and prying 
inhabitants of this weary world. I have only * * * *. This last is one 
of your distant acquaintances, has a fine figure, and elegant manners ; 
ami, in the train of some great folks whom you know, has seen the 
politest quarters in Europe. 1 do like her a good deal ; but what piques 
me is her conduct at the commencement of our act] unintance. I 

frequently visited her when I was in ; and after passing regularly 

the intermediate degrees between the distant formal l>ow and the 
familiar grasp round the waist, t ventni'ed, in my careless way, t« talk 

of friendship in rather ambiguous terms ; and after her return to , I 

wrote to her in the same style. Miss, construing my words farther than 
even I intended, flew off in a tangent of female dignity and reserve, 
like a mounting lark in an April morning ; and wrote me an answer 
which measured me out ^■ery completely, what an immense way I had to 
travel before I could reneli the climate of her favour. But I am an old 
hawk at the sport, and wiote her such a cool, deliberate, prudent reply, 
as brought my bird from her aErial towerings, ]>np, down nt my foot, 
like Corporal Trim's hat 

As for the rest of my acts, and my wars, and all my wise sayings, and 
why my mare was called Jenny Ged<les ; they shall he recorded in a few 
weeks hence at Ijinlitbgow, in the chronicles of your memory, by 

Robert Bubss. 



It might have been at M'Auley's house, and by way of amfimh for 
the Invoraray epigram, that Burns penned this well-known qnatrnin. 
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although it falls iu quite as appropriately with the later tour in the 
north : 

COMPOSED ON LEAVING A PLACE IN THE HIGHLANDS 
WHERE HE HAD BEEN KINDLY ENTERTAINED. 

When Death's dark stream I ferry o'er 

(A time that surely shall come), 
In Heav'n itself I '11 ask no more 

Than just a Highland welcome. 

Respecting the love affair alluded to, there is no further light, 
unless we connect with it a stray letter which has found its way 
into print without a superscription. No absolutely safe conjecture 
can be formed as to the identity of the Ayrshire girl (implied in 
the phrase * countrywoman') who was 'a distant acquaintance' of 
Smith; although it has been suggested, not without plausibility, 
that she may have been Margaret Chalmers, daughter of Mr 
Chalmers of Fingland, Kirkcudbrightshire, some time a farmer in 
the neighbourhood of Mauchline, where probably the Poet had 
made her acquaintance. The mother of Margaret Chalmers, to 
whom we shall have occasion to refer at length further on, was 
a sister of Gavin Hamilton's stepmother. 



TO MISS 



My dear Countbywoman — I am so impatient to show you that I am 
once more at peace with you, that I send you the book I mentioned, 
directly, rather than wait the uncertain time of my seeing you. I am 
afraid I have mislaid or lost Ck)llin8' Poems, which I promised to Miss 
Irvin. If I can find them, I will forward them by you ; if not, you must 
apologize for me. 

I know you will laugh at it when I tell you that your piano and you 
together have played the deuce somehow about my heart. My breast has 
been widowed these many months, and I thought myself proof against 
the fascinating witclicraf t ; but I am afraid you will ' feelingly convince 
me what I am.' I say, I am afraid, because I am not sure what is the 
matter with me. I have one miserable bad symptom : when you whisper, 
or look kindly, to another, it gives me a draught of damnation. I have a 
kind of wayward wish to be with you ten minutes by yourself, though 
what I would say, Heaven above knows, for I am sure I know not. I 
have no formed design in all this ; but just, in the nakedness of my 
heart, write you down a mere matter-of-fact story. You may perhaps 
give yourself airs of distance on this, and that will completely cure me ; 
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bat I wivli j-uu would not : jael let ua meet, if you i>letue, iu tlie oM 
lieaMii way of friendsliip. 

I will not subscribe luyself your liunible servant, for that it a ji'^'''^^ 
I tliiuk, at least fifty miles off fruiii tlie heart ; l>ut I will conclude with 
niucerely wialiing that the Great I'rutector of iuiiuccnce luay ahield yoa 
from the barbed dart of ealnmiiy, ami hand you by the covert eiiare of 
deceit, R- B. 

The following letter, hero printed for tlie first time, is uow in 
The Athenceum at Liverpool. It is iuvery frogmen tary condition, 
even the name of the person to wlioiu it ivna Bent being mutilated. 
The poem mentioned is the copy of ' Tlie I'oot'e Welcome to liia 
Love-beyotten Baughter,' noted ia Vol. I., Appetidijt IX., p. 4SS, ■ 
Bs having title 'A Poet's Welcome to hia iMstort vuan.' 



My UkaH Sib— The above U the Poem 1 promiBed you, and much [goud 
may it do] ... to my itmch e8teei[i[e<I] ... a eo|>y of it. 

My brother, Ko^; . . . some time in Nov^cmber] . . . minate himself 
. . . -taiice cannot aid . . . best advice will . . . the . . . My dear Sir, 
Yours iincerety, KOBT. Bu[RKS.] 

U Jvlg ITBT. 



TO Mil JOHN RlCirMOND. 

UossoiEL, Tlh July ITST. 

My deab Richmond— I am all imiiatience to hear of your fate since 
the old confoundev of light and wioiig has tnriieil you out of place, by liia 
journey to answer his indictment at the bar of the other world.* He will 
find the practice of the court so dilTerent from the practice in which lie 
has for BO many years been tborooghly liackiieyed, that his fi'ieiids, if 
he had any connections truly of that kind, wbicli 1 i-ather donbt, may 
well tremble for his eake. His chicane, lits left-baudcd wisdom, whidi 
Btood so firmly by him, to xuch good purpose, here, like other accomplices 
in robbery and plunder, will, now the pivalical biiKiness is blown, in all 
probability turn king's evidence, and then the deiil's bagpiper will touch 
him oir ' Itundle and go ! ' 

If he has left you a:iy legacy, 1 beg yotiv [nrdon foj- all this ; if not, I 
know you will swear to every word 1 said about liini. 

I have lately been ranibliiis over by Diiiidmrtcin and Inveraray, and 

running a dninken race on the side of Ijiich Lomond witli a wild Higb- 

laniltiiail ; hii^ lior^, iihiuli lia<l never known the ornaments of iron or 

* Alluding to the recent decea» of RichmDliil'i sniplorar, Williaia WiIkiu, W.a. 



MAUOHLINB. 135 

leather, rigiagged aoroes before my old Bpavin'd hnnter, whoee name Ib 
Jemiy Geddes, and down came the Highlandman, horse and all, and 
down came Jenny and my hardship ; so I have got such a skinful of 
bruises and wounds, that I shall be at least four weeks before I dare 
venture on my journey to Edinburgh. 

Not one new thing under the sun has happened in Mauchline since 
you left it. I hope this will find you as comfortably situated as formerly, 
or, if heaven pleases, more so ; but, at all events, I trust you will let me 
know of course how matters stand with yon, well or ill. Tis but poor 
consolation to tell the world when matters go wrong ; but you know very 
well your connection and mine stands on a different footing. I am ever, 
my dear friend, yours, R. B. 

TO MR PETER HILL, AT MR CREECH*S, EDINBURGH. 

Dr Sir— I have just got a letter from Scot the Bookbinder, where he 
tells me he needs a little money at present. I have written him to call 
on you ; and I beg you will pay him his acct, or give him part payment, 
as you see proper. 

When Mr Creech returns, I beg you vrill let me know by first con- 
venient Post,— I am, dear Sir, your very humble servt., 

RoBT. Burns. 

Madchunb, 19M July 1787. 

It is possible that the Mr Scot here mentioned is the 'Mr 
Scott' mentioned in the following hitherto impublished note, 
which is now in the possession of Mr A. C. Lamb| Dundee. 
It is also possible that he was Walter Scot, the husband of the 
guidwife of Wauohope, who, according to Bums, was Wery 
shrewd in his farming matters.* The letter runs thus : 

Mr ScoTT— Give the gentleman who delivers you this, Mr Richmond, 
my Small 'on Ploughs.* Robt. Burns. 

Saturday vwm. 

Very singularly, the volume also has come into possession of the 
owner of the letter. It is 'il TreatUe on Ploughs and Wheel 
Carriages, by James Small, plough and cart-wright, formerly at 
Blackadder-Mount, now at Rosebank, near Foord, Mid-Lothian.' 
The title-page, which carries the signature *Robt Burns, Poet^* 
further contains this recommendation : * I boldly recommend a 
plough introduced into Scotland about twelve years ago, by James 
Small at Blackaddei^Mount^ Berwickshire, which is now in great 
request The plough may bo considered as a capital improvement' 
— Lord Kames' GerUleman Farmer. The book purports to have 
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been printed for the author iit 1784. Poaaibly, therefore, it wbb 
one of the ' farming books' which Btirna testifies, in his lultur to 
Moore, to liavinj; road when he entered on the farm of Mossgiel, 
' with n full resolution' to become 'a wise man.' The deBignatioa 
by Burns of himself ns a ' poet ' would seem to indicate that ha 
placed hia name upon the book after 1781, and it is not improb- - 
able that he naked the return of it from 'Mr Scott' when he had 
resolved to again turn fanner in Dunifriesshire. The book is 
such admirable state of preservation as to suggest the probabili^ 
that Burna's reading of ' farming books' had been neither profoond 
nor sustained. 



TO MR robkut ainslik, 

II:ki>cBUHI, sad Jalg I7IT. 

Mv DEAR AiNSLiii—There U one thing for which I set groat store b; 
you as a fvieu<l, and it is this, that I have net a frieni] upon earth, beside* 
yniirttelF, to wlinin I can Ulk nonsense without forfeitint' some degree of 
hia esteem. Now, to one like me, who nevercnresfor speaking any thing 
else hut nonsense, such a friend as you is art invaluable treasure. I was 
never a rogue, lint have been a fool all my life ; and, in spite uf all my 
endeavuuTs, I ace now plahily that I shall never 1>« wise. Now it rejoices 
my heart to have met with such a fellow as you, who, lhou];h yon are 
not just such a hopeless fuol ns I, yet I trust you will never listen so 
much to the temptationa of the devil as to grow so very wise that yon 
will in the least disrespect an honest fellow because he is a fool. In 
short, I have set you down as the stalf of my old age, when the whole list 
of ray friends will, after a decent share of pity, have forgot me. 

Though in the morn come sturt nnd strife. 



When a' thir dsya ure done. mil these 

Write me soon, were it but a few lines just to tell me how that good, 
sagacious nian, your father, is— that kind, dainty body, your mother— 
that strapping chiel, your brother Douglas— and my friend Rachel, who 
is as far before Rachel of old, as she was befoi-e her blear-eyed sister 
Leah. ' R. R. 

While in Edinburgh, Burns had been introduced to M'Lcod of 
Raaaay, a Highland gentleman, one of whose daughters married 
James Mure Campbell of Rowallan, who in 1782 succeeded to the 
earldom of Loudoun. The countess died in 1780, and the earl 
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himself in 1786. Their daughter, Flora Mure Campbell,* was 
brought up by her aunts, the Misses M'Leod. Possibly Bums 
was introduced to the family by Gavin Hamilton, who was factor 
on the Loudoun estates. A Perthshire lady used to tell how she 
met Burns at an evening-party in the house of an aunt of M*Lcod 
of Ivaasay in St John Street, where he seemed to be on easy terms. 
' He had been on the previous night at a ball in Dunn's Rooms 
(now the National Bank, St Andrew Square), and he spoke in high 
terms of the beauty of the ladies, as well as of the witchery of the 
music. His manner, however, was not prepossessing — scarcely 
manly or natural. It seemed as if he affected a rusticity or 
lanclertnesSf so that when he said the music was " bonie, bonie," he 
spoke almost like a child.' 

In opposition to this impression of Bums, that of another Perth- 
shire lady may be given : 'A most estimable lady lately deceased, 
in the immediate neighbourhood of Perth, who was more nearly 
connected with the poetry of Burns than I feel at liberty to state 
here, told me some years before her death that she dined with the 
l)oet at Sir James Hunter Blair's in the beginning of 1787, where 
there was a large party to meet him. I shall endeavour to repeat 
as nearly as I can her own words : " I was young at the time, and 
I suppose rather handsome, and they made me sit on the poet's 
right hand. During the evening, when he addressed me or said 
anything for the general company, all eyes were turned on the 
poet, no doubt ; but, being so near, the general gaze made me very 
unhappy, and cost me many blushes.'' I asked her what she 
thought of the poet's appearance and manners. She said she 
thought him " manly and free from affectation, and though it was 
long ago, she had a vivid recollection of his appearance. That he 
was stout, dark-complexioned, and had fine eyes ; and did not 
seem the least put about by the presence of so many people of a 
much higher rank than himself, but appeared wishful to avoid the 
perpetual reference made to him." ' — Letter to the Perthshire Jour- 
nal, January 17, 1865, from Mr P. R Dmmmond. 

The father of the countess — the same M'Leod who had enter- 
tained Johnson in 1773— died in Edinburgh in 1786. His son 

* Flon, OounteM of Londoun, nuuried, in 1804, Francii lUwdon Hastings, Earl of 
Moira, and eoniniander«in-chief of the forces in Scotland, and suhseqaently Maiqois of 
HastlngM. She died in 1840. 
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.loliii died oil 20th July of the following yenr. liuriie, tli«n at 
Mus8}jii.il, wroto tliu foUuwitig a^mpatbetie Hues to tliu young 
iiinu's Histur, I m but la : 



I'HE DEATH UK JOHN M'LEOD. ESQ., 



Sad thy title, ilioti idle page, 

And rueful thy alarms; 
Death tears the brother of hor love 

From Isabulla'8 arms. 



tjwuotly deokt with pearly dew 
The iiioruLiig rose may blow ; 

But cold Gucccssive iiootitidu UbbIs 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella's uiora 

The sun propitious smil'd, 
But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 

Succeeding hopes beguil'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 
That Nature finest strung : 

So Isabella's heart was foriii'd. 
And so that heart was wrung. 

Drood Omnipotence alone 

Can heal the wound He gave ; 

Can poiut the brimful grief-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no withering blast ; 

There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last. 
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It was probably to this saiue Isabella M*Leod that Bums had 
sent the following verses, which have recently come to light. 
They are dated : 

Edim., March im, 1787. 

The crimson blossom charms the bee, 
The summer sun the swallow, 
So dear this tuneful gift* to me 
From lovely Isabella. 

Her portrait [strong] fair u|X)n my mind, 
liovolving time shall mellow ; 
And memory's latest effort find 
The lovely Isabella. 

Ko bard uor lover's rapture this^ 
In fancies vain and shallow ; 
She is, so come my soul to bliss, 
The lovely Isabella. 

KoBXRT Burns. 

Bums never neglected his duties as a Mason. He might be 
' rhyming/ ' aimless,* and 'idle,* but he was also 'mason-making.' 
The following entry in the books of St James's Lodge, Tarbolton, 
dated 'Mauchline, 25th July 1787/ s^ieaks for itself: 

M AUCBLtHt, mh /nty 178T. 

Tlib night the Deputation of tlie Lodge met at Mauchline, and entered 
Brother Alexander Allison of Barnnmir an apprentice. Likewise ad- 
mitted Brs. Professor Stuart of Cathrine, and Claude Alexander, Esq., 
of Ballochmyle; Claude Neilson, Esq., Paialey; John Farquhar Gray, 
Esq., of Gilmiscrof t ; t and Dr George Grierson, Glasgow, Honorary 
Members of the Lodge. RoBT. BURNS, DM, 

Of this meeting Stewart has given his racollections: 'In summer 
1787, I ]>a88ed some weeks in Ayrshire, and saw Bums occasion- 
ally. I think he told me that ho had made an excursion that 
season to the West Highlands, and that he also visited what 

* What the 'tuneful gift' wm Is not known. 

i This was probably * the Laird of Oilmilnscroft,' in the parish of Som, by whom, acting as 
Jnsttce of the Peace, Bums And Jean) according to one tradition, were finally married in a 
Mauohliue ale>hoaaei 
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Jieattie calls the Arcndinii grouml of Scotliind, upon tlic bnnks of 
the Teviot and the Tweed. In the course of the wiine aeason, I 
was led by curiosity to attend for an hour or two a mason lodge 
in Mauchlino, where Burns presided. lie had occasion lo make 
some aViort, unpremeditated uompUments to diUereut individuoJa, 
from whom he had uo reason to expect a visit, and everything he 
said was happily conceived, and forcibly, as well as fluently, ex- 
pressed. His manner of speaking in public had eviduntly the 
marks of some practice in extempore elocution,' 

It was also during this brief stay at Slossgiel that Bums penned 
liis autobiographical letter to Dr Moore, of which the introduction 
and termination are as follows : 

Sir— For some time past I have been raniltliiig over tbe oounlry, 
partly on account uf sooie little busineas I have to settle in various places i 
but of laM I have been confined with souie lingering complaints, origm- 

ating, Of I take it, in tbe stoniacb. To divert my spirits a little in this 
niiseriible fog of ennui, I have token a wliim to give you a history of 

My name lias made a scnall noise in tbe conntry ; you bave done me 
tlie honor to interest yourself very warmly in my behalf; and I tliink a 
faithful account of wbaC cliaracter uf a man I am, and liow I came by 
that clmracter, may perhaps amuse you in an idle moment. I will give 
you an lionest narrative, tbougli I know it will be at tbe expence of 
frequently being laugli'd at ; for I aKsnre you, Sir, I bave, like Solomon, 
whose character, excepting in the trifling affair of wisdom, I sometimes 
think I reaeiuble.^I bave, I say, like him, 'turned my eyes to behold 
madness and folly,' and like him, too frequently shaken hands with 
their intoxicating friendBlii|), In the very polite letter Miss Williams 
did me the honor to write me, she tells me yon have got a complaint in 
your eyes. I pray God it may be removed ; for, considering that lady 
and you are my common friends, you will probably employ her t« read 
this letter; and then good-night to tliat esteem with which she was 
pleased to honor the Scotch Bard I 

After yoa bave perused these pages, should you think them trifling 
and impertinent, I only beg leave to tell you, that the poor author wrote 
them under some very twitching qualms of conscience, that, perhaps, he 
was doing what be ought not to do ; a predicament be has more than 
once been in liefore. 

[The Autobiography, which forms the 6rst chapter of Volume I. of this 
work, follows.] 
My most respectful compliments to Miss Williams. The very elegant 
and friendly letter she honored me with a few days ago, I cannot answer 
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at present, aa mj presence U required at Edinburgh for a week or n>, nnd 
I Bet off to-iuorrow. 

I encloM yon * Holy Willie ' for the sake of giving yon a little further 
tnformatiou of the afTair than Mr Creech could do. An Elegy I compoeed 
the other day on Sir Janiea H. Blur, if tiiue allow, I will tmnBcribe. The 
merit is just mediocre. 

If you will oblige me m liighly and do me bo much honor as now and 
then to drop nie a line, please direct to me at Maucbline, Aynhire. 
With the moBt gratefnl respect, I have the honor to be. Sir, your very 
humble servant, Robt. BcRxa 

NiucBLiin, tnd AaguH ITST. 

Direct to me at Maachline, Ayrshire; 

BnitauBaB, SSd SijiCmter. 

SiK— The forgoing letter was unluckily forgot among other papers at 
Glasgow on my way to Edinbnrgh. Soon after I came to EdinbnrgU I 
went on a tour through the mglilandx, and did not recover tlie letter till 
my retnm to town, whicli was the otlier day. My ideas, picked up in 
my pilgrintage, and some rhymes of my earlier years, 1 ahall soon be at 
leisure M give yon at large— so soon as I hear from yon whether you are 
in London. I am, agiun. Sir, yours most gratefully, R. BURNS. 

It waH necessary that Bums should return to Edinburgh, He 
had to settle with his bookseller, Creech ; and Edinburgh was the 
best starting-point for some excursions which he contemplated 
to what he regarded ns ' the classic scenes of his native country.' 
He retnmed on the 7th August.* 
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CHAPTER in. 

IIIOBI^ND TOUR— BDINSDHQU I 
JULT TO DBOKHBEa 1787, 



Biirna'a ^H 
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tHE only literary inddant of nolo that preceded 
(lopnrture on his Higtiiitnil tour was the compositi 
on elegy on the deatli of 8ir James Hunter Blnir. Sir 
.Tnmea was an Ayrshire squire, and a member of the 
baiikiiig-houBe of Sir William Forbes and Company ; lio had 
l>eeik member of [larliamont for Etiiiiburgh from 1781 till 1786, 
und LorU Provost from 1781 to 1786; in the last year he hod 
been made a hnronat. lie hail been one of Bnnis's kindeat friends, 
when the poet first eanin to town, taking, doubtless, a particular 
interest in his fortunes because ho was from Ayrshire.* He died 
on the 1st of July, at the early ago of forty-aix. It cannot be 
said that liurns's verses niu a happy example of hia powers ; 
they are interesting chiefly from their local allusiona. 

ON THE DBATH OF SIR JAMKS HLINTER BI.AIII. 

Tlie Perforrimnce i^ but mediocre, l>nt my t'rieE woa sincere. Tlie la»t 
time I saw Uie worthy, piililic-spiriteii man— A MAN lie was I How few of 
the Cwo-leg(;eil breed tliat fans for sncli, doseive the itesignatinn !— he 
presneil my hand, and askeil me uitli the iiic»it frienilly nariiith if it wax 
in his power to serve me ; and if so, tliat I would obli;^ hini by tellinf: 
liim how. t had nothing to a.sk of him ; but if ever a child of liis shouhl 
be Ml unfortunate a-i Ui lie under the necessity of asking any thing of so 
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poor « man mil nm, It majr not be In mjp power to gnuit it, bat, by G— , 
I shall try i r t-H. £., in aitnnddtl MSS. 

The Ump of day, with ill-preeagiiig glan, 
Dim, cloudy, sunk beyond Uie weatem wave ; 

Th' inconstant bloat howl'd through th« darkening air. 
And hollow whiatled in the rocky oavo, 

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell. 

Once the lov'd hamita of Scotia's royal train ;* 

Or mua'd where limpid atraami, once hallow'd, woIl,t 
Or mould'ring ruins mark the MiDred Fane. { 

Th' increasing blast roar'd round the beetling rocks. 
The clouds, swift-wing'd, flew o'er the etarry sky. 

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks, 
And shooting meteors caught the startled ey& 

The paly moon rose In the livid east, 

And 'mong the cliffs disclua'd a stately Form 
In weeds of woe, that fnintic beat her breast, 
Aud mix'd her wailinga witli the raving storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 
IwM Caledonia's trophied aliield I view'd : 

Her form majestio droop'd in pensive woe. 
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

Revers'd that spear, redoubtable in war, 

Reclined that banner, erst in fields unfuri'd, 

That like a deathfnl meteor gleam'd afar. 
And brav'd the mighty monarclia of the world. 

' My patriot son fills an untimely grave t ' 
With accents wild and lifted arms she cried— 

< Low lies the hand that oii was stretch'il to save, 
Low lies the heart that swell'd with honest pride I 

t Bl AutlHinf '* Wa)L 
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'A veepiiig country joina a widow's tear, 

The helpless poor mix with tlie orphan's cry ; 

Tlie drooping arts surround their patron's bier, 
And grateful science heaves the heartfelt sigk 

' I saw my sons resumo their undent tiro ; 

I saw fiiir freedom's hlossoniB richly blow : 
Hut nil ! how hope is Ijoni but to expire ! 

Hulentlesa fiite has laid their guard i mi low, 

' My patriot lulls, but shall he lie unsung. 

While empty grcBtnesa saves u worthless name! 

Xo ; every Muse aliall join her tuneful tongue, 
And future ages hear his growing fame. 

' And I will Join a mother's teuder cares, 

Tliro' future limes to make bis virtues last : 
That distant yeiirs may boast of other Blairs ' — 

She said, and vaninli'd ivith the sweeping blast. 



TO ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ,, AYR. 

MitTHLisE, UM JiUy 178T.1 

Mv Honored I-'riknd— The melancholy ncciv<ion of tlie foregoing 
Poetii Btrcctn not only iniliviiluala, but a Coantry. Tliat I have lost a 
Friend, ia but repeating after Caledonia. Tliis copy, rather an incorrect 
one, I beg you will aojiept, till I have an opportunity in person, wliicli I 
expect to have on Tuesday first, of assurini; you how sincerely I ever am, 
lionnred Sir, your oft obliged, ItiiKT. Burns. 

Hr IUmiltos's Omi-E, f^tUT'Ioy Ewlna. 

Amongst the poet's Kdinhurgli friends was .Inmcs Ferrier, Writer 
lo the Signet, principal clerk to the Court of Session, and father 
of Miss Susan Edmonstone Ferrior (b. 1782, d. 1854), the author 
of the popular Scottish iiovels Marriiiijp, The Inheritance, and Des- 
tiny, and the friend of .Sir Walter Scott. Mr Ferrier had, in ITSJ, 
built a house in George Street, a few doors west of St Andrew's 
Church, It WAS the most westerly house in tliat part of the New 
Town in its day, and was considered so far from the centres of 
bnsinoss, that Mr Feriier's legal brethren were generally impressed 
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with the idea that his residence thure would be geriouBly injurioua 
to hia prospects in his profession. 

TO MISS FBHBIER.* 

RNCLOSINO THE 'BLEQY ON SIE J. H. BLAIK.' 

N&e heAthnn name shall I prefix 

Frae PiniluH or Parnaasiis : 
Aiild Reekie dings them a' to sticks. 

Fur rhyme-inspiring lasses. 

Jove's timefu' doclitera tlirce times three 

Made Homer deep tlieir debtor : 
Jliit, gi'en the body half an e'e, gi»«n-iije 

Ifhie Ferriers wad done better ! would 

Last day my mind wsa in a bog, 

i}own George's Street I stoited : lUggared 

A creeping eaulil prosaic fog mid 

My vevy senses doited. MnptDtd 

Do what I dought to set her free, cooid 

My aaul lay hi the mire : tool 

Ye turned a nenk — I saw your e'e — eomer 
She took the wing like fire ! 

The mourafu' sang I here enolose, nng 

In gratitude I send you ; 
And [wish and] pray in rhyme sincere, 

A' gade things may attend you I good 

As has already been seen, a servant girl named May Cameron 
waa now — to use a phrase of Bums's own — under a cloud on hia 
account in EJinburgli. During this very month, while preparing 
for a tour in the north, he was served on her behalf with a 
legal instrument similar to that which hnd sent him into hiding 
a twelvemonth before ; the fact is placed beyond doubt by a 
document dated the 15th of August, liberating him from the 

Itarwirdi Un Ottitnl Onhun. 
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restrninta of a writ in medifaiione fugic* The document lis 
liad himaelf preserved, and probably carried about for bodib time, 
using it fi>r hastily jotting down niBmontuda. It containo, 
scribbled with a pencil iu bis own band, a couple of verses of aii 
old and broadly humorous soijg, which he had probably heani 
sAiug flomewhere, and wished to preserve. 

Burns, on this vifiit to tlie capita], eeeniB to have returned to 
Ins old lodging in Uie Lnwrnuarket, only to quit it. His friend 
Kiclimond, with whom he is said to have quarrelled, had taken in 
another fellow-lodger. He is believed to have accepted temporary 
nccomraodation in the house of Kiuol. At all events, bo date* J 
only one letter from the Lawnmarket I 



ILLI 



TVTLBR, ESQ., 



WOOD 



lors 



Sir— Inclosed I have flent you a sample of the old pieces that are still 
to lie found anion;; our peosantrj' in tlie WesLt 1 liad once a )n«nt 
many of Kuoh fragments ; an<! aouio of tliese more etitirt ; hut as I lind Ho 
idea thatr any body cared for them, I fiave forgotten tdeni. I invariaiily 
bold it sacrilege to add any thing of my own to help out witli the 
shattered wreckx of these venerable old coinpositions ; but tliey have 
many various readings. It yon liave not seen tliese livfcire, I know they 
will flatt«r your true old-style Cale<lonian feelings ; at any rate, I ani 
tnily happy to have an op|Hirtuiiity of aHsnrint; you liow sincerely I am. 
Revered Sir, your gratefully indcbteil bumble servant, 

Robert Burns. 

L:tWMIAHKEI, Auf. 178T. 

A letter of Burns, dated a week after his arrival in town, and 
apparently addressed to Archibald Lawrii;, the son of his Loudon 
host, was probably written in Nicol's house. 



TO [MR ARCHIBALD 



VRl E.] 






Mv DEAR Sir— Here am I— that is all 1 can tell you of that un- 
accnuntahle beiut,'— myself. Wliat I am doing, no mortal can tell ; what 
I am Uiinkiug, 1 myself cannot tell ; what I am usually Kavln^', is not 
wcirth telling. Tlie clock is just striking, one, iwa, three, four, — , ^, 
— , — , — , — , — , twelve, forenoon ; and here I sit, iit Hie atlic story. 



isroqi 






irlty. 






iinlly, i 
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alia* tbe garret, vitb a friead on tbe rigbt band of iny ttandUU — & friend 
wboee kinUiiesa J sli&ll largely experience at the close of this line — there 
— tbank you — a fKend, my dear Mr Lawrie, wboee kindness often makes 
me blusli ; a friend wlio lias more of tbe milk of human kindness than 
all the human race pub together, and wltat is liighly to bis honour, pecu- 
liarly a friend to the friendless as often as they come in his way ; in 
short, sir, he is, without the least alloy, a universal philanthropist ; and 
bis much -lie loved name is — a bottle of gooil old Port 1 In a week, if 
wlitni and weather serve, 1 shall set out for the north — a tour to tbe 
Highlands. 

I ate some Newliaven broth, in other words, boiled mussels, witli Mr 
Farquhar'a family, t'other day. Now I see yon prick up yonr ears. 
They are all well, and Mademoiselle is particularly well. She liega her 
respects to yon all ; along with which please present those of yonr 
humble servanL I can no moi'e. I have so higli a veneration, or 
rather idolatrisation, for the cleric character, that even a little 
/alarum ate vtlfuiae Pnatliiig in his Pemut petma p€nna, &C., throws 
an awe over my mind in his presence, and shortens my sentences into 
single ideas. 

Farewell, anil believe me to be ever, my dear sir, yonra, 

RoBEBT Burns,* 



The next letter was 



MR ROBRRT AINSLIB, J 
BERRYWBLL, DUKSE. 



1111*11 quuiUtr 

From henceforth, my dear Sir, I am determined to set off with my 
lett«ii like tbe periodical Writers; viz., prefix a kind of text qaote<l 
from some Classic of andonbted authority, such as the Author of the im' 
mortal piece of which my text is a part. What I have to say on my t«st 
In exhausted in a letter I wrote yon the other day, before I Iia4 the 
pleasure of receiving yours from Inverleitiien ; and snre never was any- 
thing more Incky, as I have liut the time to write this, that Mr Nicol on 
the oppo«it« side of tbe table takes to correct a proof-sheet of a thesis. 
Tbey are gabbling Latin so lond that I cannot hear what my own soul 
is saying in mynwnscnll, so must just give you a matter-of-fact sentence 
or two, and end, if time permit, with a verse de rei generaiione. 

To-morrow, I leave Edinr. in a chaise ; Nicol thinks it more com- 
fortable than horseback, to which I say. Amen ; so Jenny Geddes goes 
home to Ayrshire, to nse a phrase of my mother's, ' wi' her finger in her 
mouth.' 

% April a, IBM. 



Now for a mmleiil V' 
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se of clos&icAl aulliiirity : 
rha CAbi lilcB kitchuD ;' 
Thedoga like broo; 



f^Aoi'Tit— An' we're h' noddiB, 
HiA, nid, iioddin, 
We 're >,' noddin tou *t e'oii. 

It this clt«s not please you, let me liear from you : it you write aAJTiJ 
time lieforo the lirst of Septemlw-r, direct to Inverness, to be left at tba 
{hihC ODice till en.\\\l for; the next week at Aberileon; 
Eilinr. The alieet is done, and I sUall jiint conchide w 
you that 1 urn, imd ever nilli pride sliall he, My dear Sir, 

ROBT. BUKNS. 
Cdll yimr lioy wliat you think proper, only interject BrBSa. What 
wiy you to a Scripture name ; for instance — 
Zimri BuriiH Ainelie, 

Achitophel, &c., Ac. ! 
look your liilde for these two lievoes. It you do lliis, I will repay the 
Coniptiineiit. 



THE FREE 
CARE OF 



KT JAMES'S I.nDOE. 
TABIIOLTON, 

Bdinburoh, ^M Avffun ITST. 
my power to be at 



Men and BRGTHRliX— 1 am truly sorry it 
your quarterly meeting. If I must lie alisent in boily, believe nie I sliall 
be present in spirit. I suppose those wlio owe us monies, by bill or other- 
wise, will appear— I mean those we suuimoned. If you please, I wish you 
would delay proseeiitiug defaulters till I come home. The court is up, 
and I will be home before it siLs down. lu the menntinie, to take a note 
of who appear and who <lo not. of our faulty debitors, will l>e ri)>lit in my 
humble opinion ; and thow who confess debt and crave days, I ttdnk wo 
should spare them. Farewell 1 



Vniliin your den 



myward Contention 



RoBT. Burns. 
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Of Ins Higlitnnd excursioit Bums has left a diary similar ta that 
which he kept during his southern tour, lliis we now give, with 
ueceesiiry cxplonationa : 

[SatiirJiii/] QSlh AwjiiH ITST.— I set out for the nortli in company 
with my good friend Mr Nicol. From CoreUirphiDe, by KirkliRton aod 
Wincliburgli, fine, iioproven, fertile country : near Linlitligow the lands 
worse, liglit and anndy. Linlithgow, tlie appearance of rude, (tecnyed, 
idle grandeur, clmrmingly rural, retired situation. Tbe old rough palace a 
tolerably fine but melaiiclioly ruin — sweetly xituated on a xni&ll elevation 
on the brink of a locb. Shown the room where tlie beautiful, injured Mary 
Queen of Scots was bom — A pretty good old Gothic church — the in- 
famous stool of repentance standing, in the old Koniish way, in a lofty 
situation. What a poor, pimping business is a Presbyterian place of 
worship ! dirty, narrow, squalid ; stuck in a comer of old popish grandeur 
such as Linlitligow, and much more Melrose. Ceremony and show, if 
judicionsly thrown in, absolutely necessary for the bnik of mankind, 
both in religious a:id civil matters. 

West Lothian. — The more elegance and luxury among the fanners, I 
always oliBerre, in equal proportions, the mdeness and stupidity of the 
peasantry. This remark I have made all over the Lothians, Kterse, 
Itoxbiirgb, &c. ; and for this, among other reasons, I think that a man 
of romantic taste, a 'man of feeling,' will l>e better pleased with the 
poverty, but intelligent minds of the peasantry in Ayrshiie (peasantry 
they ore all below the Justice of Pence) than the opulence of a club of 
Metse farmen>, when he at the same time considers the Vandalism 
of Ihtir plough-folks, &c. I caiTy this idea so far, that an auinclosed, 
half-improven country is to me actually moiv agreeable, and gives 
me more plessnre as a prospect, than a country cultivated like a 
garden. 

Dine. — Go to my friend Mr Smith's at Avon PrintReld *^find nobody 
hnt Mrs Miller, an agreeable, sensible, mudeKt, good body ; as useful, but 
not BO omameutal, as Fielding's Mins Western— not rigidly ]iolite A ia 
Franpiite, but easy, hospitable, and housewifely. 

An old lady troui Paisley, a Mrs Uawson, whom I promise to call for 

in Paisley — like old Lady Wrauchope],+ and stil! nmre like Mrs C , 

her conversation in pregnant with strong sense and just remark, but, 
like them, a certain air of self-importance and a dureaie in the eye, 
secni to indicate, as the Ayrshii'e wife observed of her cow, that ' she had 
a mind o' her ain.' 

Pleasant distant view of Dnnfernitine and the rest of the fertile coast 
of Fife, as we go down to that dirty, ugly place, Borrowstonness. See 
a horse-race, and call on a friend of Mr Nicol's, a Bailie Cowan, of whom 

* Smith Iiwl, H bu been (Ireuly notiral, niiiovnl rrom Hawhllne to Uili plica. 

t LwlT W wu Nra Soot of Waucbopa. It bu been conJecUind tbat Hn C wu 

lilt AllMn Caekburn. 



160 urs Am wokks of bcvcb. 

1 know loo little to attcuiji* li» pmmlt. Cvanc tlmofli tlie rick CaiM"! 
o[ Polkirk In Falkiik to paoi Uie ai^X. 

[Suiu/'ig, 2UA ^fwj/tuf].— Falkirk D»tliingi«iiiuka)ile.eic^ltbeU 
nf Sir Jolin the Gn1iua,OTtTwbi«li, iuIbeMiCMauHi of tiine, foar[llii«4] I 
titunea bare been lauL 

The travelkn appe«r to hsv« spent the night in the Croaa Kq 
Inn at Falkirk. linma had btely provide*] himself with m diamoi 
l>vn ; and it is said titat this vetse wna Kfterwurds found ( 
window of the inn : 

S'lund be his sleep and blithe his mom 

That never did a lassie wrang ; 
Who poverty ne'«r held in scom — 

For mieer; ever tholcd a pang,* «w 

Caiiielon, the ancietit meUopolia of the Picl«, aavr a siiiaJl rilUge, il 
tliu iiei^libonrlKHxl of FB]kirk.t Ckm> tlie gnad caual la Cwtob.-^ 
UieakFnul—ODie paKt Larbert, &[id sdniiie a fiDe luonuiueat o~ 
inm crectoil by Mr Bnicc, the Africiin traveller, to his [»ocoriiil ivife.} 
K.ll, — Uc iii^l ber very ill, and I suppose he meant il as .niucli out 
of gratitliile t« Heaven an anytliin^; else. 

It would Bcon tliut the travellers zigza^ed a little on their 
route Iwtween Falkirk and Stirling. Tliey went to Carron, in the 
lioiw of BQeiiig the cclehmted ironworks there, although, the day 
bein^j Sundiiy, it is difficult to understand how they coidd have 
expcelod ndmi^ision. The following epigram was the result of 
their itisiipjxihitinent : 

V E 11 S E S 

WItlTIEN ON A WINDOW OK THK INN AT CARRON. 

Vt'u cam na lit-rc to vii-w your warks, cnme not— vtork« 
In hopes to be m;iir wise, more 

But only, leat we gang to hell, bo 

It may bo nac surprise : 

■ Thla «n»i(ivun(in th« outhnrityof MrG. Boynck, St An<lrows, In tim Fifahire Jonmal, 
Nu.. », 1S47. lliB lut li.ic iH ttmm prii.te.) : ' For miwry »«Kr Hioli^l « laiig.' 

t II will ■iibMH|u«Dt1r ba mrni that Bnrni iit>1l<«l liis knaolnlgs of Cimeloii in lila 
iweiii tnglniilug- 

' Tlicrc wni once n thus, bill oM Tiino tim Ui-ii yotmg.' 

t JniiiiJa nnicn, Ili« Arneni. tmv^lli'r. iKirti Rt KKniainl House, »tirliii);>'l>ir«, in 1730; 

•lli'<l 1T(,4; mruiiil, Mmry. el'leal ilminliUt o7 TlioiiiM Uuiidn. of Cirroiilmll, in 1776. 
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But when we tirl'd at your door, knocked 

Your porter dought na hear us ; could not 

Sae may, shou'd we to hell's yetts come, gates 

Your billy Satan sair us 1 crony— Mrre 

Lockhart tells a story which may be applicable to the preceding 
evening : * I have heard that, riding one dark night near Carron, 
his companion teased him with noisy exclamations of delight and 
wonder whenever an opening in the wood permitted them to see 
the magnificent glare of the furnaces : ** Look, Burns ! Good 
Heaven ! Look, look 1 What a glorious siglit ! " ** Sir," said 
Burns, "I would not look, look at your bidding, if it were the 
mouth of hell ! " ' 

Pass Dunipace, a place laid out with fine taste — a charming amphi- 
theatre bounded by Denny village, and pleasant seats of Herbertshire, 
Denovan, and down to Dunipace. The Carron running down the Imsom 
of the whole makes it one of the most channing little prospects 1 have 
seen. 

Dine at Auchenbowic — Mr Monro an excellent, worthy old man — Miss 
Monro an amiable, sensible, sweet young woman, nnich resembling 
Mre Grierson.* Come to Bannockbiirn — shewn the old house t where 
James III. was murdered. The field of Bannockburn — the hole where 
glorious Bruce set his standard. Here no Scot can pass uninterested. I 
fancy to myself that I see my gallant, heroic countr>'men coming o'er the 
hill, and down u]>on the plunderers of their country, the murderers of 
their fathers ; noble revenge and just hate glowing in every vein, striding 
more and more eagerly as they approach the oppressive, insulting, blood- 
thirsty foe. I see them meet in gloriously triumphant congratulation 
on the victorious field, exulting in their heroic royal leader, and rescued 
liberty and independence. — Come to Stirling. 



TO MR ROBERT MUIR.:t 



My dear Sir— I intended to have written yon from Edinburgh, and 
now write you from Stirling to make an excuse. Here am I on my way 
to Inverness, with a truly original, but very worthy, man, a Mr Nicol, 

• Wife of BurniTs fHcnd an<l brother-mason, Dr George Grierson of Glasgow. 

f ' Beaton's mUl/ at Milton, near Bannockbnm, Is still pointed out as the scene of the 
traf^edy. 

t This letter was first printed in The Brougham (a Glasgow weekly), No. 10, Saturday, 
Hay 6, 1882. 



se of Stirling,* and nkirtiag J 

I ver}' Btrou};, liut aa j 
ir twoperliajwin t«n niilei^ . 
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one of the Manters of tlic Hi^h-Bchool in EdlnburKli. I lufl Anlil E 
yewterrtttj- morning, and have |>aMe<l, IfwiilM hyoeicutBimw. linlitligova i 
Borrows tnaneiM, Falkirk, aii'l here am I nn<lniil>t«clly. Tbls niorning t 1 
kuF«led at the tomh nf Sir John the (.irahniii, tlie giillant frieod of tbs I 
imniortal Wallace; and two hours ago I »wd a feivent prayer for OM , 
Caledonia over the holenf a blue whin iitone, where RoWrtde Brace fixed 
liiB royal Htandarcl on the l>uiks of Bonnockliam ; an<l jnst now, front 
Stirling Castle, I liave seen hy the aetting * ' ' ' 
the windings of the Forth throngh the rich car 
the etjnally rich carse of Falkirk. The crop* ai 
Ute, that there is no harvest, exi«pt a ridge oi 
all the nay I have travelled from Edinburgh. 

I left Andrew Brace and family all well, t will \ie at least thm I 
weekH in making my tour, ae 1 sliaJI retiiiii by the coaat, and have many 
people to call for. 

Aly lieat compliments to Charles, onr ilear kinsman and fellow-M 
and Messrs W. and II. Parkers. I hope Huglioct is going on and prtm- | 
pering with God and Miss M'Causlin. 

If I rould think on any thing sprightly, I shonid let you hear t 
other post ; hat a dull, niatter-of-facl huaineea like this scrawl, the Iwa^ 
and Belilomer one writes, the lietter. 

Among other m attorn -of- fact, I shall ft.hl this, that I am and evei 
Bhall be. My dear Sir, yonr obliged ROBERT BUHNS. 

STIRliHa. Wli Aul. 17ST. 



At Stirling, liuma loft his coiniiaiiion for a Jay, to pay 
a visit to Harvieston, in Die valk'y of the Devrm, which flows 
from the Ochil Hills to tlio Tortli. Among the acquaintance- 
flliipa Burns had made or renewed at I)r Blacklock'a was, as 
has already been noticed, that of Mai~,'aret ChalmerB, a 
connection of his friend Gavin llaniilton, and then about 
twenty-four years of age. 5Iargaret Chalmers, althou;^h not a 
beauty, liad a pleasant, intelligent faco ; witliont any preten- 
sions to literary talent or studious habits, she had strong 
sense, and was in every way cajiable of appreciatiiig the society 
of men of letters. Blacklock ndoi'ed her for her dcligbtfnl 
voice, which was admirably siiited for the singing of national 
ballads. 

Mrs Rirbara Hamilton, the ptepmothcr of Gavin ; Mrs Enpbcniia 
Chalmers, the niotlicr of this ^^a^ga^et ; aiid the doceaBcd Mrs 
Charlotte Tail of Harvieston, were sisters, being the ciiildren of 

abrothrrgf'Taiii.' 
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Thomas Murdoch of Curiiloden, in Galloway, the representative 
of a peasant, who, according to tradition, had received lands for the 
help he gave to Bruce at a time of danger.* Margaret's father, 
Mr Chalmers of Fingland in Dairy, Kirkcvidbtightshire, hnd been 
compelled, owing to financial embarrassments, to part with his estate, 
and had retired to a beautifully situated farm on the Ayr, in the 
neighbourhood of Mauchline. There the families of Mrs Chalmers 
and Mrs Hamilton hnd grown up in the greatest intimacy. At 
length, however, ifrs Chalmers, being left a widow, removed to 
Edinburgh. About the same time Mr Tait, a widower with a son 
and daughter, invited his sister-in-law, Mrs Hamilton, to take up 
her residence at Harvieston, that she might preside over his house- 
hold until his daughter grew up. Mrs Hamilton, accordingly, 
lived there with her son and two daughters, Grace and Charlotte, 
the latter of whom had just come to womanhood, with the promise 
of uncommon beauty. Mrs Chalmers also occasionally lived there 
in summer with her two daughters- — Margfiret^ and Cochrane, her 
senior by about twenty years, who, in 1777 had married her 
cousin, Sir Henry Mackenzie of Gairloch. When Bums visited 
Harvieston, Kirs Chalmers and Lady Mackenzie were tliete ; but 
Miss Chalmers had remained in Edinburgh. 

Bums's entry in his journal on the subject of his excursion to 
the Devon Valley is brief, consisting only of these words: 'Mon- 
day [27th August]. — Go to Harvieston. — Mrs Hamilton and 
family — Mrs Chalmers — Mrs Shields. — Go to sec Cauldron linn, 
and Rumbling-brig, and the Deil's mill. Ketum in the evening 
to Stirling.' But he has left us a more satisfactory account of the 
day in a letter 

■ 'ThnniEhthFlrniolher, the three liulle>wH«gnIiil-nl«« or OrltrlCochnneot Ochlt- 
tree, the heroine of ureiiinrkable aiieolote of the dtfflcnlt tiriw of JaiiiM II. Herftthn, 
l]i« Hon. Jolin Cochnne, being condfliiiieil to die In Edlobunih Tdt hli ihan In Argyll's 
re banion, the ynuiiK Iwly dligulMd henelf. ■tlackKl the post-mCHMnger u he croeied the 
Bonlrr. nncl robbed him or the wamuil for the eieciitinn. Thin ehe !■ nid to h»»e nved 
her hlh*r'« lift neverel time*. Oiiiel Coeht«ne. who bwame Mm Kerr of Morrletoii, In 

ynm.'—LettrrjTtmtirtMimafMriaiabiim. Thlnrniniintlc iilory.vhich liitiU pmnlent 
In the Minth end •oiith-wenC of ScotlBn<l, [< told nC lent^h In Ctaobri'i JVIarrlluny, toI. 
III., No. as,-Scntli«hT«rtltio™iry 8toriM,'»nd le Inwoven byWrS. R. Crockett In (he 
(Inning chepten or hlnnnnance, Tin MntJ Oit Uoa lln^. Sir John Cochrane of Ochlltne 
did nndoubtedly Uke part In Argyll'* nibellion. and aurTeml miprieonnient. According to 
Ponntalnlitll, he tnni«it ' (pprover.' nn!ed the lndiil|tenre on Pmbyterlanii, and illFd a 
flnner or t«i«. Itarlng two aona. ADthentle hlelory li allenton theaublectol Gtltel and 



„ M juiie iroin tliis toAvn \\\ 
uaiiks to pay my respects to some Ayrsliire full 
breakfast, we made a j)arty to <^o and see tlie 
remarkable cascade in the Devon, about live ii 
and after spending one of tlie most pleasant dayj 
returned to Stirling in the evening. They are a i 
not had any prior tie ; though they liad not been 
of a certain gonerona friend of mine, I would nevei 
you have not seen them these several years, so you 
of what such young folks as they, are now. Your I 
as tall as you are, but slender rather than otherwise 
faction to inform you that he is getting the bettei 
symptoms which I suppose you know were threat* 
and particularly his manner resemble you, but he 
face. (I put in the word Hillt to please Mrs Ha 
modesty, and at the same time a just idea of that r 
to man and has a right in his turn to exact, are st 
character ; and, what with me is the Alpha and the € 
might adorn the breast of a Poet t Grace has a 
look of health and cheerfulness, but nothing els< 
person. I scarcely ever saw so striking a likeness a 
your little Beennie ; the mouth and chin particularly 
first ; but as we grew better acquainted, I was delig 
frankness of her manner and the sterling sense of 
Charlotte, I cannot speak in common tenns of adi 
only beautiful,' but lovely. Her form is elegan' 
regular, but they have the smile of sweetness ai 
placency of good nature in the highest degree ; and 
that she has happily recovered her wonted healt 
Burnet's. After the exercise of our ride to the 
exactly Dr Donne's Mistress : 

Her pure and eloquent blno/i 



Flow'd in l^«- '*- 
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I do not give you all this account, my good Sir, to flatter you. I mean 
it to reproach yon. Such relations, tlie firat Peer in the realm might 
owu with pride ; then why hat you keep up more correspondence with 
these so amiable young folks? I had a thousand questions to answer 
about you all : I had to describe the little ones with the minuteness of 
anatomy. They were highly delighted when I told them that John * 
was so good a boy and so fine a scholar, and that Willie was going on 
still very pretty ; but I have it in commission to tell her from them that 
beauty is a poor, silly bauble, without she l)e good. Miss Chalmera I had 
left in Edinburgh, but I had the pleasure of meeting with Mrs Chalmers, 
only Lady M'Kenzio being rather a little alarmingly ill of a sore 
throat somewhat marr'd our enjoyment. I shall not be in Ayrshii-e for 
four weeks. My most respectful Compliments to Mrs Hamilton, Miss 
Kennedy, and Doctor M*Kenzie. I shall probably write him from 
some stage or other. I am ever. Sir, yours most gratefully, 

RoBT. Burns. 



In the evening tbe travellers supped in a company which the 
poet sketches off in brief terms : * Supper — Messrs Doig f (the 
Schoolmaster) and Bell ; Captain Forrester of the Castle — Doig a 
queerish figure, and something of a pedant — Bell a joyous, vacant 
fellow who sings a good song — Forrester a merry, swearing kind 
of man, with a dash of the Sodger.' 

At Stirling, on the Saturday night, the travellers had not been 
more charmed with the magnificent panorama of the Grampians, 
viewed from the battlements of the castle, than their patriotic and 
quasi-Jacobitical feelings had been outraged by the ruinous state 
of the ancient hall in which parliaments had occasionally been held 

* ' May Health and Peace, with muttial rays, 
Shine on the ev'ning o' his days ; 

Till his we, euWte John's ier-oe, great-grandchild 

When ebbing life nae inair shall flow, no more 

The last, sad, nioumfUl rites bestow ! ' 

—Dedication to Gavin HamilUm. 

John Hamilton, the eldest son of his father, was then six years of age. He carried on his 
(kther's busineiM in Mauchline along with his younger brother, Alexander. In 1806 he was 
appointed factor to the Earl of Moira, and took up his residence in Loudoun Castle. 
Twenty years after, he became fkctor to the Duke of Portland, and lived in Kilmarnock. 
Finally, he became the duke's private secretary, and removed to London, where he died in 
1862. ' Willie ' was Wilhelmina, second daughter of Qavin, and then about eight years of 
age. In 1806 she married the Rev. John Tod of Matichline, * Daddy Auld's ' successor. 
Mrs Tod died in 18.58. Her sister Jacobina, ' little Beenie,' died tmmarried in 1822. 

t David Doig, bom in 1719 ; educated for the ministry of the Church of Scotland, but 
became a teacher; rector of Stirling Grammar-school at the time Bums met him ; con- 
tributed on classical and oriental literature to the Enqfdopndia Britannica, and had a 
protracted controversy with Lord Kames on the origin of civilisation ; died in ISOOu 



Lira AND WORKH OF BURN 

) Scottieli kings. An inMription > 
iiidow of tlieir room : 



i RflcnvanJs found 



Here Stewarto once in k^tj reigned, 

Anil ]a\vfl for Scotknd'e weal ordained ; 

But now unroofed their palace Htanda, 

Tlieir sceptre 's awnyed by other hauda ; 

I'hUoii iudcod, and to the cnrth 

WJieiice grovelling reptiles take their birth, 

The injured Stewart line is gone, 

A race outlandish tills their throne ; 

An idiot race, to honour lost; 

"Who know them best despise them most 

Allan Cunninglian) has given some particulars of this affair, 
which may be given, although their accnraoy cannot be vouched 
fill-. 'Till! poet Kccnis not to linve been very sensible at 
that time of his imprudence : for some one said : " Bums, this 
ivill do yon no goo<I." " I sholl reprove myself," he said, and 
proceeded to aggravHte his offence by adding these lines : 

" Rnali mortal, and slanderous Toot, thy name 
Shall no longer api»sr in the rocoixls of fame ; 
Dost not know that old Mansficlil, who writes like the Bible, 
Says the niore 'tis a trntb, Sir, tlie more 'tis a libel 7 " ' 

It is stated that the Eev. Mr Hamilton of Ciladsninir,* in East 
Lothian, soon after seeing the verees, added th 



folio; 



TliuH tvi'eti^lies rail whom KonlicI j^iliii 
Drags in Faction's Kil'led vliain : 
Itiit can a niind whicli Fame in»ipire», 
IrVhere genius lightf her hri;;litest fires— 
Can BrRNS, disilainint,' truth and law, 
Fnctiiin'R venoineil ila):Ker <1vhw ; 
And, skiilkili); with a villain's aim. 
Basely stall liix liinnarrli'n fame! 
Yes, Burns, 'lis o'er, lliy race is run. 
And sliades receive tliy wetting sun ; 
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Willi pain thy waywaixl fate I see, 
And mourn tlie lot that '8 doomed for thee : 
These few rash lines will damn tliy name, 
And blast tliy hopes of future fame.* 

In the Glenriddel MSS. Burns, under the title of * The Poet's 

Reply to the Threat of a Censorious Critic,* alluded to this matter 

thus : * My imprudent lines were answered, very petulantly, by 

ftomebodf/y I believe a Rev. Mr Hamilton, f In a MS. where I met 

the answer, I wrote below : — 

With Jllsop's lion, Bums says, sore I feel 
Eacli other blow, but d — u tliat ass's heel.' 

Tuesday Moi^nxng [28/A August\ — Breakfast with Captain Forrester- 
leave Stirling— Ochil Hills — Devon River — Forth and Teith — Allan River 
— Strathallan, a fine country but little improven — Ardoch Camp — Cross 
Earn to Crieff— Dine, and go to Arbruchil ; cold reception at Arbruchil — 
A most romantically pleasant ride up Earn, by Anchtertyre and Comrie — 
Sup at Crieff. 

Wednesday Morning [29<A]. — Leave Crieff— Glen Almond— Almond 
River — Osnian's grave — Loch Frioch — Glenquaich — Landlord and land- 
lady remarkable characters — Taymouth— described in rhyme — Meet the 
Hon. Charles Townshend.:t 



VERSES 

WRITTEN *WITH MY PENCIL OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE IN THE PAR- 
LOUR OF THE INN AT KEN MORE, AT THE OUTLET OF LOCH TAY.* 

Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 

These northern scenes with weary feet I trace ; 

O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 

Th' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep, 

My savage journey, curious, I pursue, 

Till fam'd Breadalbane opens to my view. — 

* Cunningham states the fact as to Hamilton ; but his rejoinder is here given fh)ra a 
manuscript source. 
\ Cunningham's rendering of the lines are : 

' Like Esop's lion, Bums says, sore I feel 
All others scorn — but damn that ass's heeL' 
X This was in all probability the same Hon. Charles Townshend who, in 1797, was created 
Baron Bayning— the title is now extinct — and died in 1810. He was the conidn of the more 
celebrated Charles Townshend (d. 1767X Chancellor of the Exchequer in the Earl of Chatham's 
administration, hero of the 'champagne six^ech,' and distinguished as one of the moet 
brilliant orators and unreliable politicians of his time. 



i LIPB AStI WOHKa OF Bonn's. 

The moetiiig cliffs each deop-BUiik glen tiividee, 
The wooila, wild-Bcatter'd, clothe their amplB sides ; 
'I'll' outfitretcliLug luke, imboBotned 'raoug the hills, 
Tlie n;e with wonder and auiazeiiient fills ; 
Tlio Tay nieaiid'ring sweet in iiifunt pride; 
Tlie palnre rising on its verdant side ; 
The lawus wood-Mng'd in Iiature's nntive tnstA ; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste; 
The arches sitriding o'er the new-born atream ; 
The village glittering in the noontide beam — 

Footii: ardors in my bosom swell, 
Lone-wand'ring by the lierrait'a mossy cell : 
The sweeping theiitre of hanging woods ; 
Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods — 

Here Poeay might wako her heav'n-taught lyre, 
And look tiiroHgli Natnre with creative lire; 
Here, to tlie wrongs of Fate half reconeil'd, 
Misfortune's ligliten'd steps might wander wild j 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds, 
Find balm to sooth her bitter, rankling wounds : 
Hero heart-struck Grief might heav'nwai'd stretcli her si 
And injur'd Worth forget nnd pardon man. 



T}itir»day [.lOM Avrfnst\—Qnme down Tny to DunkelJ—Glenlyon 
House— Lyon River — Druid's Temple— three rirclea of Htnnes, tlie outer- 
most sunk ; the second has tliirt«en stones remniiiin); ; the iiineniiost lia.i 
eight ; two large detached ones like a Rate, to llie Hniith-eai't— Say prayers 
in it — I'ass Tny Bridge — AI>erfeldy — ilescrilied in rliyme — Castle Men zien, 
lieyond Grandtully — Balleiglian— Logierait— Inver— Dr Stewart — Sup. 

Of his next ])ocm I'urns writes expressly in a niitc in the 
Glenriddol volume: 'I composed these stanzas standing under 
the Falls of Moncss, near Alwrfeldy.' He had in his mind at the 
time a popular song, 'The Birks of Abergehlie,' which celebrated 
the beauties of a well-known and richly wooded estate on Deeside, 
Aberdeenshire, which has been leased for many years by Her 
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Majesty Queen Victoria. It seems that he transferred the ' birks ' 
from Abergeldie to Aberfeldy. At all events, they were not in 
evidence when Dorothy Wordsworth visited the Falls of Moness 
in 1803. 



THE BIRKS OF ABEUFELDY. 
Tune— 7%e Birlcs of Abergeldie. 

CJioms — Bonny lassie, will ye go, 
Will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonny lassie, will ye go 
To the Birks of Aberfeldy f 



birchefl 



Now Simmer blinks on flowery braes, Snmuier glances 
And o'er the crystal streamlets plays. 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 



The little birdies blythely sing. 
While o'er their heads the hazels hing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 



hang 



The braes ascend like lofty wa's, 
The foamy stream deep-roaring fa's, 
O'erhung wi' fragrant-spreading shaws, 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 



^illa— valla 

falls 

foliage 



Tlje hoary cliffs are crown'd wi' flowers, 
White o'er the linns the bumio pours, cascades-stream 
And rising, weets wi' misty showers wets 

The birks of Aberfeldy. 



I>3t Fortune's gifts at random flee, 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me ; 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 



ftom 



IbU LIFE AND WOUKS OF BURNS. 

Friiiag [3lBt Aug.J— \\"ftlk witli film titewai'l iwU ISi'iU'il U) Dini&ui 
top— tioe proHpecl down Tay — Craigiebania Hilla — Heimilage on Lha 
Diaii Water, witli a pictare of Oaaian— Braikfaal wilU Dr Stewait — Neil 
Gow * |>1iLys ; a. eliort, Btont-built Higliluid figure, with hia greyish liair 
«he(l un liii lionent Bocial brow—an iut^reatiiig face, luarkiiig ntrgng 
sense, kinil open- hear tedn ess, mixed with iiuialBtniating ainipUcity — 
visit hiH honse — Marj,-aret Gow. Ride up Tiiinmel River to Blair [the 
seat of the Duke of Atiiole-I-] Fa.'ically, a betiiitifii), romiuitic ueet 
— wild ({ranileur of the |>asa of Gilliecraiikie — visit the gallaut Lord 
Unuilee's BUiiie. Blair — Su|i witli the Dut^heas— easy tiiid hiippy from 
the iimiitieis of tliat family — confirmed in my good opinion of my friend 
Walker. 

Saturday [Stpl. 1.]— Viuit tlie sccues round Blair— line, but apoill 
with hail tast«— l^lt and Ganie rivers— Falltt on the Tilt^Ueutber seat — 
Itide in company with Sir William Murray and Mr Walker t« Loch 
Tumme! — iiieanderinga of the Rnnnoch, which ruiiH thro' quiiadavt 
Btrunn Ro1>ertHon'B estate fitiin Loch lUniioch to Loch Tiiniiiiel— Dine at 
Illtiir — Company — General Murray, Orien. CapL Murray, an Itaneat 
Tar; Sir William Murmy, an honest, wortliy man, hnt tormented with 
the hypochondria; Mi's Giixlinm, brllc el nimable ; Miss Cathcart; Mis 
Murray, a painter ; Mrs King ; Duchess and fine family, the Mnrquia, 
Lords James, Edward, anil Rnljert ; Ladies Charlotte, Emelia, and 
children— Dance— Sup — Duke ; Mr Gvalmiu of Fintray ; Mr M'Laggau ; 
Mr and Mrs Stewart, 



Burns bad at E(liiibur<;h formed the acquaintance of Josiah 
Walker, the sou of the Kev. Thomas Walker, minister of the 
Ayrshire parish of Duiidouald, and two years hia junior. They 
bad often mot at Dt Blacklock's, Professor Stewart's, and other 
houses. Coming now with a letter of introduction to Blair, the 
poet and Niuol were fortunate in finding young Walker residing 
there in the ciipacity of tutor to the Marquis of Tullibardine, eldest 
son of the l)uke of Athole, and then a boy of nine. Of the visit, 
which Burns enjoyed exceedingly, Walker substiiutntly furnished 
the following account 

' Un rcHchmg Blair, he sent me notice of hi*: arrival (na I had 
been previously SLquamted with huii), and I hastLued to meet him 
at the mn The Duke, to whom he brought a letter of intioduc 
tton, w\i from home, hut the Duche% bein^' informed of his 

' Neil Gow Iha fkmoua 'fcottlnh >iollnl»t Biiil cniiposxr hbh tlien sutv years of ige 
He v,i9 bun at inier ncsr Dunkelit In I'i' »nd died in ISO" 
f John, founhDuksuf Atligle.wu bum Id 1T»5, succeeded his ntlier iii 1TT4, and aic<l 
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arrival, gave liim an invitation to sup and sleep at Athole-hoose 
[Blair]. He accepted the invitation, but as the hour of supper 
was at some distance, b^ged I would in the interval be his 
guide through the grounds. It was already growing dark ; yet the 
softened, though faint and uncertain, view of their beauties, which 
the moonlight afforded us^ seemed exactly suited to the state of 
his feelings at the time. I had often, like others, experienced the 
pleasures which arise from the sublime or elegant landscape, but I 
never saw those feelings so intense as in Bums. When wc 
reached a rustic hut on the river Tilt, where it is overhung by a 
woody precipice, from which there is a noble waterfall, he threw 
himself on the heathy seat, and gave himself up to a tender, 
abstracted, and voluptuous enthusiasm of imagination. I cannot 
help thinking it might have been here that he conceived the idea 
of the following lines, which he afterwards introduced into his 
poem on Bruar Water, when only fancying such a combination of 
objects as were now present to his eye. 

Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

Mild -chequering thro' the trees. 
Rave to my darkly-dashing stream, 

HoarBe-swelling on the breeze. 

It was with much difficulty I prevailed on him to quit this spot, 
and to be introduced in proper time to supper. 

' My curiosity was great to see how he would conduct himself in 
company so different from what he had been accustomed to. His 
manner was unembarrassed, plain, and firm. He appeared to have 
complete reliance on his own native good sense for directing his 
behaviour. He seemed at once to perceive and to appreciate what 
was due to the company and to himself^ and never to forget a 
proper respect for the separate species of dignity belonging to 
each. He did not arrogate conversation, but when led into it, 
he spoke with ease, propriety, and manliness. He tried to exert 
his abilities, because he knew it was ability alone gave him a title 
to be there. The Duke's fine young family attracted much of 
his admiration ; he drank their healths as honest men ami 
honie losses^ an idea which was much applauded by the com- 
pany, and with which he has very felicitously closed his poem 
[alluded to]. 

VOL. IL It 



eT.:ert..iri':-'l for him, on arc.un: of his vijor 
they wore clojJed at times by C'-ars--nes5 of i 
he a-j !•; 1, " his mini is like liis b-xiy, he has 
in-kneed sort of a souL" 

' Much attention was paid to Bams both 1 
Duke's return, of which he was perfectly seni 
Yain ; and at his departore I reeommended tc 
appropriate return he eonld make, to write son 
on any of the scenes with which he had been i 
After leaving Blair, he, by ibe Doke's adfice, ^ 
Bniar, and in a few days I received a lett 
with the verses enclosed [** Bmar Water *].' 

The Friday and Saturday which Boms sp< 
August and Ist September) he afterwards decla 
among the happiest days of his life. The Ath« 
much pleased with the poet as he was with iher 
him to prolong his stay ; and he would have con 
eagehiess of Nicol to get away. Walker relates 
in their anxiety to have a little more of Bums'a 
servant to the inn, to bribe his driver to looi 
horse's shoe. But the ambush failed. Pro 
driver was ineomiptihUJ * It was the more to 
Bums did not wait a little longer, as Henry D 
expected as a guest Had he met that great disp 
— ^the ' uncrowned king of Scotland * — who knoii 
influence might not have been exerted on his 
As it was, he was fort.niio*- *- 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATER* 
TO THE N0JJL5 DUKE OF ATHOLE. 

My Lord, I know your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assails in vain ; 
Embolden'J thus, I beg you II hear 

Your hiimble slave complain 
How saucy Phcebus' scorching beams, 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams, 

And drink my crystal tide. 



The lightly-jumping, glowrin' trouts 

That thro' my waters play. 
If, in their random, wanton spouts. 

They near the margin stray ; 
If, hapless chance ! they linger lang, 

I 'm scorching up so shallow 
They 're left the whitening stanes amang 

In gasping death to wallow. 

Last day I grat wi' spite and teen. 

As Poet Burns came by. 
That, to a Bard, I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry : 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween. 

Even as I was, he shor'd me ; 
But had I in my glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador d ma 



staring 



long 



wept— ventlon 



threatened 
would 



* 'The first object of interest that occurs upon the public road after lea^-ing Blair, in a 
chasm In the hill on the right hand, through which the little river Bruar falls over a series 
of beautiftil cascades. Fonnerly, the Falls of the Bruar were nnadomed by wood ; but the 
poet Bums, being conducted to see them (September 1787) after visiting the Duke of 
Athole. recommended that they should be invested with that necessary decoration. 
Accnnlingly, trees have been thickly planted along the chasm, and are now tkr advanced 
to maturity. Throughout this young forest a walk has been cut, and a nnmber of fantastic 
little grottoes erected for the conveniency of those who visit the spot. The river not only 
makes several distinct falls, but rushes on throtigh a channel, whose roughness and haggard 
sublimity adds greatly to the merits of the scene, as an otdect of interest among tourists.* 
— R Chambers's Picture of Seottand. Most of the ' ftragrant birks ' planted in answer 
to Bums's ' humble petition * have been blown down by gales. 



*V orth gaun a mile to see. 
^^'ould, then, n,y „ob,e master , 

"e 11 shade my banlca «,,' * > ■ 
4n/i K„ • """''8 wi tow'n 
And bonie spreading bushes. 
Debghted doubly then J.r^ 

And hsten n,ony « g„,teful bW 
Ketnni you tuneful thanks. 

^qi.*!^/ ^'''"^'^' »"Wing wild 
Shall to the skies aspire/ 

^il 8°7<»«P«k, Music's gayest «!. 
ShaU sweetly ioin til i • 

'^T^^^^r'rt shall ensure 
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The flowers shall vie in all their charms 

The hour of heav'n to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant arms UrchM 

To screen the dear embrace. 

Here haply, too, at vernal dawn 

Some musing bard may stray, 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn. 

And misty mountain grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam. 

Mild-chequering thro' the trees, 
Rave to my darkly dashing stream, 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o'erspread, 
And view, deep-bending in the pool, 

Their shadows* wat'ry-bed : 
Let fragrant birks, in woodbines drest, 

My craggy cliffs adorn ; 
And, for the little songster's nest, 

The close embowering thorn. 

So may, Old Scotia's darling hope, 

Your little angel band 
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 

Their honoured native land ! 
So may, thro' Albion's farthest ken. 

To social-flowing glasses 
The grace be — ' Athole's honest men. 

And Athole's bonie lasses I ' 

TO MR JOSIAH WALKER, BLAIR OF ATUOLE.* 

Inverness, 5tk September 1787. 

My dear Sir~I have just time to write the foregoing, and to tell you 
that it was (at least mo«t part of it) the effasion of an half-hour I spent 
at Bruar. I do not mean it was extempore, for I have endeavoured to 
brush it np as well as Mr Nicol's chat and the jogging of the chaise 

* Joslah Walker 0761-1881) graduated at the Univereity of Edinburgh. Early in 1787 
he was appointed tutor to the Xarqnis of Tullibardine, eldest son of the Duke of Athole. 
This pottition he held until the death of his pupil in 1796. Thereafter he edited The Perth- 
akin Courier, and contributed to the Enq^t^ntdia Perthenti$ and Brewster's Edinburgh 
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would allow. It eaues luy heart a good deal, as rhyme is the coin with 
which a poet pays his debts of honour or gratitude. What I owe to tlie 
noble family of Athole, of the first kind, I shall ever proudly boast ; 
what I owe of tlie last, so help me Uod in my hour of need I I shall never 
forget. 

The ' little angel-band ! ' I declare I prayed for them very sincerely 
to-day at the Fall of Fyars [Foyers]. I shall never forget the fine family 
piece I saw at Blair : the amiable, the truly noble Duchess,* M'ith her 
smiling little seraph in her lap, at the head of the table ; the lovely 'olive- 
plants,' as the Hebrew bard finely says, round the happy mother; the 
lieautiful Mrs Graham ; the lovely, sweet Miss Cathcart, &c I wish 
I had the powers of Guido to do them justice ! My Lord Duke's kind 
hospitality — markedly kind indeed. Mr Graham of Fintray's charms 
of conversation — Sir W. Murray's friendship. In sliort, the recollection 
of all that polite, agreeable company raises an honest glow in my bosom. 

K. B. 

The Mrs Graham and Miss Cathcart whom Burns eulogises in 
this letter, were daughters of Lord Cathcart, and sisters of the 
Duchess of Athole. The husband of the elder was at this time 
a quiet country gentleman, Thomas Graham of I^algowan. The war 
with France broke out, and Tliomas Graham, though in middle life, 
volunteered as a soldier. He commanded the British troops at the 
battle of Barossa in 1811, and was raised to a peerage with the title 
of Lord Lynedoch. He died in 1843, at the advanced age of ninety- 
four. The younger sister, who had been bom in Russia while her 
father was ambassador there, was now seventeen years of age, 
and noted equally for beauty and amiability. Unfortunately 
she died of consumption at four-and-tweuty. All three sisters 
predeceased Bums. 

Sumlay [Sept 2.] — Come up the Garrie— Falls of Bruar— Allecairoch — 
Dahvhinnie — Dine— Snow on the hills, 17 feet deep ; no com from Loch 
(jairie to Dalwhinnie — cross the Spey, and come down the stream to 
Pitnim — Straths rich ; Ics environs picturesque— Craigow hill — Ruthven 
of Ikidenoch — Barrack — wild and magnificent. Uothemurche on the 
other side, and Glenmore— Grant of Rothenmrche s poetry — told me by 
the Duke of Gordon ; Strathspeys rich and romantic 

Encydopadia, From 1815 till his dmth hfl wu professor of Humanity In the Univenity of 
OlMgow. His chief works are The Ik/ene$ qf OnUr: a poem (1802X and a lA/e c/ Burnt 
|»reflxed to Morison's edition (1811)l 

* Jane, daughter of Charles, ninth Lord Cathcart, and the duke's first wife. She died 
in 1700. The Mittle an^el band ' consisted of Lady Charlotte Murray, aged twdve, after- 
wards the wife of Sir John Menzies of Castle^Menzies ; Lady Amelia. agp<l seven, aft«r\i*ards 
Viscountess Stratliallan ; and Lady Elizubeth, an infant of five months, afterwards Lady 
Macgr^or Murray of Lanxick. 



HIGHLAND TOUR. 167 

Monday [Sept, 3.] — Breakfast at Avieniore, a wild romantic spot- 
Snows in patclies on the hills 18 feet deep — Enter Strathspey — come to 
Sir James Grant's— dine — company — Lady Grant a sweet pleasant body 
— Mr and Miss Bailie : Mrs Bailie ; Dr and Mra Gi-ant— Clergymen — ^Mr 
Hepburn— come through mist and darkness to Dulsie to lie [sleep]. 

Tiiesday, —YinUXxoxTx. River — rocky banks—come on to Castle Cawdor, 
where Macbeth murdered King Duncan— saw the bed in which King 
Duncan was stabbed [a fable]— dine at Kilraik [Kilravock] — Mrs Rose, 
senr., a true chieftain's wife, a daughter of Clephane— Mrs Rose, junr. — 
Fort George — Inverness. 

Bums had written to his Montrose cousin from Edinburgh, 
intimating his intention of being in the north. He now wrote 
moro precisely : 

TO MR JAMBS BURNESS, MONTROSE. 

Dr Cousin— I wrote you from Edinr. that I intended being north. I 
shall be in Stonhive [Stonehaven] sometime on Monday the lOth Inst, 
and I beg the favor of you to meet me there. I understand there is but 
one Inn at Stonhive, so you cannot miss me. As I am in the country, 
I certainly shall see any of my father's relations that are any way 
near my road ; but I do not even know their names, or where one 
of them lives, so I hope you will meet me and be my guide. Farewell, 
till I have the pleasure of meeting you. I am ever, Dr Sir, Yours, 

RoBT. Burns. 

Ihyebness, AihSepL 1787. 



TO WILLIAM INOLIS, ESQ., INVERNESS. 

Mr Bums presents his most respectful compliments to Mr Inglis— 
would have waited on him Avith the inclosed [letter of introduction from 
William Danl»ar], but is jaded to death with the fatigue of to-day's 
journey— won't leave Inverness till Thursday morning. 

Bttlbs Houel, Tuetday Evening, 

Wednesday.— lAHiYi Ness— Braes of Ness— General's Hut— Fall of 

Fyers— Urquhart Castle and Strath— Dine at , Sup at Mr Inglis's 

— Mr Inglis and Mrs Inglis : three young ladies. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, STANDING BY THE FALL 
OP FYERS, NEAR LOCH-NESS. 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 
The foaming Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 



LIFE AKD WORKH OF BVBNB. 

Till full liQ dasheB on the rocky mounds, 

WhuK, tliro' a shapeless breach, his stream resouncEti 

As high in air the buretiiig torreiita flow, 

As deep recoiling surges foam holow, 

Prono down the rock the whitening sheet desgenda. 

And viewless Echo's ear, astonished, rends. 

Dim seen, through rising miata and ceaseless ahow'is, 

The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low're. 

Still tliro' the gap the struggling river toils, 

And still, helow, the horrid caldron boils, — 



In the evening, after returning from his drive to the Falls of 
Tojers,* Bums (accompanied, presiimably, by Kicol) dined by 
appointment with Mr Inglis, the provost, to whom, as lias bean 
seen, he had brought a letter of introduction from his friend 
William Dunbar, who belonged to this district. He was en- 
raptured with the Highland scenery, but thoughtful and silent 






Qing. 



Thursila'/. — Come over CuIlo<ien miiir — reHectiona on tlie field of 
battle — breakfast at Kilraick [Kilravock] — [He probably was intro- 
duced here by Kir Mackenzie, antbni' of tbe Mini uf Feiiing, who was 
a cousin of Mrs Hose, jun.] — old Mrs Rose, sterling sense, warm heart, 
strong passion, honest pride, all in an nncoinnion ilegree— Mrs Rose, 
jnn,, a little milder than tlie inotber ; tliis perbaps owing to tier lieing 
yoniigert— Mr Grant,! minister at Caldei*, resembles Mr Scott at Inver- 
leithen^Mrs Rose and Mr Grant accompany ns to Kililrnmiuie — two 
young ladies. Miss Rose, who sang two Gaelic songs, beantiful and 
lovely ; Miss Sophie Brodie, not very beautiful, but most agreeable and 
imuable— both of them tlie gentlest, mildest, sweetest creatures on earth, 
and happiness be with thetn \ 

In a letter written in the following February to Mrs Rose, 
junior, the poet shows a lively and grateful recollection of this 
happy day. It appears th.nt here, again, he would have pro- 
longed his stay but for the impatience of Nicol. 
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Dine at Naini — fall in with a pleasant enough gentleman, Dr Stewart, 
who had been long abroad witli his father in [consequence of] the Forty- 
five ; and Mr Falconer, a spare, irascible, warm-hearted Norland, and a 
non-juror— wastes of sand. Brodie House to lie. Mr Brodie* truly polite, 
but not just the Highland cordiality. 

Friday [Sept. 7.]— Cross the Findhom to Forres — Mr Brodie tells me 
that the muir where Shakespeare lays Macbeth's witch-meeting is still 
so haunted that the country-folks won't pass it by night. Elgin to 

breakfast ; meet with Mr , Mr Dunbar's friend, a pleasant sort of a 

man ; can come no nearer. Venerable ruins of Elgin Abbey [Cathedral] 
— A grander effect at first glance than Melrose, but nothing near so 
beautiful. 

Cross Spey to Fochabers — fine palace [Gordon Castle,t the seat of the 
Duke of Gordon], worthy of the generous proprietor — dine — comi>any — 
Duke and Duchess, Ladies Charlotte and Madeline ; % Colonel Abercroni- 

hie and Lady ; Mr Gordon, and Mr , a clergyman, a venerable, aged 

figure, and Mr Hoy, a clergyman, I suppose, a pleasant open manner. 
The Duke makes me happier than ever great man did — noble, princely; 
yet mild, condescending and affable, gay, and kind. The Duchess 
charming, witty, and sensible— God bless them ! 

Currie obtained some particulars of Bums's too brief visit to 
Gordon Castle, from Dr Couper of Fochabers. 'In the course 
of the preceding winter,' he says, ' Bums had been introduced to 
the Duchess of Gordon at Edinburgh ; and, presuming on this 
acquaintance, he proceeded to Gordon Castle, leaving Mr Nicol at 
the inn of the village. At the castle, our poet was received with 
the utmost hospitality and kindness ; and the family being about 
to sit down to dinner, he was invited to take his place at table as 
a matter of course. This invitation he accepted, and after drinking 
a few glasses of wine, he rose up, and proposed to withdraw. On 
being pressed to stay, he mentioned, for the first time, his engage- 
ment with his fellow-traveller ; and his noble host offering to send 
a servant to conduct Mr Nicol to the castle. Bums insisted on 
undertaking that office himself. He was, however, accompanied 



* James Brodie of Brodie (1744-1824), the repreMnUtive of an old Scottish fkmily, 
well-known as botanist and naturalist. Only the year previoos to Bums's visit, his wife, 
youngest daughter of the first Earl of Fife (with whom he had elopedX had been accidentally 
burned to death in Brodie House. 

t ' Though still in character of a castle, it is at once an elegant and nuOestic edifice : it 
extends upwards of Ave hundred and fifty feet in fh>nt ; and the higher parts of the build« 
ing, towering amidst the lofty trees in the park, present an image of magnificence to all the 
country round.*— Prom Antiquities and Scenery cf the North of Scotland^ by the Rev. Chas. 
Conliner, minister of St Andrew's Chapel, BamfT. (London, 1780.) 

t Lady Charlottif, who was now nineteen years of age, afterwards became Duchess of 
Blchmond ; IjuXy Madelina married Sir Robert Sinclair of Murkle. 



xxKJKjr oi the inn, venting his anger on the jx) 
ness with whicli he obeyed his commands. A 
entreaty could change the j)ur}K)?e of his fello 
was reduced to the necessity of separating fron 
instantly proceeding with him on their joum 
latter of these alternatives; and seating himsi 
the poet-chaise, with mortification and regret h 
on Gordon Castle, where he had promised hi 
daya' Sensihlo, however, of the great kind 
family, he made the hest retom in his power bj 

ON CASTLE GORDON. 

Streams that glide in orient plains^ 
Never bonnd bj winter's chains ; 

Glovring here on golden sand% 
There oommix'd vrith foulest stains 

From tyranny's empurpled haudi 

These, their richly gleaming wavea^ 

I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 

Give me the stream that sweetly la^ 

The banks hy Castle Goidoz 

BiHcy forests, evisr gay, 
Shading from the burning ray 

Hapless wretches sold to toil, 
Or the ruthless nativp^o 



^i»« ' 
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Wildly here, without conti-oul. 
Nature reigns and rules the ^vhole ; 

In that sober pensive mood. 
Dearest to the feeling soul. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood ; 
Lifers poor day I '11 musing rave, 
And find at night a sheltering cave, 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By bonie Castle Gordon.* 

Allan Cunningham states that the Duchess of Gordon, knowing 
that Henry Addington (afterwards Lord Sidmouth) was a warm 
admirer of Bums's poetry, planned a meeting between them, 
with Dr Beattie, at Gordon Castle. 'The future premier,' says 
Cunningham, ' was unable to accept the invitation ; but wrote and 
forwarded, it is said, these memorable lines — memorable as the 
first indication of tliat deep love which England now entertains for 
the genius of Bums : 

Yes ! pride of Scotia's favoured plains, 'tis thine 
The warmest feelings of the heart to move ; 

To bid it throb with sympathy divine, 
To glow with friendship or to melt with leva 

What though each morning sees thee rise to toil, 
Though Plenty on thy cot no blessing showers. 

Yet Independence cheers thee with her smile, 
And Fancy strews thy moorland with her flowers I 

And dost thoa blame the impartial will of Heaven, 
Untaught of life the good and ill to scan 7 

To thee the Muse's choicest wreath is given— 
To thee the genuine dignity of man ! 

Then, to the want of worldly gear resigned. 

Be grateful for the wealth of thy exhaustless mind.' 

[Friday mght^ Sept, 7.]>-Sleep at Cullen. Hitherto the countiy is 
sadly poor and unimproven ; the houses, crops, horses, cattle, &c., sJl in 
unison with their cart-wheels ; and these are of low, coarse, unshod, 
clumsy work, with an axle-tree which had been made with other design 
than to be a resting shaft between the wheels. 

* Designed to be sung to ' Morag/ a Highland tune of which Bums was extremely 
fond.— CuBBix. 



juiiiur master under Chapman when the latter wa 
Dumfries Academy. 

A boy of tliirteen, who was then attending 
and was asked by Chapman to join the party, rel 
afterwards his recollections of what passed :* 

' During breakfast, Bums played off some spor 
touchy eompagnon de voyage^ about some misundei 
took place between them at Fochabers, in conseq 
having visited the castle without him ; and the ] 
seemed much amused with the way the poet ch 
down the yet lurking ire of the dominie. A£U 
Chapman sent me to the bookseller's shop for a n 
Antiquities and Scenery of the North of Scotland, b 
Charles Cordiner, minister of the English Chapel : 
he presented as a mark of his regard to Mr Nicol, a 
guide-book to the travellers in their progress. At 
visit Duff House, the splendid mansion of the £a 
drive through the park on their way south, after 
book to Mr Nicol I accompanied the two gentle 
town to the house, carrying a note to the steward 1 
father, that they might see the interior of the house 
and valuable library. In driving through the pi 
while engaged in looking at the plates of the b< 
whether I was aware that the gentleman who was i 
about the park was the author of the noems T \\nA « 



^t 
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it made me greet when my father had me to read it to my 
mother." 

^ Bums, with a sort of sudden start, looked in my face intently, 
and patting my shoulder, said : " Well, my callant, I don't wonder 
at your greeting at reading the poem ; it made me greet more than 
once when I was writing it at my father's fireside." 

* I recollect very well that while Mr Nicol loitered in the library, 
looking at the fine collection of old classics there. Bums, taking 
me with him for a guide, went a second time through some of the 
rooms to look at the old paintings, with the catalogue in liis hand, 
and remarked particularly those of the Stuart family in the great 
drawing-room, on which he seemed to look with intense interest^ 
making some remarks on them to his ^^-guide, which the man 
fails to recollect But the face and look of Robert Bums were 
such as, either boy or man, he never could foiget' 

[Sunday, Sept 9.]— Set out for Peterhead. Near Peterhead come along 
the shore by the famous Bullars of Buclian, and Blain's Castle.* The soil 
rich ; crops of wheat, turnips, &c ; but no inclosing : soil rather light. 
Come to EHon and dine— Lord Aberdeen's seat : entrance denied to 
everybody o>ving to the jealousy of threescore over a kept country-wench. 
Soil and improvements as before, till [Sunday night] we come to Aber- 
deen to lie. 

[Monday f Sept, 10.] — Meet with Mr Chalmers, printer, a facetious 
fellow— Mr Ross, a fine fellow, like Professor Ty tier— Mr Marshall, one 
of the poetas minores—Mx Sheriffs, author of ' Jamie and Bess,' a little 
decrepid body, with some abilities f — Bishop Skinner, a non-juror, son of 
the author of * Tullochgorum : ' a man whose mild, venerable manner is 
the most marked of any in so young a man — Professor Gordon, a good- 
natured, jolly-looking professor X — Aberdeen, a lazy town. 

It was at the printing-office of Mr Chalmers that Bums met 

* Burns here means Slains Castle, residence of the Earls of Erroll, and a mile and a half 
fh>m the Bullera of Buchan. 

t Andrew Shirrefs, A.M., published, in 1790, a volume of Poem» ehiefyf in the ScoUiik 
Ditdfctf one of many such brought forth by the success of the Ayrshire poet, but brought 
forth in vain. James ChalmerH (1742-1810) was son of the founder of the Aberdeen Journal. 
>He had passed through Marischal Ck)llege, Ktudied printing at London and Cambridge, and 
on his father's death in 17tt4, took up tlie position of editor, as well as printer, of the Aber' 
deen Journal. Tliis he held for forty-six years. Marshall may have been William Marshall 
(174S-18S8X foctor to the Duke of Gordon, author of 'Scottish Airs, Melodies, &c., for 
piano, violin, and violoncello' (Edinburgh, 1828X 

t Thomas Gordon (circa 1714-1797), an eminent professor in King's College. He held in 
succession the professorships of Humanity and Philosophy for sixty-one years, and is said 
to have been a particularly able teacher. He was author of MS. collections illustrative 
of the history of King's College, which are still preserved. 



174 



T.iFB Asn wrniKa r 



Bisliop Rkinner. To the poet he was an iiiterestmgperaonol'tlj,aa| 
HO much on account of tho office he bore in the cuvalier Episcopal 
Church of Scotland, as because he waa the son of a man who had 
written popnlur Bonga in the vernacular langn^-e." Bums talked 
with him ahout hia father ; and on learning that the latter lived at 
Linshart, near Louniny, a village to the west of Pelerhcad, ex- 
preBseii yreat regret that he had not leftmetl the fact before leaving 
lianfT, ns lie would hove gladly gone twenty miles out of hia way 
to have seen tlie author of ' Tullochgorum.' He would have found 
the old parson living in a cottage — what ia called in Scotland a but 
ami a hen — with earthen floora and gmteless firepiaoea, with lesB 
than the income of n foreman mechanic, yet happy, cheerful, and 
the centre of a cultured and accomplisbed family circle. 

From Abenleen, Burns proceeded soutiiward into Kincardine- 
shire, the native county of his father, and tlien the dwelling-plaoa 
of most of hia paternal kindred. As he was a firm believer in 
the proverb which declares blood to be thicker than water, he 
entered thia district with B[>ecial interest, expecting to meet man; 
relatives. 

Near Stoneliive (the diary continues) the coast a goo<l deal romantic. 
Meet my relatinim. Holiert BurneH, Writer in St<ineliive,+ one of tlioM 
who love fun, a gill, a pnnning joke, and liave not a bad heart — his 
wife a sweet, lioR[iiCabIe body, witliont any afiectation of what is called 

rwen/ny.^-B leak fast witli Mr Bnmes— lie at I^anrencekirk— Alhnm 

— Lilimrj' — Mrs , a jolly, fiank, Bensilile, love his|iijing widow — Howe 

of the Mcarus, a rich, ciiltivatecl, but still unincloseil, conntry. 
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Wednesday.— CrosH North Esk River and a rich country to Cmigow. 

« * « * 

He then says, with provoking brevity, * Go to Montrose, that 
finely situated, handsome town.' He here found his cousin, Mr 
James Burness, a writer or law-agent of good standing. A second 
James Burnes, father of Sir Alexander Burnes of Cabul memory, 
was then a little boy, and could afterwards remember sitting 
upon the poet's knee. Here Burns had to bid farewell to his 
Montrose cousin in writing : 

TO MR JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE. 

TowMnsLD, ticc o*doA morning. 

My dear Cousin— Mr Nicol and Mr Carnegie have taken some freak 
in their head and liave wakened me just now with the rattling of the 
chaise, to carry ine to meet them at Craigie to go on our journey some 
other road and breakfast by the way. I must go, which makes mo very 
sorry. I beg my kindest, best Compliments to your wife and all the good 
friendH I saw yesternight. 

Write me to Edinr. in this week, with a direction for your nephew in 
Glasgow. Direct to me, care of Mr Creech, Edinr. I am ever, my dear 
Cousin, Youi-8 truly, ROBT. BuRNS.* 

[SepL 1787.1 

The journal proceeds : 

Leave Montrose [Sept. 1.3], breakfast at Anchmuthie, and sail along 
that wild, rocky coast, and see the famous caverns, particularly the Garie- 
pot. — Land and dine at Arbroath— stately ruins of Arbroath Abbey — come 
to Dundee through a fertile country'. Dundee a low-lying but pleasant 
town — old steeple— Tay frith— Broughty Castle, a finely situated ruin, 
jutting into the Tay. 

Friday, — Breakfast with the Miss Scotts — Mr Mitchell, t an honest 
clergyman— Mr Bruce t another, but pleasant, agreeable, and engaging — 
the first from Aberlemno, the second from Forfar. Dine with Mr 
Anderson, a brother-in-law of Miss Scotts. Miss Bess Scott like Mrs 
Greenfield— my hardship almost in love with her — come through the rich 
harvests and fine hedgerows of the Carse of Gowiie, along the romantic 

* The original of this note, with date at bottom In the handwriting of James Bnmeet, Is 
now In the museom attached to the City Chanibera, Edinbnrgh. 

t Andrew Mitchel was minitit4>r of Aberlemno, preRbytery of Forfkr, 175(V-1TM. His 
fkther had be^n minister of the church before bhn ; and his own son succeeded him. 

X John Bruce was minister of Forfar parish ftrom 1782-1817. He had been assistant In 
the same parish, 1780-1782. 
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mnrgin of llie Gnuiipinn Hills, to Perth— Castle Hnntley'— Sir Stewart 

Th lie pi ami. t 

The Jittle that remains of the journal ogain shows how keen 
was liurns's interest in tl)e localities of Scottish songs. He seems 
to hnvo taken measures to be introduced to tlio Belshes family at 
Invermay, near Pertli, in order that ho miglit see tlie pretty little 
valluy celeliratwl in 'The Birks of Invemiay.' J He took pains also 
to learn the whereabuuts of the spot consecrated by the ballad 
history of ' Bessie Bell and Mary Gray.' 

Sninrrfny.— Pertli— Sooon — picture of the Chevalier and his sister; 
Qneen Mary's beil, the hangings \rrought with ijer own h anils.— Fine, 
fruitful, hilly, wooity country round Perth. Tayl'iiilge. Mr and Mrs 
HAStiii(,-H— Majnr Scott— Castk Gowrie. Leave Perth— come to Stratb- 
eam to Enilerniay to dine. Fine, fniitfid, cultivateiJ Strath — the scene 
of* Bessy Bell and Mary Gray,' near Pertli — fine scenery on the hanks of 
tlie May^Mrs Belclies, gawcie, frank, alfalilc, foni! of rural sports, hnut- 
ing, iic — Mrs Stirling, her sister, en ceriti. — Come to Kinross to lie — 
reflections in a fit of the colic. 

Sunday [Sept. Ifl.] — Paw throngh a cold, Iwiren country Ui Queen s- 
ferry— dine — cross the ferry, and on to Edinburgh. 



TO MR GILBERT nURNS, MOSSGIKL. 

Bdimburoh, IJI* Stj* ITST. 
Mv DEAR SlR§ — I arrived here safe yeslei-day evening, after a tour of 
twenty -two clays, and travelling near 600 miles, windings inchidcd. My 
farthest stretch was al>out ten miles l)eyimd Inverness, I went thro' the 
heart of the Highlands by Criuff, Taymoutli, the famous seat of Lord 
Breadalbane, down the Tay, anioiig cascades and Diiiiitical cireles of 
stones, to Diinkeld, a seat of tbe Duke of Athole ; thence across Tay, 
and lip one of liis tributary streams Ui Blair of Athole, another of the 
Duke's seats, where I had the honor of s|wndiiig nearly two days with 

' of tha 
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his Grace and family ; thence many miles throngli a ivild coantry, among 
cliifs grey witli eternal snows, and gloomy savage glens, till I cross Spey, 
and Avent down the stream through Strathspey, so famous in Scottish 
music ;* Badenoch, &c., till I reached Grant Castle, where I spent half 
a day with Sir James Grant and family ; and then crossed the country 
for Fort-George, but called by the way at Cawdor, the ancient seat of 
Macbeth ; there I saw the identical bed in which tradition says King 
Duncan was murdered ; lastly, from Fort-George to Inverness. 

I returned by the coast, through Nairn, Forres, and so on to Aber- 
deen, thence to Stonehive [Stonehaven], where James Buitiess, from 
Montrose, met me by appointment. I spent two days among our rela- 
tions,t and found our aunts, Jean and Isabel, still alive, and hale old 
women. John Caird, though born the same year with our father, walks 
as vigorously as I can : they have had several letters from his son in New 
York. William Brand is likewise a stout old fellow ; but further par- 
ticulars I delay till I see you, which will be in two or three weeks. The 
rest of my stages are not worth rehearsing ; warm as I was from Ossian's 
country, where I had seen his very grave, what cared I for fishing-towns 
or fertile cai-ses? I slept at the famous Brodie of Brodie's one night, and 
dined at Gordon Castle next day, with the Duke, Duchess, and family. I 
am thinking to cause my old mare to meet me, by means of John Ronald,): 
at Glasgow ; but you shall hear further from me before I leave Edin- 
burgh. My duty and many compliments from the north to my mother ; 
and my brotherly compliments to the rest. I have l)een trying for a 
berth for William,§ but am not likely to be successful. Farewell. 

R K 

Two days later he again writes to his cousin : 



TO MR JAMES DURNESS, WRITER, MONTROSE. 

My dear Cousin — I send you along with this nine Copies [of the 
second edition of his Poems] which you will transmit as marked on the 
blank leaves. The one to Lord Gardenstone you will transmit as soon as 

• 

* A quick kind of dancing-tunes are called StFathtpeys, after the valley in which they 
originated. 

t Robert Domes of Clochnahill had by his wife, Isabella Keith, nine children. The Uvea 
of three of these— James, bom in 1717; Robert, bom in 1719 ; andWilliam, bom in 1721— hare 
already been partially traced. A fourth son, George, bom in 1729, died in early life. Mar- 
garet Domes, the eldest of Robert's daughters, was bom in 1728. married Archibald Walker, 
(knner, Crawton, Dunnottar ; Elspet, the second daughter, bora in 1725, married John 
Caird, fanner at DeuMide, in Dunnottar, who subsequently retired to Stonehaven ; Jean, 
bom in 1727, married her relative, John Dumes, sub-tenant in Bogjorgan ; Isabel, bom in 
1730, married William Brand, dyer, Auchenblae ; Mary, bora in 1782, died young and un- 
married. Robert Bumes has many descendants alive. 

t A carrier between Mauchline and Glasgow ; uncle to William Ronald, ploughman at 
Moesgiel. 

( Younger brother of Robert and Gilbert, and then twenty yean of age. He had been 
brought up as a saddler. 
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poasHila. Your liinU almut j-nung Hudson I ehall cuefuUy remembv ~\ 
when I call for luui. 

Any tiling yon send me, direct to the core of Mr Andrew Itruca, 
Mercliant, Bridge street, Etlinbttrgli, but I am ftfiuid that your kinil offer 
or the dry liali will cost mor« tlian they Br« wortli, to Carriers. My Coin- 
pliiiienta to yonr wife and all friends ; and excuie this brevity in, — Youm 
aver, RouT. BCR.NS. 

Edimi., 13U Sqil. i:S7. 



Jciurncying through the Highlands with a Jacobite companion. 

Burns coiilil not but ieel a liltio more enthuaiaatic than usual 
over the memory of the Stuails. His visit to the home of 
those ancGfitora whom ho believed to have followed the Cavalioi , 
standard would probably give a fillip to his feelings of romantio I 
loyulty. It waa possibly, therefore, about tliia time that he com- ' 
poBed tliH following poem on Charlotte Stunrt, commonly stjled 
ihe Uuchess of Albany. She was the child of Priuce Charles 
Edward by hia mistress, Clementina Walkinshaw, daughter of 
John Walkinshaw of Barrowfield, a Lanarkshire laird, who had 
fought on t!ie side of the Pretender at Sheriffmuir, and acted 
as hia secret agent in some of the capitals of Europe. Charles's 
mother had acted as godmother to Cli-uiPiitiim in Rome, and there 
the two children were playmates. They met again at Bannock- 
buru dining the '45, after the battle of Fnlkick. Clementina 
followed her lover to the Continent, bore hiui a daughter in 
1753, and lived with him till 1760, when she left bim on account 
of ill-usage. Tho Jacobites, who had long deplored hia being 
without ofTspring by his wife Louise, Princess of Stolberg, best 
known as the Countess of Albany and for her intirancy with 
the poet Alfieri, heard with a sort of melancholy satisfaction that 
his one child, whatever were the circumstances of her birth, was 
legitimated under the title of Duchess of Albany, by a deed 
registered (September 6, 1784) by the Parliament of Paria* 
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THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANIE. 
Tune — Mary, weep no mot'efor me. 

My heart is wae, and unco wae, Md 

To think upon the raging sea, 
That roars between her gardens green 

And th' bonie lass of Albanie.* 

This lovely maid 's of noble t blood 

That rulM Albion's kingdoms three ; 
But Oh, Alas, for her bonie face ! 
They hae vrrang'd the lass of Albanie. 

In the rolling tide of spreading Clyde 
There sits an isle of high degree ; X 

And a town of fame whoso princely name 
Should grace the lass of Albanie. § 

* Tt has been coi\Jectiired In some qnArtera that it was the death of the yoong Pretender, 
on the 81st January 1788, that induced Bums to write ' The Bonie lass of Albanie,' and Mr 
R. B. Drumraond of Perth has thus ingeniously attempted to fix the actual date and 
circumstances of its conception : ' On the 18th February 1788, Bums left Edinburgh for 
Mossgiel. On his way he spent a night at Glasgow with his Ariend Broun, and one at Paisley 
with Mr Patterson ; and on the morning of the 20th he left Paisley on foot, and walked 
over the Oleniffer Bnes to Dunlop House, the seat of his constant and attached friend 
Mrs Dunlop, where he remained two days. Prom Dunlop House he walked to Kilnmrnock, 
where he arrived on the afternoon of the Md. The road Arom Dunlop to Kilmarnock 
paaset over the ridge of Cunningham, fh>ni whence, in a clear day in Febmary, the view 
is extensive and interesting. The poet saw to the north-west the little Island of Bute, 
nestling on the boeom of the silver-grey firth, and sheltered by the mountains of Arran and 
the mainland. Away to the south, as (kr as the eye could reach, he could see long ranges 
of the Ayr and the Nith, bounded by the mountain! of Galloway, the scene of " Mary's 
Dream." The situation, coupled with the poet's newly-excited grief for the exiled Stoarta, 
found utterance in the following song.' This view may be correct In a volume of mana- 
scripU which was long in the possession of Mr Benjamin Nightingale, liondon, however, 
the song follows the lines written on the inn window at Stirling. It was first printed 
fh>m the Nightingale manuscripts, in vol. vi. (1843) of BentUif AfisoeUany. It is believed 
to have been submitted to Allan Cunningham, when he was preparing his edition of Boms 
for the press, and that he declined to insert it on the ground that ' George IV. and the 
Dtike of York were too recently deceased, and their brother William lY. then occupied the 
throne.' 

t Variation—* BoyaL' 

I Bute. 

f Rothesay, the connty town of Bute, gave a title to the eldeit ion of the king of 
Scotland (Duke of Rothesay)i 
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^.^L^fi^L witii Liie gree, woi 
That now commands tlie towers and la 
The royal right of Albanie. 

We '11 daily pray, we '11 nightly pray, 
On bended knees most ferventlie, 

That the time may come, with pipe an( 
We '11 welcome home fair Albanicf 

On the 28th of September, Bams was still in 1 
his meeting with Mr Miller of Dalswinton in Jm 
mised to return in August, and more carefully ins 
he had seen. He had been unable to fulfil th 
and he could not even now contemplate an imn 
Dumfriesshira This letter explains his intended m 

TO PATBIOK MILLBB, ESQ., DALSWIj 

BoncBUBOB, S8 

Sm— I have been on a tour through the Highlands, and 
but the other day, so could not wait on yon at Dalsw 
latter end of August, as I had promised and intended. 

Independent of any views of future connections, whc 
the past, as a friend and benefactor, when friends I had 
factors I had none, strongly in my bosom prohibits tl 

* The * wltleii youth* wm the then Prince of Wales, efterwardi G 
txyrn in 1762, and had, in the Ifant three years after attaining his me 
debU to the amount of half-a-miUioQ. * It was In itbt 'o-.* • 
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instance of angratefnl disrespect. I am informed you do not come to 
town for a month still, and within that time I shadi certainly wait on 
yon, as by thb time I suppose you will have settled your scheme with 
respect to your farms. 

My journey through the Highlands was perfectly inspiring, and I hope 
I have laid in a good stock of new poetical ideas from it I shall make 
no apology for sending you the enclosed : it is a small but grateful tribute 
to the memory of our common countryman.* I have the honour to be, 
with the most grateful sincerity, sir, your obliged humble servant, 

ROBT. BURHS. 

P,S. — I have added another poem,t partly as it alludes to some folks 
nearly and dearly connected with Ayrshire, and partly as rhymes are the 
only coin in which the poor poet can pay his debts of gratitude. The 
lady alluded to is Miss Isabella M*Leod, aunt to the young Countess of 
Loudon. 

As I am determined not to leave Edinburgh till I wind up my matters 
with Mr Creech, which I am afraid will be a tedious business, should I 
unfortunately miss you at Dalswinton, perhaps your factor will be able to 
inform me of your intentions with respect to Elesland farm [so in MS,], 
whicli will save me a jaunt to Edinburgh again. 

There is something so suspicious in the professions of attachment from 
a little man to a great man, that I know not how to do justice to the 
grateful warmth of my heart when I would say how truly I am inter- 
ested in the welfare of your little troop of angels,:t and how much I have 
the honour to be again, sir, your obliged humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 

When John Skinner learned from his son, the bishop, that 
Burns had passed near his residence and missed seeing him, he 
felt as much regret as his brother poet had expressed. He resolved 
to open a correspondence with Bums in the style of certain versi- 
fied epistles which Allan Ramsay and Hamilton of Gilbertfield had 
exchanged. His own first address to Bums, dated the 25th of 
September 1787, opens with an expression of his pleasure at his 
son having met Bums, and a regret at his own absence : 

Oh happy hour for evermair, evermore 
That led my chill up Chalmers* stair,§ 

And ga'e him, what he values sair, gaye— much 

Sae braw a skance so goodly— eight 

* Evidently, trom the expression ' oar common countryman/ this refen to the elegy on 
Sir James Hunter Blair— Miller also being a native of Ayrshire. 

t The verses on the death of John M'Leod, Bsq. 

t Patrick Miller had Ave 'angels.' 

f The stair of Mr Chalmers's printing-office in Aberdeen, where Buma and Bishop Skinner 
met ' Chill ' is * chield,' or son. 



i 111 uivuju M) send my service to yon, 
Hence o'er the Forth. 

After some verses expressing admiration of Burn 
])oems, the old man urges further labours in the 
and concludes by proposing a correspondence : 

thanks to Praise, yoa *re in your pri 

And may chant on this lang, Uuig time ; 
For, let me tell yon, 'twere a crime 

To hand your tongue, 
Wi' sic a knack ye hae at rhyme, 

And you sae young. 

Ye ken it 's no for ane like me 
To be sae droll as ye can he ; 
Bat ony help that I can gie. 

Though *t be but sma*, 
Your least command, I *11 let yon see, 

Shall gar me draw. 

An hour or twa, by hook or crook. 

And maybe three, some orra ouk, 

That I can spare frae haly beuk ttw 

( For that 's my hobby ), 
I '11 steal awa* to some bye-neuk, 

And crack wi' Robie. 
' • • • • 

Sae, canty Ploughman, fare ye weel ; 
Lord bless ye lang wi* ha'e and heal, 
And keep ye aye the honest cln'pl 
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idolatry. Ho did not, however, reply immediately; and when 
he did, it was not in ' rhyming ware.' 

TO REV. JOHN SKINNER. 

Edutbubob, October 25, 1787. 

Reverend and venerable Sir— Accept, in plain dull prose, my 
meet eincere tlianks for tlie best poetical compliment I ever received. I 
assure you, Sir, as a poet, you have conjured up an.airy demon of vanity 
in my fancy, which the best abilities in your other capacity would be ill 
able to lay. I regret, and while I live I shall regret, that when I was in 
the north, I had not the pleasure of paying a younger brother s dutiful 
respect to the author of the best Scotch song ever Scotland saw — 'Tulloch- 
gorum *s my delight !' The world may think slightingly of the craft of 
song-making, if they please, but, as Job says, * O I that mine adversary 
had written a book ! * — let them try. There is a certain something in the 
old Scotch songs, a wild happiness of thought and expression, which 
peculiarly marks them not only from English songs, but also from the 
modem efforts of song-wrights, in our native manner and language. 
The only remains of this enchantment, these spells of the imagination, 
rests with you. Our true brother, Koss of Lochlee,* was likewise ' owre 
cannie* — a *wild warlock' — but now he sings among the 'sons of the 
morning.* 

I have often wished, and will certainly endeavour, to form a kind of 
common acquaintance among all the genuine sons of Caledonian song. 
The world, busy in low prosaic pursuits, may overlook most of us ; but 
'reverence thyself.* The world is not owr peerSf so we challenge the 
jury. We can lash that world, and find ourselves a very great source 
of amusement and happiness independent of that world. 

There is a work going on in Edinburgh, just now, which claims your 
best assistance. An engraver in this town has set alK)ut collecting and 
publishing all the Scotch songs, with the music, that can be found. 
Songs in the English language, if by Scotchmen, are admitted, but the 
music must all be Scotch. Drs Beattie and Blacklock ai-e lending a 
hand, and the firat musician in townt presides over that department. 
I have been absolutely crazed about it, collecting old stanzas, and every 
information remaining respecting their origin, authors, &c., &c This 
last is but a very fragment-business; but at the end of his second 
number — the first is already published— a small account will lie given of 
the authors, particularly to preserve those of latter times. Your three 
songs, * Tullochgorum,* 'John of Badenyon,* and 'Ewie wi* the crookit 
Horn,* go in this second number. I was determined, before I got your 

* Allunion is here again made to Alexander Rom, the author of ' Woo'd and Harried an' 
a'.' 84^0 note, Vol. I., p. 262^ 

t Stephen Clarke was at this time organist of the Episcopal Chapel of Edinburgh, in 
which city he also gave leaaona in music. He harmonised the airs for the Mumuwh, a work 
which, on his death in 1797, was continued by his sou William. 
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letler, tu n i-ite yuu, be(^,'ing liiat juii would kt iiiv ktiuw a']iei« Uiu LiUtiuns 
of those pieces may lie found, Mt yuu would wieli Lli«iu to ontinue in futnre 
times ) aoil if you would be bo kind to tliU uadertfOting lu «ead nay 
Bongfi, of your own ov olliere, Uiat you would tbink proper to publish, 
your name will be inserted among the other ftalhora— 'Nill ye, will ye.' 
One halF of Scotland nli-eftily give yonr eonga to other anthors. Fajier is 
done. 1 beg to heat from you ; the sooner tlio better, aa 1 leave Edin- 
burgh in a fortnight or three weeks. I am, ^Vitli the warnieat 
aiDceiity, Bir, Your obliged humble wrvant, K. 11. 

To this letter Mr Skiiiner Bent the following repl^' : 

LUKHAIIT, Hill -VoKTlltar 178". 

SiH— Your khid return without dat«, but of iMiBt-raark Oclolier 2Sth, 
caiiie to my hand only this day ; and to testify my punctuality to my 
poetic eiigagenieut, I sit down iinniodiatoly to answer it in kind. Your 
acknowledgment of my poor but just encominnw on yoursurprising genioB, 
and your opinion of my rhyming excursioiiK, arc both, 1 tbink, by far U 
high. The diflerence between our two tracks of education and ways ot 
life is entirely in your favour, and givea you the preference every mam 
of way. 1 know a classical education will not create a versifying tast«, 
but it mightily improves and osslstH it; and thoagh, where lioth these 
meet, thei-e may Hometimes l)e gi-ound for apiirubation, yet where taste 
appears single, as it were, and neither cramped nor supporteil by acquisi- 
tion, I will always sustain the justice of iU prior claim to applause. A 
small portion of taste, this way, I have hail almost from cliiHliood, 
cspecii^ly in the old Scottish dialect : and it is as old a thing as I 
remember, my fondness for ' Christ-kirk o' the Gi-een,' which I bad by 
heart ere I was twelve yeai's of age, and wliicb, some years at'o, I 
attempted to turn into Ijitiu verse. While 1 was younp, I dabbled a 
good deal in these things ; but on getting tlie black gown, I gave it 
pretty much over, till my daughtuis grew np, who, being all good singers, 
plagued me for wrnds to some of their favourite tunes, and so ext^irted 
these efTusions, which have made a piildic appearance beyond my ex- 
pectations, and contrary to my intentions, at the same time that I hope 
there is notliing to be found in them uncharncteiistic or unbecoming the 
cloth, whicli 1 would always wish to see respected. 

As to the assistance yon propose fram me in the undertaking you are 
engaged in," I am sorry I cannot give it so fur ns I conlii wish and you 
perhaps expect. My daughters, wbo were my only intelligencem, arc all 
/oriit-fiimiliale,^ and the old woman their mother bas lost that taste. 
Tliei* are two from my own pen, which I might give you, it worth the 
while. One to the old Scotch tune of 'Dumbarton's Drums.' The oilier, 
perhaps, you have met witli, as yonr noble fiiend the (Incbcss has, I am 

• JohnBon'B Jfiwcim. 

( Skliiiinr here u.ca a leijnl t.inn lo inaicils tlut his Uaiiglitcw were ' i«iarn«l from the 
aiioilr'— l.MiunieiL 
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told, heard of it It was squeezed out of me by a brother parson in her 
neighbourhood, to accommodate a new Highland reel for the marquis's 
birthday,* to the stanza of 

Tune your fiddles, tune them sweetly, && 

If this last answer your purpose, you may have it from a brother of 
mine, Mr James Skinner, writer in Edinburgh, who, I believe, can give 
the music too. 

There is another humorous thing I have heard, said to be done by the 
Catholic priest Geddes,t and which hit my taste much : — 

There was a wee wifeikie was coming frae the fair, flrom 

Had gotten a little drapikie % which bred her meikle care ; much 

It took upo' the wifie's heart, and she began to spew. 
And quo' the wee wifeikie, I wish I binna fou. be (were) not drunk 

I wish, &a, ko, 

I have heard of another new composition, by a young ploughman of 
my acquaintance, that I am vastly pleased with, to the tune of * The 
Humours of Glen,* which I fear won't do, as the music, I am told, is of 
Iiish original. I have mentioned these, such as they are, to shew my 
readiness to oblige you, and to contribute my mite, if I could, to the 
patriotic work you have in hand, and which I wish all success to. Yon 
have only to notify your mind, and what you want of the above shall be 
sent you. 

Meantime, while you are thus publicly, I may say, employed, do not 
sheathe your own proper and piercing weapon. From what I have seen 
of yours already, I am incline<l to hope for much good. One lesson of 
virtue and morality, delivered in your amusing style, and from such as 
you, will operate more than dozens would do from such as me, who shall 
be told it is our employment, and be never more minded : whereas, from 
a pen like yours, as being one of the many, what comes will be admired. 
Admiration will produce regard, and regard will leave an impression, 
especially when example goes along. 



Now binna saying I 'm ill-bred. 
Else, by my troth, 1 11 no be glad ; 
For cadgers, ye have heard it said. 

And sic-like fry. 
Maun aye be harland in their trade. 

And sae maun I. 



be not 

hucksten 

Buch-Uke 

niuflt— Jogging on 



Wishing you, from my poet pen, all success, and, in my other character, 
all happiness and heavenly direction, I remain, with esteem, your sincere 
friend, JOHN Skinneb. 

* The Harqnls of Huntly, eldest son of the Duke of Gordon. 

t Geddes, who appears Uter on as a correspondent of Burns, is now believed not to have 
been the author of this poem. 
I Diminutive of drap (drop) s a little drop (drink). 
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Before liunis had been many days in Ediubui:yh after bis return 
from the north, he had to fulfil a promise to Charlotte Hamilton, 
aud thus wrote to hur friend at Harvieaton : 



TO KISS CHALMEHS. 

£i<;>i. le, nsr. 
enil Charlotte the first number of the songs ;t I would not 



for 



mber ; 1 liatc delays in little marks of friendsliip, lu I hat« 
ilisBiiiiiilatioii in the langaage of the heart. I ani determineil to pay 
Charlut(« a poetic compliment, if I could iiit on some gturiuua uld Scot{.'li 
air, in number second. Yuu will see a aiiiall attempt on a slired of paper 
in the book ; bat though Dr lilacklock comciierided it very highly, I am 
not just satisfied with it luyaelf. 1 intend to make it dacriptiun uf 
some kinil : the whinin)( cant of love, excopt in real passion, and hy a 
mafltei'ly banil, is to nie as inaiilTerable as the preaching cant of old 
Father Smeaton, W'liij,''iHini»ter at Kilniaurs.I Darte, flames, cupide, 
loves, graccM, and all that farrago, are juat a Maucldine sacrament — a 
senseless rabble. 

T (;nt nil excellent poetie epiutle yesternight frani the old, venerable 
author of ' Tnllochgornm,' 'John of Badenyon,' Sic I suppose yon 
know lie is a clergj'man. It is by far the linest poetic compliment I ever 
got. I will send you a copy of it. 

I gii im Tbursilay or Fiiday to Dunifties, to wail on Mr Miller about 
his farms. Do tell that to Lady M'Kenzie, that she may give me 
credit for a little wisdom. ' I wisdom dwell with prudence.' What a 
bleiwed Rre-side 1 How happy nliould I lie to (huui a winter evening under 
their venerable roof ! and nmoke a pipe of tobacco, or drink waterj.'ruel 
with them 1 Wliat solemn, lengthened, langhter-quaHliing gravity of 
pbix ! What Rage remarks on the good- for- nothinf; sons and (lftught«ni 
of indiscretion and folly t And what frugal lessons, as we stiaitened 
the Itreside circle, on the unes of the |>oker and tongs '. 

Mi^^s N[immo]§ is very well, and begs to lie remeuiliered in the old 
way to yon. I nsed nil my eloquence, all the iientuasive HouriRlies of the 
linnrl, nod heart-melting modulation of perimls in my |)Ower, Ut urfte her 
out to HarvieKtou, but all in vain. My rliet^ino seeniN qnite to have lost 
ita elfect on the lovely half of mankind. I have seen the day— but that 
ia a ' talc uf other years.' || Id my conscience I believe that my heart has 

• Inl*rnaleH.leiitosho«gtli»t eilhfr Slilim«-» poetical epistlo or !ith Sf|iWmber IJBT 

I Tlie flnt voliniia of tha Scob MiuJral Uvimm. 

I Bunii ham bIIhcIu to tba Itav. D. BmyUne, or Sineaton. »hn. orlf^inill; bti Itlnenint 
DtMeiiling (Whig or CaiMemhisii) mtulsUr in A)-i..lilte, »n? oi.i»iTipd to tliB BurKhHT 
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been so oft on fire that it is absolutely vitrified. I look on the sex with 
something like the admiration with which I regard the stoi-ry sky in a 
frosty Deceml>er night. I admire the beaaty of the Creator's workman- 
ship ; I am charmed with the wild bat graceful eccentricity of their 
motions ; and— wish them good-night. I mean this with respect to a 
certain passion €hnt fai eu l*honneur d*Stre un miiirable esclave : as for 
friendship, you and Charlotte have given me pleasure, })ei*manent 
pleasure, 'which the world cannot give, nor take away,' I hope; and 
which will outlast the heavens and the earth. li. B. 

The wish of Burns for an immediate sight of Miller's farms 
does not appear to have been gratified. Before October was far 
advanced, he had undoubtedly left Edinburgh on an excursion of 
a different character, and in a difierent direction. Ho had 
various objects to accomplish. He wished to see more of the 
family at Harvieston. He desired to take advantage of the 
invitation which Sir William Murray of Ochtertyre had given 
him at Blair. He also carried a letter of introduction from Dr 
Blacklock for Mr Ramsay of Ochtertyre (another Ochtertyre, near 
Stirling), a man thoroughly qualified to appreciate his genius, 
and to assist in his literary schemes. Bums started in company 
with Dr James M'Kittrick Adair, the son of a physician in Ayr, and 
a relative of Mrs Dunlop, to whom he had been introduced in 
1787 by the Rev. Mr Lawrie, minister of Loudoun. Dr Adair 
gave Dr Currie an account of the tour, which may be received as 
faithful in most particulars, but inaccurate as regards dates. 

•Burns and I,' he says, 'left Edinburgh in August 1787.' It 
will be seen from a note below,* that the circumstances alluded 
to by Dr Adair himself require a later date. He continues: 
*We rode by Linlithgow and Carron, to Stirling. We visited 
the iron -works at Carron, with which the poet was forcibly 
struck. The resemblance between that place and its inhabitants 
to the cave of the Cyclops, which must have occurred to every 

♦ • Burns and 1/ says Dr Adair, Melt Edinburgh In August 1787/ Clearly, the memory 
of Dr Adair, who wrote of his excursion with Burns twelve years after it took place, played 
him falHe. As has been seen, Bums had to make a personal appearance !n Edinburgh on 
the 15th August, on account of certain legal proceedings against him. As he arrived in 
Edinburgh fh>m Moesglel on the 7th, attended to these matters on, or perhaps before, 
the 14th, wrote to Robert Ainslie fh>m Nicol's house on the 28d, and set out on his 
post-chaise Journey with the latter on the 85th, there is no time for a ten days* tour 
witli Dr Adair during this month. The early and middle part of October Is the first clear 
space of time to which such a tour can be assigned. This view aeeins to be conflnued by 
Bums's letter to Patrick Miller of the 28d October. 
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citissical TL-ader, prosentod itself to Bums. At Stirliug the pros- ' 
pects from the castle Htrongly interested him ; iu a former visit to 
which, his national feelings had been powerfully excited by the 
ruinous and roofiesa state of the hall iu which the Scottish 
p.irliaments had frequently been heid. His indignation had vented 
itself in sonto imprudent, but not uupoetical lines, which had 
given much offence, and which he took this opportunity of erasing, 
by breaking the pane of the window at the inn on which they 
were written. At Stirling wo met with a company of travellers 
from Edinburgh, among whom was a character in many reaiiects 
congenial with that of liurns. This was Nicol, one of the teachers 
of the High-Grammar-school at Edinbui^h — tho same wit and 
power of conversation ; the same fondness for convivial society, 
and though tie eanees of to-morrow, characterized both. Jncobitical 
principles in politics were common to both of them ; and those have 
been suspected, fliiico the revolution of France, to have given place 
in each, to opinions ajiparently opposite. I regret that I have pre- 
served no memoi-ahilia of their conversation, either on this or on 
othei occasions, when I happened to meet them together. Slany 
songs were sung ; which I mention for the sake of observing, that 
when liums was called on in his turn, he was accustomed, instead 
of singing, to recite one or other of his own shorter poems, with a 
tone and emphasis which, though not correct or hnrnionioiis, were 
imjiresaive and pathetic. This he did on the present occasion. 

' From Stirling we went next morning through the romantic and 
fertile vale of Devon to Harvieston, in Clack man nan-shire, then 
inhabited by Mrs Hamilton, with tho younger part of whoso family 
Itnrns had been previously acquainted. He introduced me to tho 
family, and tliere was formed my first acquaintance witJi JIrs 
Hniiiiltoii's eldest daughter, to whom I have been married for nine 
yeai^* Thus was I indebted to Burns for a connexion from 
which I Iiave derived, and expect further to derive, much 
happiness.' 

Burns appears to have intended to stay for a very short time at 
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Harviestoii. He was, however, detained by a violent storm, accom- 
panied by heavy floods, which took place on the 10th of October. 

' During a residence of about ten days at Harvieston, we made 
excursions to visit various parts of the surrounding scenery, inferior 
to none in Scotland in beauty, sublimity, and romantic interest ; 
particularly Castle Campbell, the ancient seat of the family of 
Argyle; the famous cataract of the Devon, called the Caldron 
Linn ; and the Rumblmg Bridge, a single broad arch, thrown by 
the Devil^ if tradition is to be believed, across the river, at about 
the height of a hundred feet above its bed. I am surprised that 
none of these scenes should have called forth an exertion of Burns's 
muse. But I doubt if he had much taste for the pictui^esque. I 
well remember, that the ladies at Harvieston, who accompanied us 
on this jaunty expressed their disappointment at his not expressing 
in more glowing and fervid language, his impressions of the Caldron 
Linn scene, certainly highly sublime, and somewhat horrible.' 

Among these excursions, though Dr Adair makes no allusion to 
it, we must include one which the poet made by himself to the 
two Ochtertyres. A forenoon's ride would bring him to the 
' Tusculum * of Mr Ramsay on the Teith, where his reception was 
so cordial that he promised, if possible, to see his host a second 
time on his return. Mr Ramsay* was an admirable specimen of 
the scholarly country gentleman, living in Horatiau ease and un- 
pretentious simplicity on his own property. He had a great love 
for Scottish literature and history, and thus was particularly dis- 
posed to admire and sympathise with Bums. Before many years 
passed, he received into the same house Sir Walter Scott, also 
destined to world-wide fame, and then engaged in visiting the 
romantic scenery of Scotland, and storing his mind with Scots 
lore. After an informal call, Burns appears to have proceeded 
to Ochtertyre in Stratheam, to visit Sir William Murray. 

* John Ramsay was born in Edinburgh on 20th Augost 1780. His (kther, who was pro- 
prietor of the estate of Ochtertyre (also spelt Anchtertyre) in the parish of Kincardine, in 
Menteith, near Stirling, practised as a Writer to the Signet in Edinbargh. He himself was 
trained as an advocate, but never practised. His fiither died while he was still under 
age, and he gave himself up to the life of a country gentleman. Fond Df letters and literary 
society, he spent his winters in Edinburgh, where he was very friendly with, among others, 
Dr Gleig, editor of the Encyehpaedia BrUannica^ and Lord Kanies. An expert in Latin, 
he conducted correspondence, and even conversation, with some of his friends in that 
language. He was a keen antiquary, and Scott reproduced some of his characteristics in 
'Jonathan Oldbuek' (The Antiquary). Ramsay, who never married, died at Ochtertyre 
on 2d March 1814. 
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Ho greatly enjoyed the few days lie spent at Ochteiiyre, 
Sir VVilliani was au amiable and intelligent man, who had already, 
at Blair, shown a friendly dispoeition towards Uim. His wife, Lady 
Augusta Mackenzie, waa interesting to Burns from associations 
connected with her jtArentage ; for she woa youngest daughter of 
the Jacobite ( third) Earl of Cromartie, who bo narrowly eecaped 
accompanying Kilmarnock and B^lmerlno to tile scaffold on Tower 
Hill in 1746. 'Bom in the Tower, not long aft^r that harassing 
time, dui'LJig which her mother was unxiously engaged in pleading 
for the earl's life, she bore what all her friends believi.-d to bo the 
imago of an axe upon her neck,'* The Jacobiticni feelings of 
Burns must have been pleasingly stimulated in such society. That 
he was in other n'spects comfortably situated, appears from two 
abort letters addressed to &ienda in Edinburgh : 



TO WILLIAM NICOL, ESQ. 

AucBraKTiHi, Mosdaji [Od. IS, ITST]- 

Mv DEAR Sir — I find myself very comfortable here, neither oppressed 
by ceretiioiiy nor moitiSed liy neglect. Lwly Augusta U a most engaging 
woman, and very liappy in her family, nliicli makes one's outgoings and 
inconiiiign very agreeable. I called at Mr Ramsay's of Aucht«rtyre as I 
came up the country, ami am so delighted with him that I xliall certainly 
accept of liis invitation lo spend a day or two with liim aa I return. I 
leave this place on Wednesday or Thursday. 

Make iiiy kind compliments to Mr and Mrs Cruikshank and Mrs 
Nicnl, if she is returned. I am ever, dear Sir, Your deeply indebted 






EDINBURGH. 191 



[TO MR WILLIAM CRUIKSH ANK.]* 

I have nothing, my dear Sir, to write yon bat that I feel myself 
exceedingly comfortably sitnated in this good family ; just notice enough 
to make me easy but not to embarrass me. I was storm-steaded two 
days at the foot of the Ochel Hills, with Mr Tait of Harvieston and Mr 
Johnson of Alva, but was so well pleased that I shall certainly spend 
a day on the banks of Devon as I return. I leave this place, I suppose, 
on Wednesday, and shall devote a day to Mr Ramsay at Ochtertyre, 
near Stirling; a man to whose worth I cannot do justice. My most 
respectful kind compliments to Mrs Cruikshank and my dear little 
Jeany ; and if you. see Mr Ma8terton,t please remember me to him. I 
am ever, my dear Sir, yours most gratefully, ROBT. BURNS. 

AucHTERTYRE, Monday Mom [Oct. 15, 1787]. 

It is probable, from an expression which Walker uses in a letter 
printed by Currie, that the poet on this occasion visited also Mr 
Graham of Balgowan, already mentioned, who, with his wife, 
had offered to conduct him to Dronach-haugh, hallowed in Scottish 
song as the grave of Bessie Bell and Mary Gray.J 

Among the hills behind Ochtertyre are a wildly picturesque 
valley, and a lake (Loch Turit or Turrit), which is a great attrac- 
tion to visitors. 

ON SCARING SOME WATERFOWL IN LOCHTURIT. 

Thi8 was the production of a solitary forenoon's walk from Oughter- 
tyre-house. I lived there, Sir William's guest, for two or three weeks, 
and was much flattered by my hospitable reception. What a pity that 
the mere emotions of gratitude are so impotent in this world ! Tis lucky 
that, as we are told, they will be of some avail in the world to come. — 
E. B., Glenriddel MSS, 

Why, ye tenants of the lake, 

For me your wat'ry haunt forsake 1 

* This letter was printed in the GenOeman's Magatliu, August 1882, without address. 
That it was meant for Mr Cruikshank, notwithstanding that Bums in the preceding letter 
implies the reverse of an intention of writing to him, is evident firom the expressions at 
the close. 

t Of AlUn Masterton little information is to be found. In 1795 he was appointed Joint 
writing-master (with Dngald Masterton and Dugald Masterton, Jun.) in the High School of 
Edinburgh. He die<I in 1799. He is th« * Allan ' of ' Willie brew'd a peck o' raaut,' to which 
lie composed the music which appears in Johnson's MuMum. 

t The subjects of a romantic baUad of that nam«. To escape the plague, they retired to 
a bower erected near Bumbraes (west of Lyiiedoch HooseX where they were visited by a 
young man who was in love wiUi them. He communicated the infection to the ladies, who 
both succumbed to it. 
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Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presenco tliuB you fly 1 
Why disturb your social joys, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties) — 
Common friend to you and me, 
Nature'^ gifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave, 
Busy feed, or wantoa lave ; 
Or, beiicnth the sheltering rock, 
Bide the aui^g billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud usurping foe. 
Would be lord of all below; 
Plumea himaelf in Freedom's prido. 
Tyrant stem to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy hrow, 
Marking you hia prey below, 
In his breast no pity dwells, 
Strong Necessity compels. 
But Man, to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pityiny Henv'n, 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wand'ring swains, 
Where Die mossy riv'Jet strays. 
Far from hnman haunts and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 



Or, if man's superior might 
Dare invade your native right. 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his pow'rs you scorn ; 
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Swiftly seek, on clanging winga^ 
Other lakes and other springs ; 
And the foe you cannot brave, 
Scorn at least to be his slave. 

Among the inmates of Ochtertyre House was a young cousin of 
Sir William, Euphemia, daughter of Mr Mungo Murray of Lintrose, 
a beautiful girl of eighteen, known in the district as ' The Flower of 
Strathmore.'* Bums made her the subject of a pastoral song : 

BLYTHE WAS SHE. 
Tune — Andro and his OiUty Chin, 

Choi'us — Blythe, blythe and merry was she, 
Blythe was she but and ben ; t 
Blythe by the banks of Earn, 
And blythe in Glenturit glen. 



oak 
blrch-wooda 



snminOT 



By Oughtertyre grows the aik, 

On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw ; 
But Phemie was a bonier lass 

Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 

Her looks were like a ilow'r in May, 

Her smile was like a simmer morn ; 
She trippM by the banks o' Earn 

As light 's a bird upon a thorn. 

Her bonny face it was as meek 

As ony lamb upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o* Phemie's e*a 

The Highland hills I 've wander'd wide, 

And o'er the Lawlands I hae been ; 
But Phemie was the blythest lass 

That ever trode the dewy green. 

* In 1794 MiM Murray married Mr Smythe of Methven, one of the senators of the 
College of Justice (Lord MeUiven). ' Mrs Smythe alwa>'s manifested a disinclination to 
speak on the sul^ect of her meeting with Burns. But she once told me that she re- 
membered his reciting the poem "On Scaring the Wild-fowl" one evening after supper, 
and that he gave the concluding lines with the greatest possible vigour.'— Id<«r cfa rda- 
tian. o/Mn SmyUu. 

t Lit^^rally, in both rooms of the house ; here, throughout the house. 
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A letter of Mr HamMy to Dr Currie, and one wliich he sddre 
to P.UC11S (22d October 1787), nnd which Currie puUislied, give i 
some idea of what poascd at the I^fenteith Oclitertyre, oti Ijuriia^ i 
way hack to Hiirviestou : ' I liuve been in the company of nianjr | 
men of genius,' says ilc Riimsay, ' §ome of tbeui jioets, but 
never witnessed such Hashes of intoUoctual briyhtnees as from him, 
the impulse of tlio moment, sparks of celestial lire I I never ' 
was nioi'i) delighted, therefore, thiiu with his company for two duya, 
iSle-ii-tefe. In a mixed company I should have made little of him, 
for, in the gamefitcr's phrase, he did not always know when to play 
off and when to play on. ... I not only proposed to him thsJ 
writtDgof a playsimilar to the ' Gentlo Shepherd,' fTra/ein deeeiena 1 
lororem, but Scottish Georgics, » subject which Thomson has hy J 
no means exhausted in hia Seatom. What beaatiful landscapes % 
of rural life and manners might not have beun expected from i 
pencil so faithful and forcible aa his, which could have exhibited 
scenes as familiar and interesting ns those in the 'Gentle Shepherd,' 
which every one who knows onr swains in their unadulterated 
state instantly recognises as true to nature ! But t« have executeil 
either of these plans, steadiness and abstraction from company wero 
wanting, not talents. When I asked him whether the Edinburgh 
Literati had mended his poems by their criticisms, " Sir," said 
he, " these gentlemen remind me of some spinsters in my country, 
who spin their thread so fine, that it is neither fit for weft nor 
woof." Ho said ho had not changed a wokI except one, to please 
Cr Blair.' 

Mr Ramsay had put itp a Ijitin inscription over his door, ex- 
preiising his wish to live in peace and die in joyful hope in the 
small but pleasant inheritance of his fathers. With another he 
graced a Sa/kixm, or plantation of willows — 



Sahilnitatis vohiptatisque cannn. 

Hoc falictuni, 

Paludem olini inRdani, 

Mihi meisque desicco et exomo. 

Hie, procul negoliis strepituqiie, 

Innocuis ileliciis 

Silvulas inter naHcent«8 reptanili, 

Apiumque InlHiren suHpicieiiili, 

Fniiscor. 
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Hie, 81 fnxlt Dens Opt. Mttx., 

Propo liunc fonlein pelluciilum 

Cam qaodAiii jnventutis amicu auperatito 

S<epe conqnieacan) eenex, 

CoQteDtns modicis, meoque laetiiB. 

Sin ftliter, 

^Tjqna paalulnm Bupenit, 

Voa, ulvulie et amici neteraqae amata, 

Valete dittque laetaiuinL 

Biirna ndmired the general meaning of these inscriptions, the 
Ldtinity of which is not beyond leproach, and aaked for copies 
of them, which Mr Ramsay sent him. The poet made his 
host Bwure of his having lately heard some Highland airs, 
with which he was much charmed, and for wliich he voa 
writing verses. He mentioned also his desire to collect aira for 
Johnson's Museitin. Mr Ramsay accordingly furnished him witli 
a letter of introduction to the Rev. Walter Young,* minister of 
Erskine, on the Clyde, ns a person qualified to give him fnll infor- 
mation about Highland music. He added a transcript of a High- 
land tradition which had made an impression on the poet's mind 
when he was told it. 'Its hero was a Highlander named Omeron 
Cameron, who received the Earl of Mar in his humble cottage, 
when the earl had to skulk from his enemies. Being himself 
forced into exile on this account by his own clan, he went to Eil- 
dnimmy Castle with his wife and children, to claim a requital from 
the earl, who had bidden him do so if ever misfortune should 
befall him. Upon hearing who it was, the enri started from his 
seat with a joyful exclamation, and caused Omeron to be con- 
ducted with all possible respect into the hall. He afterwards 
conferred on him a fourmerk land near the castle.' Out of these 
elements Mr Ramsay thought that Bums might compose a play. 
' I opprove of your plan,' also wrote Mr Ramsay, 'of retiring from 
din and dissipation to a farm of very moderate size, sufficient to 
find exercise for mind and body, hut not so gr«at as to absorb 
better things. And if some intellectual pursuit be well chosen 
and steadily pursued, it will bo mors lucrative than most farms in 
this age of rapid improvement. Upon this subject, os your well- 
wisher and admirer, permit me to go a step further. Let those 
In Bid to hiTB bxn Uw tBost 
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bright tiilonta wliii^h Ihc Almighty has bestowed on you, be 
henceforth employed to the noble purpose of supportiiiy the c»use 
of truth nnj virtue. An imaginntion eo varied ami forcible as 
yours may do this in many clilferent modes ; nor ia it necessary 
to be always Berious, which yon have been to good purpose ; good 
morals may be recommended in a comedy, or oven in a song.' 

Hums and Mr Ramsay had talked about a Jacobite old lady, s 
relic ot a former generation, who lived at Harvieston. Mrs Bruce 
of Clackmannan, or (to use tlie Scotch title of conrteej) Lady 
Claclcraaiman, lived in the ancient and now ruined tower of that 
name, overlooking the Firth of Forth at Alloa. Allied in blood to 
Robert Bruce, and in sentimenta to the Stuart family, tall and 
dignified, though she was on the verge of ninety, with a lively 
imagination, balanced by strong common-sense — the old lady, with 
her tartan scarf and a white rose in her breast, as sbe is represented 
in her portrait, must have been an interesting study for Burns. 
l)r Adair, adverting to the faint impression which the Glendevon 
scenery seemed to make on Bums, says ; ' A visit to Jlrs Bruce 
of Clackmannan, a lady above ninety, the lineal descendant of 
that race which gave the Scottish throne its brightest ornament, 
interested his feelings more powerfully. This venerable dame, 
with characteristical dignity, informed me, on my observing that I 
believed she was descended from the family of Eobert Bruce, 
that Eobert Brace was sprung from her family. Though almost 
deprived of speech by a paralytic affection, she preserved her 
hospitality and urbanity. She was in possession of the hero'a 
helmet and two-handed swoni, with which she conferred on Burna 
and myself the honour of knighthood, remarking that she had a 
better right to confer that title than some people. . . , Yon 
will, of course, conclude that the old lady's political tenets were as 
Jacobitical as the poet's, a conformity which contributed not n 
little to the cordiality of our reception and entertainment. She 
gave, as her first toast after dinner, Atrd Uncos, or Away with 
the Strangers— Who these strangers were, you will readily under- 
stand. Mrs Adair corrects me by saying it should be Hwii, or 
Hooki vncos, a sound used by shepherds to direct their dogs to 
drive away the sheep.'* 
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Dr Adair states that he and Bums returned to Edinburgh by 
Kinross and Quoensferry. The reason for their making a circuit 
by Kinross v^as probably Burns's wish to see the island-fortress of 
Lochleven, in which Queen Mary, under compulsion, signed a 
surrender of the kingdom to her son. ' At Dunfermline,' says Dr 
Adair, ' we visited the ruined Abbey, and the Abbey Church, now 
consecrated to Presbyterian worship. Here I mounted the ciUty 
stooly or stool of repentance, assuming the character of a penitent 
for fornication ; while Bums from the pulpit addressed to me a 
ludicrous reproof and exhortation, parodied from that which had 
been delivered to himself in Ayr-shire, where he had, as he assured 
me, once been one of seven * who mounted the " seat of shame " 
together. 

' In the church-yard, two broad flag-stones mark the grave of 
Robert Bmce, for whose memory Bums had more than common 
veneration. He knelt and kissed the stone with sacred fervour, 
and heartily {suus ut mos erat) execrated the worse than Gothic 
neglect of the first of Scottish heroes.' 

Burns retumed to Edinburgh on the 20th October, but was con- 
fined to his lodging for some time by a cold. He had now to 
bethink himself of his long-promised visit to Dumfriesshire, so 
immediately communicated with Mr Miller. 



TO PATRICK MILLER, ESQ., DALSWINTON. 

Edikbuboh, 20<A October 1787. 

Sir— I was spending a few days at Sir William Murray's, Oughtertyre, 
and did not get your obliging letter till to-day I came to town. I was 
still more unlucky in catching a miserable cold, for which the medical 
gentlemen have ordered me into close confinement, ' under pain of death ' 
— the severest of penalties. In two or three days, if I get better, and if 
I hear at your lodgings that yon are still at Dalswinton, I will take a 
ride to Dumfries directly. From something in your last, I would wish 
to explain my idea of being your tenant I want to be a farmer in a 
small farm, about a plough-gang, in a pleasant country under the 

Stirling and Clackmannan Bhirea know of their earliest recorded anceator Is that David II., 
the son of Bruce, addresses him in a charter as 'our relatiTe.' The old lady probably 
founded upon some family legend. She died in 1791, when the sword and helmet of the 
hero of Bannockbnm feU into the hands of her kinsman, ttie Earl of Elgin, in whose 
family they still remain. 
* inie session- book of Maucliline says/w. 
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auEi)ice8 III & guud landlord. I Ijave no fimUsU iialiou of being a lenftut 
on easier t«i'ius tlian another. To lind k farm wliere one con live al all 
ia not easy—1 oidy moan living soberly, like on old-Ktyte fanner, and 
joining personal industry. The banks of the Nlth are as Bwcet, poetic 
ground oh any I ever saw ) and betides, sir, 'tis but justice to Iha 
feelings of my own heart, and the opinion of my beat fiiends, to say 
that I would wihIi to call you landlord sooner than any landed geutloman 
I know. These are my views and wisiies ; and in whatever way you 
think best to lay out your fanns, I shall Ire linppy to rent one of theiu. 
1 shall certainly be nhle lo ride to Pnlswintfln abont the middle of next 
week, if I hear you are not gone, I have tho honour to be, ^r, yonr 
obliged, humble servant, Kobt. Bubks. 



Burn a nppears nuw to have taken up hia quarters with 
William Cruiksliaak,* a colleague of Kicol in the High School, 
The house consisted of the two upper floors of a lofty building, 
in an airy eituation in the New Town — then marked No. 2 (now 
30) St James's Square. The pool's room had a window over- 
looking the green behind the Kegister House, as well as the street 
cnteriii}^ the Square, It was by far the most comfortable place in 
which he had ever had more than the most temporary lodging. 
Mr Cruikshank had a daughter, Janet, who was a pretty 
young girl and a promising pianist. Burns spent many a 
pleasant hour listening to her playing his favourite Scottish 
airs. He also took advantage of her voice and instrument 
in the work of adapting now verses to old airs for the Scols 
Musical Muneiim. Walker says : ' About the end of October, 
I called for him at tlie house of a friend [Mr Cruikshank], whose 
daughter, though not more than twelve, was a considerable pro- 
ficient in music I found hira seated by the harpsichord of this 
young lady, listening with the keenest interest to his own verses, 
which she aung and accompanied, and adjusting them to the muaic 
by repeated trials of the eOect. In this occupation ho was so 
totally absorbed, that it was difficult to draw his attention from it 
for a moment.' t This gives us some idea of the caro and study 



•mfm/BuTiu.p.iaii. 



EDINBURGH. 199 

bestowed by Bums upon his songs, which resulted in their 
almost perfect adaptation to their respective airs. He gratefully 
celebrated his favourite, Jenny Cruikshank, in 



A ROSE BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 
TUNB— !%« ShephercPs Wife. 

A rose bud by my early walk 
Adown a com-inclosM bawk,**^ 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk, 

All on a dewy morning. 
Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled. 
In a' its crimson glory spread, 
And drooping rich the dewy head, 

It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 

Sae early in the morning. 
She soon shall see her tender brood, 
The pride, the pleasure o' the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd, 

Awauk the early morning. Awake 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 

That tents thy early morning. gauds 

So thou, sweet Rose bud, young and gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaase upon the day, 
And bless the Parent's evening ray 

That watch'd thy early morning. 

Nor was this the only proof of the esteem in which Bums held 
his * Rosebud : ' 

* An open ipftce in a cornfield. 



TO MISS CRUIKSUANK, A VERY YOUNG LADY." 

WKITIKX ON THK BLAKK LEAF OF A aOOK [-aKSKKTEIt 
TO HER BV Tll£ AUTHOR. 

ISeauluous rose-bud, yoiiii),' aud guy, 

Blooming on thy early May, 

Never may'at thou, lovely Flow'r, 

Chilly shrink in eleety stiow'r I 

Never Boreas' hoary path. 

Never Eiirua' pois'nous breath, 

Never baleful stellar li^'hte^ 

Taint thee with untimely blights I 

Never, never reptile thief 

Riot on thy virgin leaf 1 

Nor even Sol too fiercely view 

Thy bosom blushing still with dew It 

May'st thou long, sweet ciimson gem, 
Riehly deck thy native stem ; 
Till some ev'uing, sober, calm, 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodland rings, 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings ; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful aonnd. 
Shed thy dying honours round. 
And resign to Parent Earth 
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth. 

The ze.ll of Tlurna for the collection, illustration, nnd eulargo- 
inent of Scottish song, was at this period — and indeed at all 
times — very warm. He entered into the views of Johnson with 
an energy and enthusiasm which money could not have pur- 
chased. His sentiments on this subject were characteristic 
Burns regarded poetry as too sacred to bo associated with mercenary 
considerations. He wrote in numbers, 'for the numbers came.' 
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Though he had published a volume, aud consented to realise a 
profit by it, he could not have composed either poems or songs 
with the deliberate purpose of selling them. 

At Gordon Castle, Burns had formed an acquaintance with James 
Hoy, the duke's librarian, companion, and friend, a well-read man, 
who lived in the castle for forty-six years (he died in 1828) with- 
out ever losing the Dominie-Sampson-like purity of heart and 
simplicity of manners by which he was distinguished. Bums 
now wrote to him on behalf of the Museum, The duke, a plain, 
unpretentious laird, was a song-writer of some ability, and had pro- 
duced at least one popular ditty, bearing the title ' Cauld Kail in 
Aberdeen.' This Burns wished to secure. 



TO JAMES HOY, ESQ., GORDON CASTLE. 

Edinbuboh, 20<A October 1787. 

Sir— I >vill defend my conduct in giving you this trouble, on the best 
of Christian principles — ' Whatsoever ye would that men shonld do unto 
you, do ye even so unto them.* I shall ceitaiuly, among my legacies, 
leave my latest curse to that unlucky pi*edicament which hurried — 
tore me away from Castle-Gordon. May that obstinate son of Latin prose 
[Nicol] be curst to Scotch-mile periods, and damned to seven-league 
paragraphs ; while Declension and Conjugation, Gender, Number, and 
Time,* under the ragged banners of Dissonance and Disarrangement, 
eternally rank against him in hostile array ! 

Allow me, sir, to strengthen the small claim I have to your acquaint- 
ance by the following request. An engraver, James Johnson, in Edin- 
burgh, has, not from mercenary views, but from an honest Scotch enthu- 
siasm, set about collecting all our native songs, and setting them to music, 
particularly those that have never been set before. Clarke, the well- 
known musician, presides over the musical arrangement, and Drs Beattie 
and Blacklock, Mr Tytler of Woodhouselee, and your humble servant to 
the utmost of his small power, assist in collecting the old poetry, or some- 
times, for a fine air, make a stanza when it has no words. The enclosed 
is one which, like some other misbegotten brats, ' too tedious to mention,' 
claims a parental pang from my hardship, I suppose will appear in John- 
son's second number — the first was published before my acquaintance 
with him. My request is—* Cauld Kail in Aberdeen * is one intended for 
this number, and I beg a copy of his Grace of Gordon's words to it, which 
you were so kind as to repeat to me. You may be sure we won't prefix 
the author's name, except you like, though I look on it as no small merit 
to this work, that the names of so many of the authors of our old Scotch 
songs, names almost forgotten, will be inserted. I do not well know 

* * Teuse ' appears in moit printed versions of the letter. 
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where to writ« to juii-l rallier ivrite B.t yuu; but if j'uu will be «o 
obliging, inimedia.l«ly on vt»:eipt of Uliia, &s tu >mt« nie a few llnw, 1 
slmll perliapB pay you iu kind, tliougb not in qunllty. Jolinson's teritis 
are :~encli number a liaudrame pocket volume, Ui contisl of a hnndted 
Scotch songH, with baaaes for the h&rpiiichorH, &e. The price to oub- 
Hcrihers, 6s. : to uou> subscribers, Cb. He «'iU have tliree nnnibera, I 
conjecture. 

My (liriHition, for two or lliree weeks, will be al Mr Willinni Cniik- 
Bhaiik's, St Janien'B Square, New-town, Edinbureh. I am, Sir, Yours to 
com m and, R. B. 

Hoy answered : 

GoBPOH CuTLE, Slrt Octubtr ITST. 
Sir— If yon were not aenaiblo of your fault a« well ea of your loss, in 
leaving this place so suddenly, I ehoiild coDdeuin yon to starve upon 
cavld kail for ae lowmmit' at least ; and wt for Dk& Laline.f your 
trovelHn}! companion, without baoniiig hiiu wi' a' the curses coutuneJ in 
your letter (which he'll »o valne a bawl)ee [a lialf|renny]), 1 should give 
him nought but Strn'boffir rattockit to cliew for tax ou/,-g.% or ay until he 

Your son}; 1 shewed without prwlucing the author ; and it was 
judged by the Duchess to be the production of Dr Bcattic. I sent a 
copy of it, by her Grace's desire, t« a Mrs M'Pherson. in Badenoch, 
who sings * Morag,' and all other (iaelic songs, in great perfection. I 
have recordeil it likewise, by Lady Charlotte's desire, in a book belong- 
ing to her ladyship, where it is in company with a great many other 
])oenis and verfus, some nf the writers of which are no less eminent for 
their political than for their poetical abilities. When the Ducliess was 
infonned that you were the author, she wished you bad written the 
verses in Scotch. 

Any letter ilirected to me here will come to hand safely, and if sent 
under the Duke's cover, it will likewise come free; that is, as long as 
the Duke is in this country. I am, Sir, yours sincerely. 



Jaues Hoy. 



A week later Burns again wrote ; 



EDiHBt;i>nB, ttk Norember 1T8T. 
Dear Sir— I wimld have wrote you immediately on recci|>t of your 
kind letter ; but a mixed impulse of gratitude and esteem whispered to 
me that 1 ouglit to send yon something by way of return. When a poet 
owes anything, particularly when he is indebtoii for good offices, the 
imynient that usually i-ecurs to him — the only coin, indeed, in which he 
is probably conversant — is rliynie. Johnson sends the books by the fly, 

t Winimn Kicol. 
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as directed, and begs me to enclose bis meet grateful tbanks ; my return 
I intended sbould liave been one or two poetic bagatelles \vhicb tbe world 
have not seen, or perhai)8, for obvious reasons, cannot see. These I shall 
send you before I leave Edinburgh. They may make you laugh a little, 
which, on the whole, is no bad way of spending one's precious hours and 
still more precious breath : at anyrate, they will be, though a small, yet 
a very sincere mark of my respectful esteem for a gentleman whose 
farther acquaintance I should look upon as a peculiar obligation. 

The Duke's song, independent totally of his dukeship, channs me. 
There is I know not what of wild happiness of thought and expression 
peculiarly beautiful in the old Scottish song style, of which his Grace, old 
venerable Skinner, the author of *Tu]lochgorum,' &c., and the late Ross, 
at Lochlee, of true Scottish poetic memory, are the only modem instances 
that I recollect, since liamsay, with his contemporaries, and poor Bob 
Fergusson, went to the world of deathless existence and truly immortal 
song. The mob of mankind, that many-headed beast, would laugh at so 
serious a s])cech about an old song ; but as Jub says, ' Oh that mine 
adversary had written a book !' Those who think that composing a 
Scotch song is a trifling business, let them try. 

I wish my Lord Duke would pay a proper attention to the Christian 
admonition — ' Hide not your candle under a bushel,' but ' let your light 
shine before men.' I could name half-a-dozen dukes that I guess are a 
devilish deal worse employed ; nay, I question if there are half-a-dozen 
better : perhaps there are not half that scanty number whom Heaven has 
favored with the tuneful, happy, and I will say glorious, gift, I am, dear 
sir, your obliged humble servant, IL B. 



Bums at this time received a letter from his old teacher 
Murdoch, who was now in London. It was the first he had had 
for several years : 

LOMPOM, 28<A October 1787. 

My dear Sir— As my friend, Mr Bro^vn, is going from this place to 
your neighbourhood, I embrace the oppqrtunity of telling you that I am 
yet alive, tolerably well, and always in expectation of being better. By 
the nmch-valued letters before me, I see that it was my duty to have 
given you this intelligence about three years and nine months ago ; and 
have nothing to allege as an excuse, but that we poor, busy, bustling 
bodies in London are so much taken up with the various pursuits in 
which we are here engaged, that we seldom think of any person, creature, 
place, or thing, that is absent But this is not altogether the case with 
me ; for I often think of you, and Homier and R^iuel, and an un/athomed 
depth, and latvan brunstane, all in the same minute, although you and 
they are (as I suppose) at a considerable distance. I Hatter myself, how- 
ever, with the pleasing thought that you and I shall meet some time or 
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oilier, eitlier in Bcotland or Euglouii. If cvei' you conie Iiilliur, you will 
hiive tlie MLtiBfactioa oF Meing your poems relislie<l by tlie Caledoniana in 
London full as iiiucli as they con lie by tliote of Eillaburgh. W« fi«> 
quently i-epeat Home of your verses in oar CaleJouian Society ; and you 
may beJicve that I am aot a little voiii that 1 hare had some share ia 
cuUivatiuf Huch a gctiius. I wn« not ateolut«Iy certain Uiat yoa yrext 
the author till a few days ago, when 1 made a visit t« Mrs Eil), Dr 
M'Comb'a cldcHt daughter, who lives in t«wu, and wlio told me that efa« 
was infornieil of it by a letter from her sister in Edinburgh, with whom 
yon bad I>een in cumpnoy when in that capital. 

Fiity let me know if yon have any intention of visiting tliis huge, ovcT' 
grown metropolis. It would afFonI matter for a large poem. Here yon 
would have an op]Mirtnnity of indulging your vein in the study of man- 
kind, perliai>8 to a Kreal«r degree tlian in any dty ujKjn the face of tbs 
globe ; for the inhabitants of London, as you know, ai-e a collection of 
all nations, kindreds, and tongues, who make it, as it weic, the centra 
of tlieii- coninierce. . . . 

Present my respectful compUmente to Mrs Bums, to my dear friend 
Gilbert, and all the rest of her amiable children. May the Father of the 
Universe blees you all with those principles and diKpoailions that tlie best 
of parents took auch uneomnmn pains to instil into your minds from 
your earliest infancy. May you live as lie did : if you do, yon can 
never be unhappy. 1 feel myself grown serious all at once, and affected 
in a manner I cannot deaciibe. I shall only add, tliat it is one of the 
greatest pleasures I promise myself befoi'e I clie, that of seeing the family 
of a man whose memory I revere more than that of any gierson thai ever 
I was acquaiut«d with. 1 am, my dear Friend, Voure sincerely, 

John Murdoch. 



I 



Madam — I will bear the reproaches of my conscience respecting this 
letter no longer. I was indebted to yon some time ago for a kind, long 
letter (your letter? the longer the better), and again the other day I heard 
from you, encloeing a very friendly letter from Dr Moore. I thought 
with myself, in the height of my gratitude and pride, of my remark that 
I would sit down some hour of inspiration, and write yon a letter at 
least worth twa groats ; consequently you would have been a great 
gainer, as yon are so benevolent m to bestow your epistolary corre- 
spondence on me (I am sure) without the least idea of being paid tn 
kind. 

AVhen you talk of correspondence and friendship to nie. Madam, yon 
do me too much honor ; but, as I shall soon be at my wont«d leisure and 
rural occupation, if any remark on what I have read or seen, or any new 
rhyme I may twist, that is worth while— if such a letter. Madam, can 
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give a person of your rank, information, and abilities any entertainment, 
you shall have it with all my heart and »oul. 

It requires no common exertion of good sense and philosophy in persons 
of elevated i*ank, to keep a friendship properly alive with one much their 
inferior. Externals, things totally extraneous of the man, steal upon 
the heai'ts and judgments of almost, if not altogether, all mankind ; nor 
do I know more than one instance of a man who fully and tnily regards 
' all the world as a stage, and all the men and women merely players,' 
and who (the dancing-school bow excepted) only values these players — 
the dranuUis persona, who build cities, and who rear hedges; who 
govern provinces, or superintend flocks, merely as they act their parts. 
For the honor of Ayrshire, this man is Professor Dugald Stewart of 
Catrine. To him I might perhaps add another instance, a Popish 
Bishop, Geddes; but I have outraged that gloomy, fiery Presbyterianism 
enough already, though I don*t spit in her lugubrious face by telling 
her that the first [i,e. the best] Cleric character I ever saw was a Roman 
Catholic 

I ever could ill endure those surly cubs of ' chaos and old night ' — those 
ghostly beasts of prey who foul the hallowed ground of Religion with 
their nocturnal prowlings; but if the prosecution which I hear the 
Erebean fanatics are projecting against my learned and truly worthy 
friend, Dr M*Gi11, goes on, I shall keep no measure with the savages, but 
fly at them with the faucons of Ridicule, or run them down with the 
bloodhounds of Satire, as lawful game, wherever I start them. 

I expect to leave Edinr. in eight or ten days, and shall certainly 
do myself the honor of calling at Dunlop House as I return to Ayrshire. 
I have the honor to be. Madam, your obliged humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 

Edimb., ith Nov. 1787. 

This letter proyes Burns to have retained a lively interest in 
the theologico-ecclesiastical disputes of Ayrshire. The prosecution 
of Dr M*Gill for heresy is subsequently alluded to in * The Kirk's 
Alarm.* We have here also the first mention of Dr John Geddes,* 
coadjutor-bishop in the Roman Catholic Church in Scotland, to 
whom Burns had been introduced by Lord Monboddo. Geddes, 
who must not he confounded with his younger brother, Alexander 
(1737-1802), the minor poet, and pronouncedly liberal Roman 
Catholic Biblical critic, had been instnimental in procuring sub- 

* John Geddet wm bom at the Malm of Cnrridonn, In the Enxie of Banffshire, in 1785. 
He entered the Scots College at Rome In 1750. In 1779 he was appointed coacUntor to 
Bishop Hay, vicar-apostolic of the lowland district of Scotland. The following year he waa 
consecrated Bishop of Morocco, in partUmi inJUtellvMy at Madrid. After this he lived In 
Edinburgh. He resigned his coacUutorship, on acooant of an attack of paralysis, In 1797, 
and died at Aberdeen in 1799. 
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scriptfonB for Bnma'M Edinburgh wlition from the Scots CoTw 
Valladolid, of wliicli lio had been for many years rector, as well a 
from other Roman Catholic seminnrieH. 

As ovidencQ that Bums still stood well ^Tith his conntrymen 
gonorally at this time, it may be noted tliat on Iho lOtli November 
ho wns presented with the freedom of the bur^-h of Linlithgow. 
Tlio biu'gess- ticket, whicli has been preserved, runs thns : ' At 
Linlitligow, the sixteenth day of November, one thousand seven 
liundred ond eigbty-sevon years, the which day, in the presence 
of James Andrew, Esquire, Provost of the Biii^h of Linlithgow ; 
Wiliinm Napier, James Wnlton, Stephen Mitchell, John Gibson, 
bailies ; and Robert Speedie, Dean-of-Gnild ; compeared Mr 
Robert Burns, Itloasgiel, Ayrshire, who was made and created 
Burgess nnd Guild Emtlier of the said Ituigh, having given hia 
oath of fidelity according to the form used tliereanent' 

Ilaving roRoived an answer from Cliarlott« Hamilton or 
^fati'aret Clialmers to one of liia letters, be replied as follows : 



ott, A'ov. 



1, 1T87. 



I have one vexatinus fanit to tlie kindly- welcome, well-fiUeil sheet 
whicli I owe to your aod Cliarlotte's (pxxlness— it contains too nuich 
seuse, sentiment, ami good spelling. It is impossible timt even you two, 
wliom 1 declare to my God I will give credit for any degree of excellence 
the sex are cajialile of attaiuiiig, it is impossible you can go on to 
correspond at tlint late ; so, like tliose wlio, Sheiistone eays, retire because 
tliey liave mmle a good K[ieecli, 1 sliall after a few lettci-s hear no more 
of yon. 1 insist tliiLt you shall wiite whatever comes tiist: what yon see, 
what you rca<1, what yiiii hear, what yon admire, wlmt you dislike, 
ti illes, bagatelles, nonsense ; or to (ill u]i a corner, e'en put down a laugh 
at full length. Now, none of your polite hints about flattery : I leave 
that to your lovers, if you liave or aball have any ; though thank Heaven 
I have found at last two girls who can lie luxuriantly happy in tlicii' own 
minds and witli one another, without that commonly necessary appendage 
to fernale bliss, A lover. 

Charlotte and yon are just two favourite resting-places for my soul in 
her namloringH timiugh the weary, Ibnrny ivihlerness of this world— God 
knows I am ill-fitted for the stniggle : I glory in heiiig a Poet, and I 
want to be thougbt a wise man — I would fondly lie generous, ami I wish 
to lie rich. After all, I am afraid I am a lost subject. ' Some folk hae 
a hantle o' fauts [many faults], an' I 'ni but a ne'er-do-weel.' 

Afternoon. — To close tlie melancholy reflections at the emi of Inst slieet. 
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I shall jast add a piece of devotion commonly known in Canick by the 
title of the ' Wabster's grace :' 

Some say we 're thieves, and e'en sae are we. 
Some say we lie, and e'en sae do we, 
Gude forgie m, and I hope lae will he 1 

Up and to your looms, lads ! 

R. B. 

Bums was now in close friendship with Margaret Chalmers 
and Charlotte Hamilton^ Of the two, Charlotte had the greater 
personal attractions. Margaret was, however, a woman of culture 
and esiTrit^ and had a genuine love for letters.* Burns, in 
consequence, celebrated her in two songs, couched, of course, in 
the language of a lover : 

WHERE, BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'S STORMS. 
Tune — Neil Go\o*8 Lamentation for Ahercavmy. 

Where, braving angry winter's storms, 

The lofty Ochils rise, 
Far in their shade my Peggy's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes ; 
As one who by some savage stream 

A lonely gem surveys, 
Astonish'd, doubly marks it beam 

With art's most polish'd blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester'd shade. 

And blest the day and hour. 
Where Peggy's charms I first survoy'd. 

When first I felt their pow'r 1 
The tyrant death with grim controul, 

May seize my fleeting breath. 
But tearing Peggy from my soul 

Must be a stronger death. 

* A relative of Margaret Chaltnem wrote of lier to Dr Robert Chambers : * In nrly lifln, 
when her hazel eyes were large and bright, and her teeth white and regular, her fkoe most 
have had a charm not always the resnlt or the accompaniment of fine features. She was 
little, but her figure was perfect . . . She rarely talked of books, but greatly liked reading. 
She spoke readily and well, but preferred liatening to others. . . . Her heart was warm, her 
temper even, and her conversation lively. I have often been told that her gentleness and 
vivacity had a fltvoorabla influence on the manner of Bums.' 
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MY PEGGY'S FACE, MY PEGGY'S FORM. 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form, 
The frost of Hermit age might warm ; 
My "Peggy^B worth, my Peggy's mind. 
Might cliarm the first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy's angel air, 
Her face so truly, lieavenly fair. 
Her native grace so void of art. 
But I adore my Peggy's heart 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye, 
The kindling lustre of an eye ; 
Who but owns their magic sway ! 
Who but knows they all decay ! 
The tender thrill, the pitying tear. 
The generous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look that rage disarms, 
These are all immortal charms. 



TO MISS CHALMERS. 

Edikbuboh, Dee. 1787. 

My dear Madam— 1 just now have read yourB. The poetic compli- 
ments I pay cannot be misunderstood. They are neither of them so 
particular as to point you out to the world at large ; and the circle of 
your acquaintances will allow all I have said. Besides, I have compli- 
mented you chiefly, almost solely, ou your mental charms. Shall I he 
plain with you ? I will ; so look to it. Personal attractions, madam, 
you have much above par ; wit, understanding, and worth, you possess 
in the first class. This is a cursed flat way of telling you these truths, 
but let me hear no more of your sheepish timidity. I know the world a 
little. I know what they will say of my poems ; by second-sight, I 
suppose, for I am seldom out in my conjectures ; and you may believe 
me, my dear madam, I would not run any risk of hurting you by any 
ill-judged compliment. I wish to show to the world the o<lds l)etween a 
poet's friends and those of simple prosenien. More for your information, 
both the pieces go in. One of them, 'Where braving all the winter's 
harms,' is already set — the tune is Neil Gow's * Lamentation for Alier- 
caimy ;' the other is to be set to an old Highland air in Daniel Dow's 
' Collection of ancient Scots music ; ' the name is * Ha a Chaillich air mo 
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Dheidh.' My treacherous memory has forgot every circnmstance about 
*Le8 Incas,' only I think you mentioned them as being in Creech's 
possession. I shall ask him about it. I am afraid the song of ' Some- 
body * will come too late— as I shall, for certain, leave town in a week for 
Ayrshire, and from that to Dumfries ; but there my hopes are slender. 
I leave my direction in town, so any thing, wherever I am, will reach me. 

I saw your's to , it b not too severe, nor did he take it amiss. On 

the contrary, like a whipt spaniel, he talks of being with you in the 
Christmas days. Mr Tait has given him the invitation, and he is deter- 
mined to accept of it. O selHslmess ! he owns in his sober moments, 
that from his own volatility of inclination, the circumstances in which he 
b situated, and hb knowledge of hb father's dbposition, — the whole affair 
b chimerical— yet he will gratify an idle petichant at the enormous, cruel 
expense of perhaps ruining the peace of the very woman for whom he 
professes the generous passion of love ! He b a gentleman in hb mind 
and manners — tant pis ! He b a volatile school-boy : The heir of a man's 
fortune who well knows the value of two times two ! 

Perdition seize them and their fortunes, before they should make the 
amiable, the lovely the derided object of their purse-proud con- 
tempt. 

I am doubly happy to hear of Mrs *s recovery, because I really 

thought all was over with her. There are days of pleasure yet awaiting 
her : 

As I came in by Glenap 

I met with an aged woman ; 
She bad me chear up my heart, 
For the best o' my days was comin.* 

Thb day will decide my affairs with Creech. Things are, like myself, 
not what they ought to be ; yet better than what they appear to be. 

Heaven's Sovereign saves all beings but Himself 
That hideous sight — a naked human heartf 

Farewell ! remember me to Charlotte. R. B. 

This letter indicates very clearly the footing on which Burns 
stood with Margaret Chalmers. They were in the habit of 
exchanging confidences. There is good reason to believe, apart 
altogether from the possibility, to which allusion has already been 
made, of Bums having made advances to her in Ayrshire, that 
when in Edinburj,'h he asked her to marry him. He may well 
have bolioved that with her accomplishments, her literary tastes, 
and her strong sense, she would have made the wife lie was in 

* This is an old rhyme. Olenapp is a pictarosque glen and estate in Ballantrae parish, 
8W. Ayrshire, 
f Yonng's Nigld Tkaxigkts, lil., 220. 

VOL. II. N 
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oearch of. When, subsequently, he was in the full tide of his 
correspondence with Clniinda, he wrote her (10th January 1788), 
' The name I register in iny liearL's core is Pegijy Oialmers,' and 
alie throo weeks later asked him, ' ^Miy did not bucIi a woman 
secure your heart V It is quite certain that Margaret Ciialnien 
informed Thomas Campbell, the poet, that Btinis had asked her 
in marria^'ti, and that she declined. She was then engaged to 
Lewis Hay,* who had long be«a a clerk in the Edinburgh banking 
houne of Sit William Forbes. Ho became a partner in the houao 
in 1T68, and on the 9th Decambar of tliat year mortied Margaret 
Chalmers. ^ 

TO MB BOBT. AINSLIB. 1 

Sundov tforxlnf, Sai. U, ITBT. 

I beg, my dear Sir, yoii will not make any appointment to take ua to 
Mr Ainslie'st to-nijflit. On looking over my engntteineiits, coiiHlitution, 
present state of my lie&ltti, some htti t' 1 concenio. &c., 1 

lind I cau't sup abroad to-night. I shall tie n to <l y till one o'clock, if 
yon have a leisnre hour. 

You will tliink it romniitic when 1 tell j tl t 1 lind the idea of 
your friendship almost necessary to iiij iste ce \ assLiitie a proper 
length of face in my bitter hours of bl il I d you laiigli fully 

up to my liigheet wUliea at my good th gn 11 t know, upon the 
whole, if you are one of the first fellows in Goil s woild, hut you are so 
to me. I tell you this just now, in the conviction that some inequalities 
in my temper and manner may perhaps sometimes make yon suspect 
tliat I am not so warmly as I ought to be your friend, R. B. 

Robert Ainelie was living on the north side of St James's Square, 
BO that at this time the two fiiends were at one another'a 
call. The young lawyer used to tell a story to prove that Burns 
was, in his later years, no Bacchanalian. Though but an appren- 
tice, Ainslio had a wine-cellar — not indeed an extensive one, aa it 
consisted simply of the recess under a hunka-smf in one of the 
windows of his apartment ; an arrangement long ago < 
in Scotland, but now seen only in old-fashioned houses. 



Edinburgh on !Sth Febi 
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stock of wine consisted of five bottles of port, all that remuned of 
s dozen of good quality which had been presented to him by & 
friend, a wine-merchant On Burns calUng for him one day, 
Ainslie proposed that they should spend the aft«moon over a 
bottle ; but Bums said ; ' No, my friend, we '11 have no wine 
to^ay — to sit dozing in the house on such a fine afternoon as 
this would be inaufTerahle. Besides, you know that you and I 
don't require wine to sharpen our wit, nor its adventitious aid to 
make us happy. No ; we '11 take a ramble over Arthur's Seat to 
admire the beauties of nature, and come in to a late tea.' They 
did so ; and Ainslie used to declare, that he hod never known the 
poet's conversation so amusing, so instructive, and altogether so 
delightful, as during the cheerful stroll they bod over the hill, and 
during the sober tea-drinking which followed.' 

At this time, an artist named Itfiers or Myera was practising in 
Edinburgh as a taker of Bilhouett« portraits, which he professed 
to execute at a two minutes' sitting.* Their cheapness as well as 
tlieir felicity as likenesses brought him many sitters, and among 
the rest Bums, who presented silbouettea to sevenl of his friends. 

There is some obscurity about the date of Buma's second visit 
to Dalswtnton, and it is doubtful if he visited Ayrshire on that 
occasion, though it is probable that he did so. The excursion to 
Dumfriesshire, and the considerations connected with it, are 
alluded to id an undated letter 



TO HISS OHALUEREL 

I have been at Dumfries, and at one visit more shall be declited about 
a farm in that country. I am rather hopeless in it ; bnt as my brother 
is an excellent farmer, and is, besides, an exceedingly prudent, sober 
■nan (qualities wliicli are only a younger brother's fortune in onr family), 
I am detenniaed, if my DnmfrieB business fail me, to return into 
partnenLip with liim, and at oar leisure take anotlier fanii ia the 
neighbourhood. I assure yon I look for high compliments from you and 
Charlotte on this very sage fuHtance of my unfathomable, Incompre' 
liensible wixdom. Talking of Charlotte, I mast tell her that I have, 
to the bent of my power, paid her a poetic compliment, now compleated. 
Tlie air is admirable : true old Higliland. It was the tune of a Gaelic 
song which an Inverness lady sang me when I was there ; and I was SO 
charmed with it that I begged her to write me aset Of it from tier singing; 

■ Th*T aott, lo ftanwi, tmia to. to lOa. Sd.— Anrfvir admrtlmmiiU, 
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for it bad never been net before, 1 aiti lixed tbat it bUoII go in Jt^nBOO^ 
next number i so Charlotte and you need not epend yojir piecioUB time 
in contruclicting itie. I won't fray the poetry h linttrate ; tliougli I am 
convincetl it ih very well ; and, what ia not alwaj's the case witli niin- 
plimente U) latlie«, it is not only ainrere but juit. B. B. 

The air here ullmled to is a beautiful Highland one, well known 
in connection with a song of AlUister Mactlonald'a, entiUot],. 
'fihanarach dhonn a rhriiidh,' or 'The Pretty Milkmaid.' 



THE BANKS OF THE DEVON. 

Hotv [ilensuiit the bunks of the clear wimlin<,' Devon, 

With greeii-spreuUing bushes, and Uow'rs blooming fait \ 
Dut the bonniest flow'r on the banke of the Devon 

Was once a sweet bud on Uie bmea of llie Ajt.* 
Mild lie the suti on this sweet blLishiii<,' Flower 

In tho gay, i\i.-^y tuoni, as il buitipa iii the dew ; 
And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower 

That steals on the evening each leaf to renew ! 

O spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes 

With chill, hoary wing aa ye usher the dawn ! 
And far be thou distant, thou reptile that seizes! 

The verdure and pride of the garden or lawn ! 
Let Bourbon exult in his gay, gilded Lilies, 

And England triumphant dtaplay her proud Rose ; 
A fairer than either adorns tho green valiies 

Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 



TO OAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

ErijKBCROR. Dec ITST. 
Dear Sir— It is indeed with tbe highest pleasure that I congratulate 
yon on the return of days of ease and nighta of pleasure, after tlie horrid 
hours of misery in which I saw yon HnfTering existence when last in Ayr- 
sliire. I seldom pray for anybody, but most fervently do I beseech the 
Holy Trinity, or the Holy Something that directs this world, that you may 
live long and be hu[>|>y, but live no longer than you are happy. It is 
■ Miss Kniiilltoii wu Ixini on the btnta u( the Ayr. 8ha iriu now living it Htrvierton, 



WU. H 



BDIKBUROB. 213 

needless for nie to fulvise you to have & reverend care of yaat liulth. I 
know you will mftke il a point never at one time to drink more than a 
pint of wine (I mean an En^linli pint), and tliat you will never be witneei 
to more than one bowl of punch at a time, and that after drinking perhaps 
boiling punch, you will never nionnt your horte and gallop home in a 
chill late hoar. Above all tliingn, as I undeistand you are now in habili 
of intimacy with that Boanerges of Ga«pel power. Father Auld, be earnest 
with him tliat he will wrestle in prayer for you, that you may tee the 
vanity of vanities in trusting to, or even practising, the carnal moral 
works of cliarity, humanity, generoeity, and forgiveness, things which 
you practised so flagrantly, that it was evident you delighted in them, 
neglecting, or, perhapH, profanely despiBiog, the wholesome doctrine of 
faith mlhout morkt, the only anchor of salvation. A hymn of thanks- 
giving would, in my opinion, be highly liecoming from you at present j 
and in my zeal for your well-being, I earnestly press on yon to be diligent 
in chanuting over the two enclosed pieces of «acred poeey. My best com- 
pliments to Mis Hamilton and Miss Kennedy. Yours in the Lord, 

UoBT. Burns. 



TO UiaS HABANB, EDINBUBaH." 

SoKirdny, ysoK [Dk. 1, 1787], If«. 1 51 /anci'i ^vwirt. 

Here have I sat, my dear madam, in the stony attitude of iierplexed 
Htudy for fifteen vexatious minutes, ray head askew, bending over the 
intended card ; my fixed eye insensible to the very light of day poared 
around ; my pendulous goose featlier, loaded with ink, hanging over tlie 
future letter, all for the important purpose of writing a complimentary 
card to accompany your trinket. 

Coiitpliment is such a miserable Greenland expression, and lies at such 
a chilly polar distance from the torrid ;eone of my constitution, that I 
cannot, for the very soul of me, use it to any person for whom I have the 
twentieth part of tlie enteeni every one mnst have for yon \vho knows you. 

A« I leave town in three or four days, I can give myself the pleasure 
nf calling on you only for a minnte. Tnenday evening, sometime abont 
Mveu or after, 1 shall wait on you for your farewell commands. 

The hinge of your box I put into the liands of the proper connoisseur. 
The broken gloss likewine went under review ; hut deliberative wixdom 
thought it would too much endanger the whole fabric [to replace It]. I 
tim, dear Madam, with all sincerity of enthusiasm,— Your very obedient 
."ervant, ROBT. BUBNB. 

Burns lind returned to Edinburgh after his summer visit to 
Ayrshire nminly to obtain a settlement of accounts with Creech. 

• M1« lUUn* becmine ¥n Colnnel Wright, Md dltU In Sdlnbnrgh. 
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T)iQ autiiron Iiml wont into whit«r, and still the end of i 
transaction appeared aa remote sa ever. There ia, indeed, i 
vnut of clear light as to the coramcreial relations of the ] 
witli his puWisher. Ono thJnf; is notorious — Creech never settled 
an account till it became impossible to put off his creditor i 
longer. This mi^'ht eeein enough to explain the delay of settli 
ment with Bums; bnt, on the other hand, the time trhich had ' 
einpacd since the publication of the voUinie would not seem 
very long in 'the trade' — the ordinary practice of a publisher 
who issues a book for an author being to render accounts 
annually, nt June 30 or Ilecenahet 31, always upwards of six 
months from the date of publication, and to pay only six months 
thereafter. If Creech had acted ae publisher for Burns on this 
footing, there would have been nothing lumsual in his 8tiU 
delaying jiaynient ; the money, indeed, for sales previous to June, 
would not have been due till the middle of the ensuing year. 
But Me know that Burns's poems were piiblishcd by siihst-ription, 
Creech taking five hundred copies at the same rate ns the other 
subscribers, with the view of selling them at one shilling more by 
way of profit. The publisher must have received the money due 
from a large proportion of the subscribers; and for this, na well ns 
for his own copies (the full price of which was £125), it might bo 
alleged that he was bound to pay iinmodiately. He, on the other 
hand, would probably have to show that much was still unpaid to 
him by the public ; and, if there were even a douht on this point 
in his favour, he would be sure to take advantage of it. However 
matters actually stood, it is clear that Burns was much irritated 
at the delay in coming to a settlement 



CHAPTER IV, 

EDINBURGH— 'clarinda:' 1787-1788, 

j^^^URMS had, however, at the beginning of December, 
"^^H^ resolved to leave Edinburgh, when an accident, caused 
Jm^ by the caTelessness of a drunken coachman, confined 
T him to the house for several weeks. This delay led, 
among other consequonces, to what waa in many reepecU the 
most remarkable of Bunis'e love attachments. On the 4th 
December he waa at a tea-party given by Miaa Kimmo, an 
acquaintance of Margaret Chalmers, at her house in Alison Square.* 
Among the guests was Mre Agnss Cmig M'Lehose, an intimate 
friend of the hostess, and then living with her children in the 
first floor of a houne at the back of General's Entry, Potterrow. 
Agnea Craig was the daughter of Andrew Craig, a surgeon in 
QUsgow, and was bom in April 17G9. She was 'well connected.' 
Ijord Craig, one of the Senators of the College of Justice, and one of 
the fonndera of the Mirror and the Lounger, waa her couain-gennan, 
and in hei days of misfortune, hei kindest friend. On the maternal 
side she waa the giandniece of Colin M'Lanrin, piofessoT of Mathe- 
matics in the University of Edinbui^gb, friend and correspondent 
of Sir Isaac Newton, whose son was a distinguished advocate, and 
raised to the bench with the title of Lord Dreghom. Owing partly 
to an extreme delicacy of constitution, and partly to the death <d 
hor mother, she seems to have received a somewhat imperfect educa- 
tion. As ehe grew into womanhood, however, she waa recognised 

' ' He bectma ■ trcqusnt vldtot it tlw hoiua Dr¥rIfimino,«clHotHcar, Allion Sqmn.' 
— PrDm Biinu, IbeiH ajlttr and fail, by John BInltin, Snparrlinr nt Inlind Ttavmiw. Oir- 
liilB (IMW). It appHn UDCWt^n wbathtr Mln Himino «u ■ ilitir or i danghUr or thli 
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as a beauty, nnd \v«a known in her own circle as 'iirotty 
Nancie." Among lier admirers vena James M'Lehose, a yi 
solicitor in Glasgow, who, disapiiointed in piwiiriiig an introdi 
to lier, fell upou a atratjigem to form her acquftintunce. ' Laaming 
that she was to be sent to Edinburgh to a boarding-school,' Ute 
Btory goes, ' ho aacertainod llie time of her de]>arture, and engaged 
ilII tho scats in the interior of the etage-coach, excepting the on« 
which had been secured to her. The journey occupied a whole 
day, and Mr M'Lehosc, who i>os8cssed a haudaonie person and a 
most insinuating niUlresa, improved the opportunity which be had 
purchased. Fascinated by liia demeanour, Miss Craig allowed 
Jiira to understand tliat his attentions were not disagreeable to 
her. <.)n her return from Edinburgh, six months afterwards, Mr 
M'Lehose followed up his suit. Remarking her predilection, Misa 
Craig's relatives entreated that she would not rashly form nn engage- 
ment, but to their coinisela she prefeifed her own judgment. She 
accepted Mr M'Lehi>se'3 offer of marriage, and at the early age of 
seventeen became his wife.'* 

Pour children were the result of this somewhat hasty union : one 
of them died in infancy. The marriage, however, was an unhappy 
one. According to Mrs M'Leliose's own statement, 'our disagree- 
ments rose to such a licight, and my Jiusband's treatment was so 
liarsh, that it was thought advisable by my friends a separation 
should take place, which accorthngly followed in Itecemlier 1780.' 
Deprived of her children, who were boarded with her husband's 
relatives, she returned to her fatlier, and lived with him till 
his death in 1782. Her husband, having now resolved to go 
abroad, left their three children tn her hands. ' Tlie goodness 
of some worthy gentlemen in Glasgow prociiring me a small 
annuity from tlie Writers (ilO), and one from the Surgeons 
(£8), I set out for Edinburgh with them in August 1782 ; and by 
the strictest economy made my little incoi 
Of one of her kinsmen in Edinburgh 
M'Lehose has recorded : ' He used me ■ 
harsh beyond description, at i 
chequered life,' Lortl Cr.iig, hi 
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befrionded her from the first, introduced her to the literary society 
she Bpecially affected, and when, owing to the proapering of hor 
husband in Jamaica — he did not proceed thither till 1781 — she 
was deprived of her annuities, mode good the loss she sustained. 
Mrs M'Lehoee devoted much of her time to the education of her 
children, hut she also, according to one of her biographers, ' studied 
the best outhote.' At length she acquired what then was known 
as ' a correct style,' and composed in prose and verse with power 
and elegance. She had heard of Bums from some of her friends, 
and, as she expressly stated in the first of her letters to him, it 
was at her special request that Miss Nimmo arranged a meeting 
between them. They were at once attrac'ted to each other. ' Of a 
somewhat voluptuous style of beauty, of lively and easy manners, 
of a poetical cast of mind, with some wit, and not too high a 
degree of refinement or delicacy, Mrs M'Lehoso was exactly the 
kind of woman to fascinate Bums.' * On her side, she was ready 
to be impressed by bim. A correspondence between them com- 
menced immediately after their meeting : 



Madam— I Iiad set no smal) store l>y my tea-ilriDkiog to-nigjlit, aud 
have not often been so disappointed. Saturday evening I stiali em- 
brace the opportanity with the greatest pleasure. I leave this town 
this day se'ennight, ami probaLly I alialt not retnrn for a couple of 
twelvemonths ; but I iiinst ever regret that I so lately t^t an ocqatunt- 
anee I shall ever liighly esteem, and in whose welfare I shall ever be 
warmly intereiited. Oar worthy common frienil. Miss Is'iniiiio, in lier 
usual pleasant wny, milled me a good (teal on my new acquaintance, 
and, in the liinnniir of tier ideas, I wrote some lines, which I enclose 
you,+ as I tliink they have a good deal of poetic merit ; and Miss 
Nimmo tells me tliat yon are not only a critic hut a poetew. Fiction, 
yon know, is the native region of poetry ; and I bope you will pardon 
my vanity in sending you tlie iMigatelle as a tolerable off-hand Jt» 
tTeiprit. I have several poetic trifles, which I shall gladly leave witii 
Miss Nimmo or you, if they were worth house-room; as there are 
scarcely two people on earth by whom it would mortify me more to 

• Vn H'Lehoc'i cfaumt hurii b«n thai mon mLnutclr dncribed : ' Short in •Utur^ 
her fonn wu gn«rul, bar hanili niiil ftet niKtl and dalleiCe. Hsr remtnm Terg rsgnlir 
in ttSt, hn cbveki ruddj, ud ■ well-ftirRwd 

uins hM to b* Hid or CUrJnda'i Unra in 
nplf Ch« hrr l«tMr or Dmamber Bth). 



be fnrgntten, thongli at ihe distance of nine score miles. I am, Uadwi^ 
With tlie higliest respect. Your very humble eervonl, 

Robert Buhns. 

TkiiTKltiy Bim. (DnnbT- 1, IT9T.1 

On Saturday the 8lh, as implied in this letter, iio wits to have 
taken tea at Mrs M'Lehose's house ; but tho night before — or 
more prohably (aee p. 232) early the saaio moruiiig — ^a fall from a 
coach confined him to his lodging with a severely bruised kuoe. 
The feclingB with which Miss Nimniu's friend had inspired him 
nt the first interview, and the interest with which he had looked 
forward to a second meeting, at« expressed in his note of apology 
for non-appearance at her tabia : 

TO MBS M'LKHOHK. 

1 can aay with tniili, Mulam, that I never tu^t with a peiHon in my 
life whom I more anxiously wislied to meet a^-ain than yonr»elf. To- 
night I wan to have hail that very gi-eat pleasure,^! wkh intoxicated with 
the idea i hut an unlucky fall from a coach ha^ ho hruised one of my 
knees that t can't Htir niy leg olT the cuahiou. So, if I don't see yon 
again, I shall not rest in my grave for chagrin. 1 was veued to tho bouI 
I lia<l not ncen you sooner. 1 determined to cultivate your fiiendship 
with the enthuBiasm of religion ; bnt thus has Fortune ever served me. 
I cannot liear the i<lea of leaiing Edinburgh without seeing you. I 
know not how to account foi' it— [ am ftrangely taken with some people, 
nor am I often mistaken. You are a stranger to me i^hnt I am an odd 
being ; some yet unnamed feelings— things, not principles, but better 
than whims — carry me farther than boasted reason ever did a 
philosopher. 

Farewell ! every happiness be your*. ROBERT BUBNs. 

SoiMivtay Fnn. [nrrrmitr B, 1787.) 
St. JtiiBB' San., So. a 

Mrs M'Lehose answered post-haste r 

TO MR ROBERT BURNS, MR CRriKSHANK'S, JAMES' SQUARE. 

Salurday Et. [Dtrtwibtr SIh, 1787.1 

Enured as I have been to disappointments, I never felt more, nay, nor 
half HO severely, for one of the same nature 1 The cruel cause, too, 
aiiguients my uneasiness. I trust you II soon recover it ; meantime, if 
my sympathy, my friendHhi|i, can alleviate your pain, be assured yon 
possess tliem. I am much llattere<t nt being a favourite of yours. Miss 
Nimmo can tell you how earnestly I had long prewed her to make UH 
acquunteil. I limi a presentiment that we nliouhl clerive pleasure from 
the society of each other. To-night I had thought of fifty things to >ay 
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to yoa ; kow unfortunate Ibu preveutiou t Do not oocum Fortau« ; liad I 
not kuowD Mile wu biind beforo, lier ill-nBu*{^ of ytm liul marked it mfiS- 
ciently. However, alie ia a Kckle, old, enviuuB beldame, and I'd much 
rattier be indebted to Nalure. You ehftU not leave towu without seeing 
Die, if I xlionld come along with good Miw Niiiinio and call for you. I 
am determined to see yon ; and am ready to exclaim with Yorick, ' Tot ! 
are we not all relational' We are, indeed, <<n)n()wr» in one Bense ; but of 
near kin in many respects -. tlieu ' uameleai feelingi ' 1 perfectly com- 
piehend, tho' tlie pen of a Locke could not dellne tbem. Perhaps in- 
stinct comes nearer their description tbau eitlier ■ Principles or Wbinis.' 
Think ye they Lave any connection with that ' henvenly light which 
leads aatray I' One thin|{ I know, that they have a powerful effect upon 
me ; and are delightful when under the check of rtaton and religiotu 

Misa Nimmo was a favonrite of mine from the first hour I met her. 
There is a eoftnesv, a nameless something about her that, whs I a man, 
old as she in, I should have chosen lier before most women that I know. 
I fear, however, this liking is not mutual 1 11 tell you why I think so, 
at meeting. She was in mere jeat when she told you I waa a Poettu. I 
liave often composed rhyme, (if not rtaton), but never one line oipottry. 
The distinction is obvious to every one of the least discernment. Your 
lines are truly poetical ; give me all you can spare. Mot one living has 
a higher reliiih for poetry than I have ; and my reading everything of the 
kind makes nie a tolerable judge. Ten years ago, such lines from such a 
liand would have lialf-turned my head. Ferlmpe yon tlionght it might 
Wve done so even yet, and wisely premised that ' Fiction was the 
native region of poetry.' Kead the encloaed, which I scrawled juat after 
reading yours. Be sincere, and own that, whatever merit it has, it has 
not a line reaembling poetry. Pardon any little freedoms I take with 
ynu ; it they entertain a heavy hour, they have all the merit 1 intended. 
Will you let me kuow, now and then, how your leg ia T If I was your 
lifter, I would call and nee yon ; but 'tis a censorious world this ; and 
(in this aenae) 'you and I are not of thin world.' Adieu. Keep Up your 
heart, you will soon get well, and we shall meet. Farewell. God bleas 
you ! A. M. 

TO HBB H'LEHOaB. 

(DnnOvrH.! 

I Stretch a p<unt, indeed, my dearest Madam, when I answer yonr card 
on the rack of my present agony. Yonr friendship, Madam [ By 
heavens, I was never prond before. Your lines, I maintain it, are 
poetry, and good poetry ; mine were, indeed, partly fiction, and partly a 
friendship which, had 1 lieen so blest as to have met with you in time, 
might have led me — God of love only knows where. Time is too short 
for ceremonies. 

I swear solemnly, (in all the tenor of my fomier oath,) to remember yon 
in all the pride and warmth of friewlBUp until— I cease to ba 1 



^«Ai!^ iNiiiniio and I hud a long coiivei'sjiti 
suspect that she was of the party. Gentle, s\ 
herself as the cause of vour misfortune. It wa 
such an excess of .«<ensibility, (as I termed it), 
from * My Uncle Tohy ; ' has hopes of the Devil 
How could you tell me that you were in *ag< 
swallow laiidantiin, and procnre some ease from 
Mr Wood attends you. He ia a good soul, and 
him a little. Do as lie bids, and I trust your le^ 
When I meet yon, I roust chide you for writing 
Do you reroerober that she whoro yon address is 
Jacob-like, would you wait seven years, and t 
disappointed, as he was ? No ; I know yon betU 
of that impetuosity which generally aooompanie 
serious, most people would think, by your style, 
to some vain, silly woman to make a fool of her- 
mnch vanity to ascribe it to the former motive, ant 
harbour an idea of the latter ; and viewing it as t 
volent heart upon meeting one somewhat similar to 
yon my friendship : it will be your own fault if 
Would to God I had it in my power to give you so 
Were I the Duchess of Crordon, you should be posse 
ence which every generons mind pants after; b 
Duchess at the heart.* Obscure as I am (comparal 
necessaries of life as fully as I desire, and wish for ^ 
the ' luxury of doing good.' 

My chief design in writing you to-day was to be$ 
me often, lest the exertion should hurt you. Me 
can amuse you in your confinement, you shall have 
shall hear of you every day from my beloved Miss N 
the very first time I was in her house, most of our c< 
a certain (lame) poet? I read li«»»* " — ' 
and have been o**^- ' 
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woman ! ' I started as if 1 had seen the glioet of liim I had injared : I 
recollected my expressions ; some of them indeed were, in the law phrase, 
* habit and repute,' which is being half guilty. I cannot positively say. 
Madam, whether my heart might not have gone astray a little ; but I can 
declare, upon the honour of a poet, that the vagrant has wandered 
nnknown to me. 1 have a pretty handsome troop of follies of my own ; 
and like some other people's retinue, they are but undisciplined black- 
guards : but the luckless rascals have something of honor in them ; they 
would not do a dishonest thing. 

To meet with an unfortunate woman, amiable and young, deserted and 
widowed by those who were bound by every tie of duty, nature, and 
gratitude, to protect, comfort, and cherish her ; add to all, when she is 
perhaps one of the first of lovely forms and noble minds, the mind, too, 
that hits one's taste as the joys of Heaven do a saint — should a vague 
infant-idea, the natural child of imagination, thoughtlessly peep over 
the fence— were you, my friend, to sit in judgment, and the poor, aii^^ 
straggler brought before yon, trembling, self -condemned, with artless eyes, 
brimful of contrition, looking wistfully on its judge,— you could not, my 
dear Madam, condemn the hapless wretch to ' death without benefit of 
clergy?' 

I won't tell you what reply my heart made to your raillery of ' seven 
years ; ' but I will give you what a brother of my trade says on the same 
allusion : — 

The Patriaroh to gain a wife, 
Chaate, beaatifal, and young. 
Served fourteen years a painfol life, 
And never thought it long. 

Oh were you to reward Buch cares, 
And life so long would stay. 
Not fourteen but four hundred years 
Would seem as but one day ! * 

I have written you this scrawl because I have nothing else to do, and 
you may sit down and find fault with it, if you have no better way of 
consuming your time ; but finding fault with the vagaries of a poet's 
fancy is much such another business as Xerxes chastising the waves of 
Hellespont. 

My limb now allows me to sit in some peace ; to walk I have yet no 
prospect of, as I can't mark it to the ground. 

I have just now looked over what I have written, and it is such a chaos 
of nonsense that I daresay you will throw it into the fire, and call me an 
idle, stupid fellow ; but whatever you think of my brains, believe me to 
1)0, with the most sacred respect and heartfelt esteem. My dear Madam, 
Your humble servant, Robert Burns. 

* These eight lines form the conclading verse of ' The Perfection, A New Song,* iu Tdm 
lyUrfey's WU and Mirth (voL il., 1719). 
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Bums presents another view of the state of his mind to a 
female correspondent of a different type from Mrs M'Lehose : 

TO MISS CHALMERS. 

SDiimuBOK, Dm. 11, 1787. 

I am here under the care of a surgeon, with a bruised limb extended 
on a cushion ; and the tinta of my mind vying with the livid horror 
preceding a n)i<Inight thunder-storm. A drunken coachman was the 
cause of the first, and incomparably the lightest, evil ; misfortune, bodily 
constitution, hell and myself, have fonned a ' Quadruple Alliance ' to 
guarantee the other. I got my fall on Saturday [Dec 8], and am getting 
slowly better. 

I have taken tooth and nail to the Bible, and am got through the live 
books of Moses, and half way in Joshua. It is really a glorious book. I 
sent for my book-binder to-day, and ordered him to get me an octavo 
Bible in sheets, the best paper and print in town ; and bind it with all the 
elegance of his craft. 

I would give my best Rong to my worst enemy, I mean the merit of 
making it, to have you and Charlotte by me. You are angelic creatures, 
and would pour oil and wine into my wounded spirit. 

I enclose you a proof copy of the * Banks of the Devon,' which present 
with my best wiHhes to Charlotte. The * Ochil-hills '* you shall probably 
have next week for yourself. None of your line speeches ! 

R. B. 

The Lord President of the Court of Session (Dundas) died on 
the 13th December, and it seems to have been suggesteil to Bums 
by his friend, Mr Alexander Wood,t surgeon, backed up by 
Charles Hay, J an advocate and brother-Crochallan, that he should 
celebrate the event in verse. He gave effect to the suggestion, 
with reluctance, and, as he himself admitted, with but indifferent 
success : 

ON THE DEATH OF LOUD PRESIDENT DUNDAS.§ 

I/)ne on the blcaky hills, the straying flocks 
Shun the fierce storms among the sheltering rocks ; 

* ThA long in honour of MiM Chalinen, beginning ' Where, braving angry winter's stomia.' 

t Alexander Wood, who belonged to a well-known Edinburgh family, Uie Woods of 
Warristuu, was bom in 1725, and died in 1807. 

t I^rd Newton, the son of James Hay of Cocklaw, W.8., was bom about 1740 ; was 
called to the bar in 1768 ; succeeded Smytlie of If ethven on the bench ; and died in 1811. 

§ Robert Dundas of ArniMton, elder brother of Viscount Mehille, was bora 171S, 
appointfNl I/>nl President of the Court of Setsion in 1700, and died December IS, 1787, 
after a Kliort illness. 



'CLABIIIDA. 

Down foam the rivuleU, red with dashing nuns, 
The gathering floods buret o'er the distant plains; 
Beneath the blast the leafless foreeta groan. 
The hollow caves return a aullon moan. 

Yo hills, ye plains, ye forests and ye caves, 
Ye howling winds, nnd wintry -swelling waves, 
Unheard, unseen, by human ear or eye. 
Sad to your sympathetic scenes I fly ; 
Where to the whistling blast and waters' roar 
Pale Scotia's recent wound I may deplore. 

heavy loss thy Country ill could bear ! 
A loss these evil days can ne'er repair ! 
Justice, the high vicegerent of her God, 
Her doubtful balance ey'd and sway'd her rod ; 
Henriiig tlie tidings of the fatal blow 
She sank abandou'd to the wildest woe. 

Wrongs, Injuries, from many a darksome den. 

Now gay in hope explore the paths of men. 

See from his cavern grim Opprcasion rise, 

And tlirow on Poverty his cruel eyes ; 

Keen on the helpless victim see him fly. 

And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry. 

Mark rufHan Violence, distoin'd with crimes, 

Housing elate in these dcgenemte times ; 

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey, 

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way ; 

While subtle Litigation's pliant tongue 

The life-blood equal sucks of Kight and Wrong. 

Hark, injur'd Want recounts th' unlisten'd tale. 

And nmch-wrong'd Mia'ry pouia th' unpitied wail ! 

Ye dark, waste hills, ye brown, unsightly plains, 
Congenial scenes ! ye sootlio my mournful strains : 
Ye tempests, rage ; ye turbid torrents, roll ; 
Ye suit the joyless tenor of my soul : 
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ii)y fame ; or Lad I been ft dependent buiger-on for fftvoar or pay ; or 
Lad the bearer of tbe letter been any otlier than a gentleman wlio has 
done honor to the city in which ha lives, to the country that prodaced 
liim, and to the God that created him, Mr Solicitor might have had aome 
apology — bat anongh of this angrocioiu anbject.' 



TO us FRANCIS UOWDEN, 
JEWELLER, FAKLIAHENT SQUARE.* 

The bearer of this will deliver you a amall iliadet to set ; wliicli, my 
dear sir, if yon would highly oblige a poor cripple devil aa I am at 
present, you will finiah at fartheat against to-morrow evening. It goea 
a hundred miles into the country ; and if it is at me by live o'clock to- 
morrow evening, I have an opportunity of a private hand to convey it ; 
if not, I don't know Low to get it sent. Set it just as you did the otiien 
you did for me, ' in the neateat and cheapest manner ; ' both to answer 
aa a breaBt-pin, and with a ring to answer as a locket. Do despatch it i 
aa it ia, I believe, the pledge of love, and perhaps the prelude to ma-tri- 
nio-ny. Everybody knows the anld wife's observation when she saw a 
poor dog going to be hanged — * God help na t it 'a the gate we lia'e a' to 
gang !' [We all Lave to go the aome road.] 

The parties, one of them at least, is a very particular acquaintance of 
mine — tlie honest lover. He only needa a little of an advice which my 
gramtmother, rest her soul, oft«n gave me, and I as often neglected — 
Leak twice or ja loap anoe. t 

Let me conjure yon, my friend, by the bended bow of Cupid — by the 
unlooaed eestns of Venus— by the lighted torch of Hymen— that you will 
have the locket finished by the time mentioned ! And if your worship 
would liave aa much Chrintian chnrity as call with it yourself, and com- 
fort a poor wretch, not wounded indeed by Cupid'a arrow, but bruised by 
a good, serious, agonizing, damned, hard knock on the knee, yon will 
gain the earnest prayers, when be does pray, of, dear sir, your LnmUe 
servant, Robt. Eurns. 

St James's Bgcuu, Ifo. 3, AMe Stunt. 

TO HISS CHALUBRS. 

EDnrsooB, Die. IB, ITST. 

I begin this letter in answer to yours of the 17th current, which is not 
yet cold since I read it The atmosphere of my eonl is vastly clearer than 
when I wrote you last. For the first time, yesterday I crossed tlie room 
on cmtcLes. It would do your heart good to see my bardship, not on my 
poetic, but on my oaktn stilts ; throwing my best leg with an air 1 and 

■ Pnncii Rcntden dl«d st u ■dnnced igi Id 1S4S. 

t A illlioDstta portislt. 

I Look twka baton rod Jump ones. 



wllli M iiinch hilarity in my g-ait luiil conntenaDce, (k< a Mily frag lM{rfng 
acri>-<? the aewly harrowed ridge, enjoying the frngrance of tbe rofrwlied 
earth after llia long-expected shower ! . . . 

1 ean't say I aoi albogetlier at my eaae when I see auy where in my 
path, tliat uieagce, squalid, famine- faced apectre, poverty ; attended aa 
lie always is by iruii-fisted oppression and leering conteni|it ; bat 1 Irnve 
stiinlily withstood liia buRetinga many a hard-labored day already, aud 
Btill my motto is — 1 DABE t My worst eneuiy ia MoinUme. 1 lie so 
miaernbly open to the inroails and incursions of a mischievous, light- 
armed, well'inonnted banditti, under tlie banuers of imagination, whim, 
caprii;e, and |>ai>eioii : and tlia heavy-armed veteran regulars of wisdom, 
prudence, and fore-tbouglib move so very, very slow, that I am alinowt 
in a Rtate uf perpetual warfare, and, alas 1 frequent defeat. There are 
just tivo creatures that 1 wnnld envy, a hoise in his wild slate tntTening 
the forests of Asia, or an oyster on some uf the desert shores of Europe^ 
The (me Iiilh not a wish williont enjoyment, the other baa neither wish 
iiorfcftr. K. B. 

Tliuro is a gap in ibe iX 'Lohoae correHpondence after the letter 
of about Hecemlwr 20. In some one of the misging letters, it 
had been arranged tliat they should for the future sign their 
epistles respectively ' Sylvander ' and ' Clarinda.' 



Wlicu first you saw Clarinila's charms 
What raptures in yout bosom grew 1 

Her heart wna shut to love's alornis, 
But then — you 'd nothing else to do. 

Apollo oft had lent his harp. 

But now 'twas strung from Cupid's bow ; 

You sung, it rcflch'J CInrinda's lieart, 
She wisli'd — you'd nothing else to do. 

Fair Venus smil'd, 5Iinerva frown'd, 

Cupid ohserv'd, the arrow flew : 
Indifference (ore a wcolt went round) 

Shew'd — you'd nothing else to do.* 

CuRrNDA. 

Cbnumai Ect, 178T. 

■ Tlipte were origiiiany jili ilaniia : thesf thnU only «re PnlerBd iii the Glenridd 



SYLVANDER TO C L A R I N D A. 

ANSWER TO THE FOKEOOING— EXTKXFORK. 

When dear Glarinda, matchless fair, 
First struck Sylvander's raptui'd view, 

He gaz'd, he Uaten'd, to despair 
Alas 1 'twas all he dar'd to da 

Love, from Clariuda's heavenly eyes, 
Translix'd hia bosom thro' and thro' ; 

But still in Friendship's guarded guise. 
For mora the demon fear'd to da 

That heart, already more tlian lost. 
The imp beleoguer'd Mperdue; 

For frowning Honor kept his post, 
To meet that frown he shrunk to do. 

His pangs the Bard refus'd to own, 
Tho' half he wish'd Clarinda knew ; 

But Anguiah wrung th' unweeting groan— 
Who blames what frantic Pain must do I 

That heart, when motley follies blend. 
Was sternly still to Honor true : 

To prove Clarinda's fondest friend, 
Was what a Lover sure might da 

The Mnsa hia ready qnill employ'd. 
No nearer bliss he could pursue ; 

That bliss Clarinda cold deny'd — 
' Send word by Charles how you do ! ' 

The chill behest disorm'd his muso, 
Till Passion all impatient grew : 

He wrote, and hinted for excuse 

' Twas 'cause he 'd nothing else to da' 



Would bless mo with your ch. 

With frantic joy I M pay it thrit 

If human art or power could d 

Then take, Ciarinda, friendship's 
(Friendship, at least, I may avt 

Aiid lay no more your chill comm 
I '11 write, whatever I 've to da 



SYLYANDER TO CLARI 

I b^ year pardon, my dear ' Clarinda,' for the 
yoa yeaterday. I really don't know what I m 
whose character, abilities, and critical knowled 
veneration, called in joat as I had begun the 
would not make the porter wait. I read to my 
several of my own bagatelles, and, among others, 
copied out He began some criticisms on them 
when I informed him they were the work of a yo 
which, I assure you, made him stare. My Ic 
protested, that he did not believe any young wo 
capable of such lines ; and, if you know anything 
you will neither doubt of his abilities nor his sinci 
possible, still better for having so fine a taste and 
again gone wrong in my usual unguarded way ; 
word, and put esteem, respect, or any other tame 
please, in its place. I believe there is no holding < 
correspondence, with an amiable woman, much 1< 
Jku woman, without some mixture of that delicl 
devoted slave I have, more than once, had tb^ l' 
be hurt, or ofTenrlA^ '^•' 



J.1 
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poesession for a fioe wotitaii, bnt he must niii IiIb liewl AgUDst an intrigueT 
Take a little of tLe tender witchcraft of love, and add it bi the generou«, 
tlie honoarable sentimenta of manly fiiendehip, and I know hat one more 
deliglitful niorael, vhich few, few in any rank, ever taste. Snch a cotii- 
positioQ is like adding cream to Btrawherries : it not only gives the fruit 
a more elegant richneu, but haa a peculiar delicionsnetia of its own. 

1 cnctoee you a few linea I composed on a late melancholy occasion.* 
I wilt not give above five or six copiea of it at all, and I would be hurt if 
any friend should give any copies without my consent 

You cannot imagine, ClarinJa, (I like the idea of Arcadian names in a 
commerce of this kind,) how miicli store I have set by the bopes of your 
future frieudsliip. I ilun't know if yon have a jnst idea of my cLaracter, 
but 1 wish you to see me at I am. I am, aa moat people of my trade are, 
a Blrange ■Will-o'-wiap being; the victim, too frequently, of much ini- 
prudence and many follies. My great conatituent elements are pride 
and paaaion : the first I have endeavoured to liumaniM into integrity 
and honour; tlie last makes me a devot«e, to the warmest degree of 
enthnsiasni, in love, religion, or friendaliip : either of them, or all together, 
as I happen to be inspired. Tia true, I never aaw you but once; but 
liow much acquaintance did I form with you at that once I Do not think 
t flatter you, or bave a design npon yon, Clarinda : I have too much 
pride for the one, and too little cold contrivance for the other ; bnt of all 
God'a creaturee I ever could approach in the beaten way of acquaintance, 
yon struck me with the deepest, the strongeat, the most permanent ini- 
preaaion. I say the moat permanent, because I know myself well, and 
how far I can promiae either on my preposaeasioos or powers. Why are 
yon unhappy *— and why are so many of out fellow-creatures, unworthy 
to belong to the aame species with yon, blest with all they can wish t 
Yon have a hand all-benevolent to give, — why were yon denied the 
pleasure T You have a heart formed, glorionsly formed, for all the most 
refined lujcurieB of love,— why was that heart ever wrung! O Clarinda I 
shall we not meet in a state, some yet unknown state of bebg, where llie 
laviah hand of Plenty shall minister to the highest wisli of Benevolence, 
and where the chill north-wind of Prudence shall never blow over the 
flowery fields of enjoyment! If we do not, man woa made in vain I I 
deserved most of the unhappy hours that have lingered over my head ; 
they were the wages of my labour. But what unprovoked demon, malig- 
nant as hell, stole upon the confidence of un mistrusting, bnsy fate, and 
dashed your cup of life with undeserved Borrow ! 

Let me know how long your stay will be out of town ; I shall count 
the hours till yon inform me of your return. Cursed etiquette forbids 
your seeing me jnst now ; and so soon as I can walk 1 must bid Edin< 
burgh adieu. Lord, why was I bora to see misery which I cannot 
relieve, and to meet with friends whom I can't enjoy! I look back 
with the pang of nnavuling avarice on my loss in not knowing yon 

■ ProtabtftlMTanMaDUiadcsUiorHHLonl 



I go to the conntiy early bi-morrow mo 
TuMday — Mwner than I expected. I have 
it deserves ; nor, had I the age of Hethnmle 
I shall grow vain. Yonr pndtee were ei 
Or^ory superadded 1 Take care : many a 
nndone by having her head tamed. 'Enc 
better than 70a do mo. Like yonraelf, I am 
religinn and friendship quite a Ugot— perhap 
Imt everything dear to me in heaven and eart) 
prindple ; and the person who wonM date to 
would hold aa my chief enemy. Like you, I k 
tion ; nor am I, as you anppoee, unhappy. 1 
but guilt alone could lunko me unhappy. Fa 
oompat«nce,^rAnie, — friends, kind and attentii 
gtatitude should Iliein the eye of Heaven were! 
True, 1 have met witli scencE horrible to recolli 
dUtADM ; l>ut iiHversily, my friend, is allowed ' 
It oft confers tiiat chastened softness which 
favourites of Fortune 1 Even a mind poestfli 
witliont this, never feels tlut exquisite pie 
annexed to our sympathetic eonows, Religio 
unfortunate, has been my lialm in every wo* 
appear to you as she han dons to me I Instead 
you would fall down and worship her very ■ 
fonnd it 1 

I will write you Bgiiin nt more leisure, and nt 
1 send you a niniile njion n rliaracter I don't. Vn 
with. I am confonnH™" -' 
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Bo, *t > dirtuige viewed, roar geninl brfiht. 
Tour wit, jDur Sawing niuulMri give delight. 
Bnt, »h [ whau error'* (Uik'niiig doudi uiae, 
IVbea pUHion'v thoiider, fcsllj*! ligbtQing fliei, 
Hon ufe we gua, bat tdiiiintiou diea. 
And u tbe tempting brigbtnen uuuve the moth. 
Sore rain marki too ue>r approub to both. 

Good ntgfat; for CUrlnda'i 
■leep. Adieu. 

P.S.—1 entreftt yon not to menluon our confleponding to ona on earth. 
Tbongb I 've conscioiu ianoceDce, my utaation U a, delicate one. 



CLABIMDA TO SYLTAHDER. 

Jannrr 1, ItM. 

Many happy retnrDS of this day to yon, my dear, pleaeant friend t 
May each revolving year find yon tdimr ami happtert I embrace tbe 
first ipare honr to julfil niy pToniiBe ; and begin with thanking yon for 
the enclosed lines— tbey are very pretty : I like t!ie idea of peisonifying 
the vices rising in the aheence of Juttice. It is a constant sonrce of 
refined pleaanre, giving ' to airy nothings a )oca1 hsihitaitian Bind a name,' 
which people of a Ivxnriant imagination only can enjoy. Yet, to a mind 
of a benevolent tnrn, it is ilelightful to observe liow equal the distribntion 
of happiness is among all ranks t If atupid people are rendered Incapable 
of tasting the refined pleasures o{ the intelligent and feeling mind, 
tbey are likewise exempted from the thousand distractions and dis- 
quietades pecniiar to sensibility. 

I have been etaying with a dear female friend,* who has long been an 
admirer of yonrs, and was once on the brink of meeting with yon in the 
bonse of A Mn Bmee. She wnnld have been a much better Clannda. 
She is comely, without being beantiful, — anil has a large share of sense, 
taste, and senstbility ; added Ut all, a violent penchant for poetry. If I 
ever have an opportunity, I shall make yon and her acqnainted. No 
wonder Dr Gregory criticised my lines. I saw several defects in tbem 
myself; hut had neither time nor patience (nor ability, perhaps,) to 
correct them. The three last verses were longer than the former ; and in 
tlie conclusion, I saw a vile tantology which I conld not get rid of. Bnt 
yon will not wonder when I tell yon, that I am not only ignorant of 
every language except my own, bnt never so mnch aa knew a syllable of 
the English gmnimar. If I ever write grammatically, 'tis through mere 
habit I rejoice to hear of Dr Gregory being your particnlar friend. 
TImngh nnocqu^nted, I am no stranger to his character : wliere woTtb 
unites with abilities, it commands our love as well an admiration. Alas 1 

■ HlHMirr Pcandi, sftcrwird* nKOiid wlfo oT Jsmei Qnjt, muter In th« HighBchool, 



, .iiciKiMiuj) ueiween peopie 

sexes, witiiout a little softness ; but when k 
only serves to give a higher relisli to sucii int 
sliip are names in every one's mouth ; but few 
tiieir meaning. Love (or atlection) cannot 
moment to sacritice every selfish gratificatu 
object. On the contrary, when it would pure 
this, it deserves to be styled, not love, but by a 
Therefore, I contend, that an honest man 
possession for a woman whose soul would abh( 
with her. These are my sentiments upon tl 
correspond with yours. *Tifl honest in yon to 
as yoa are.* I believe I have a tolerably just 
No wonder ; for had I been a man, I should I 
vMn enough to think myself equal in abilities \ 
liveliness of fancy, and a strength of passion 1; 
and circumstances have, however, had the efTect 
might be expected. Misfortune has wonderfully 
the keenness of my passions, while success and a 
nourish and inflame yours. Both of us are inca 
we want coolness and command of our feelings 
could attain to^ even in situations' where a 1 
prudent. Now and then, I am favoured with i 
north wind of Prudence.' The southern zephyrs 
send up their sultry fogs, and cloud the atmosphe 
I have thought that ' Nature ' threw me ofT in th( 
you. We were born, I believe, in one year. Mi 
merit by her work that year. Don't yon tlii 
carline has had a flying visit of Venus and the Gi 
been jealous of her attention, and sent Apollo v 
them away. 

But why do you accuse Fate for my misfortn 
independence of mind which T ^^^ ' 
Relicrion *«• - 
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that has been auable to conquer niy vivacity, what lengtlis might I not 
have gune, lind I been permitted to glide along in the snnsliine «f proa- 
periCyl I sliould have forgot niy future destination, and fixed my 
happiness on the fleeting ebadowe below t My hoiid was denied the 
bliss of giving, bnt Heaven accepts of tlie wish. My heart was formed 
for love, and I desire to devote it to Hiui who is theaonrce of lovel Yee: 
we shall surely meet in an ' nnknown state of being,' where there will be 
full acope for every kind, heartfelt aHection— love without alloy, and 
without end. Your paragraph upon this made the teara flow down my 
face I I will not tell you the reSections which it raised in my mind ; but 
I wish that a lieart susceptible of sucli a sentiment took more pains 
about its accomplishment I fancy yon will not wish me to write again ; 
yon 'II think me too serious and grave. I know not hnw I have been led 
to be so ; but I make no excuse, because I must be allowed to write to 
yon as I feel, or not at all. Yon say you have humanized pride into 
'honour and integrity.' "Tisagood endeavonr; and could you command 
your too-iropetuoos passions, it would be a more glorious acliieveinent 
than his who conqnered the world, and wept because he had no more 
worlds to subdue. Forgive my freedom with you : I never tronble 
myself with the faults of those I don't eat«ero, and only notice those of 
friends to themselves. 1 am pleased with friends when they tell me 
mine, and look upon it as a test of real friendship. 

I have yonr poems in loan jnat now. I 've read them many times, and 
with new pleosnre. Sometime 1 shall give you my opinion npou tbem 
severally. Let me have a siglit of some of yonr 'Bagatelles,' ae yon 
style them. If ever I write any more, you shall have them ; and 1 11 
thank yon to correct their errors. 1 wrDt« lines on Bishop G., by way of 
blank verse; bnt they were what Pope describes— ' Ten low words do 
creep in one doll liu&' I believe yon (being a genius] have inspired me ; 
for I never wrote ao well before. Pray, is Dr Gregory pious! I have 
heard so. I wish 1 knew him. Adien I Yon have quantity enough 1 
whatever be the qnality. Good night Believe me yonr sincere frieml, 

Clarinda. 

A communication from Sylvauder is evidently wanting here. 
He seems to hare sent Clarinda some ' lines,' which are loet. 



CLARIN'DA TO 8YLVANDER. 

Tktmdet, Jan. ltd,] 1TS8. 
I got your lines : they are ' in kind /' I can't bnt langh at my pre- 
snmptiou in pretending to send my poor ones to you/ but it was to 
amnse myselL At this season, when others are joyous, I am the reverse. 
I have no near relations ; and while othera ore with theirs, I sit atone, 
musing upon several of mine with whom I used to be — now gone to the 
land of forgetful neea. 



j 



But Friendship's pui 
My heart was forUi 

The worthy object bt 
But never talk of L 

The ' Hand of Friends 
"Mmj Honour be our 

Virtue our Interooone 
Her imilet oar deari 

Bat I wiflh to know (in sober prose) h 
inqnired sooner had I known it would 
informs me now and then ; bat I have 
time. Do yon think yoa eonld venture i 
hurting youi'self ? I go out of town the b« 
days. I wish yon eould come to-morro 
conversation with you» and lameness of 
really curious — so much /fin passing betw« 
another only anee ! Say if you think yoi 
ooaehman be 'adorned with sobriety.* 

Adieu ! Believe me, (on my simple m 
well-wisher, 



0YLVAMDSR TO 01 

Mt dbar Clabinda— Your last verses 1 
have copied them in among some of my owi 
keep sacred for my own use. Do let me ha 
Did yon, Madam, know what I feel when 
Good God I that one who has so much w 
and is so amiable to her fellow-creatures 
can't venture out for cold. My Hinh is vj 
any use of it witiiout my crutciio« ^' 
a neigh bour'ft ^"^ ' 
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Some furthei light is throws on Bimu's feelings at this tim« 
by a lettei to his old Iiviue friend, Kichard Brown, who was now 
at home, while hie vessel, the Mary and Jean, Jay at Gteenoolc 
waiting coigo for Grenada. 

TO KB XICHASD BXOWK, IBVINK. 



My dkab Sib — I bave met witb lew things in life whicli have given 
nie luore pleasure than Fortnne's kUulneaa to job sioce tlioee days in 
wLich we met in the vate of misery ; as I can honestly say that I never 
knew « man who more trnly deserved it, or to whom my heart more 
truly wished it. I liave beui mneh indebted since that time to yonr 
story and sentiments for steeling my mind sgainst evils, of which I have 
bad a pretty dec«nt share. My Will-o'-wisp fate yoa kuow : do yon 
recollect a Sunday we spent togetlier in Eglinton Woods ! Yon told me, 
on my repeating some verses to yon, that you wondered I could resist 
the temptation of sending verses of sncli merit to a ningazine. It wss 
from thia remark I derived that idea of my own pieces which encnnraged 
me to endearonr at the ciioracter of a. poet. 1 am happy to bear that 
yiiii will be two or three months at home. As soon as a braised limb 
will penuit me, I shall return to Ayrshire, and we sball meet; 'and 
faith, I hope we '11 not sit dumb, nor yet cast ont I' 

I have much to tell you 'of men, their manners, and their waya;' per- 
haps a little of the other aex. Apropos, 1 beg to be remembered to Mm 
Brown. There, I doubt not, my dear friend, but yon liave found 
snlntantial happineee. I expect to find you sometliiog of an altered, but 
not a different man ; the wild, bold, generoiia young fellow, composed 
into tlie steady ofTectionate liuHbaud, and the fond, careful parent. P'or 
me, I am just the same will-o'-wisp being I used to be. About the first 
and fourth qaartere of the moon, I generally set in for the trade-wind of 
WiHilom ; bnt about the fall and change, I am the luckless victim of mad 
tornadoes, which blow me into Chaos. Almighty Love still rcigni and 
reveU in my bosom ; anil I am at this moment ready to hong myaelf for 
a yoiin); Edinburgh widow, who has wit and wisdom more muiderously 
fatal than the assassinating stiletto of the Sicilian bandit, or the 
poisoned arrow of the savage African. Hy Highland dirk, that nsed to 
hang beside my emtehes, I have removed into a neighbonring closet, the 
key of which I cannot eomnuuid, in case of spring-tide paroxysms. Yon 
may guens of her wit by the following verses * wluch slie sent me the 
other day. • • • 

My beet compliment to my friend, Allan. Adien I R B. 

Letters Bnch U this, written in the height of his reputation to 

* Probibl)' til* HUM wnt mn thoM beginning ' mao lint ]roa mw CtoHwlo'i cttnat,' 
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an old friend of his obscure days, gives us u most favourable 
impression of Burns's character. A well-authenticated anecdote 
relating to this period speaks to the same efifect: *One day, 
walking from Edinburgh to Leith with a modish city friend, he 
met on Leith Walk a rustic in very plain attire, whom he instantly 
hailed as an old Ayrshire acquaintance. After a short, but friendly 
conversation with this person, he rejoined his city friend, who 
expressed some surprise at his condescending to speak to any such 
shabby clown. "What ! " said the manly bard, " do you think it 
was the man's clothes I was speaking to — his hat, his coat, and 
his waistcoat ? No ! It was the man within the coat and waistcoat 
I was speaking to ; and that man, let me tell you, has more sense 
and woiiih than nine out of ten of my fine Edinburgh friends ! " ' 

Burns received an invitation to attend a symposium of a few 
Jacobites to celebrate the birthday of Prince Charles Edward, held 
in the house of Mr James Steuart, *Cleland's Gardens,' an ale- 
house that stood at the east end of North St James Street. 

TO JAMES STEUART, ESQ., CLELAND'S GARDENS. 

Sir— Monday next is a day of the year with ine hallowed as the 
ceremonies of Religion and sacred to the memory of the sufferings of my 
King and my Forefathers. The honour you do me by your invitation I 
most cordially accept. 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my eye, 

Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a sigh, 

Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

My Fathers that name have revered on a throne ; 

My Fathers have died to right it ; 
Those Fathers would spurn their degenerate son. 

That name if he scoffingly slight it. 

I am, Sir, Your oliliged humble Sert., RoBT. BURNS. 

St James Sqr., Weden. even. 

It would appear to be doubtful whether he was able to attend this 
meeting, for, writing to Clarinda on 3d January following, he says, 
* Monday, for the first time, I dine in a neighbour's house.' It is 



impoeuble to say, tkerefon, whether be actually recited or merely 
composed his 

BIKTHDAY ODE FOR 31aT DECEMBER, 1787. 
Afai the illustrious Exile rosms 

Wliom kingdoms on this day should hail; 
Au iomate in the casual shed, 
On transieiit pity's bounty fed, 

Haunted by busy memory's bitter tale ! 
Beasts of tlie forest have their savage homos. 

But Ho who should imperial purple wear 
Owns not the Up of earth where rests hie royal head I 

His wretched refuge, dark despair, 
While ravening wrongs and woes pursue, 
And distant far the faithful few 

Who would his sorrows share. 

False flatterer, Hope, away ! 

Nor think to lure us as in days of yore : 
We solemnize this sorrowing natal day 

To prove our loyal truth — we can no more, 
And owning Heaven's mysterious sway, 

Submissive, low adore. 
Ye honored, mighty Desd, 

Who nobly perished in the glorious cause. 

Your Kino, your Countiy, and her laws. 
From great Dundkk, who smiling Victory led, 
And fell a Hartyr in her arms, 
(What breast of northern ice but warms !) 
To bold Balhbbiko's undying name. 
Whose soul of fire, lighted at Heaven's high flame, 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes claim : 
Not unrevenged your fate shall lie, 

It only lags, the fatal hour. 
Your blood ahall, with incessant cry, 

Awake at last tli' unsparing Power; 
As from the clifT, with thundering course 

The snowy ruin smokea along 
With doubling speed and gathering force, 
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Till iiuep it, crueliing, wlielma tbe cotla^a in the vi 

So Venguunce' arm, eiisanguiii'd, slroiig, 
Shall witli resistless luiglit aseail. 
Usurping Brunswick's pride shall lay. 
Anil Stewart's wrongs and youia, with tfififold v 

Perdition, bnleful child of nigbt ! 
Kise and revenge the injured right 

Of Stewart's royal race : 
Lead on the unmuzEled honnds of hell, 
Till all the frighted echoes t«U 

Tiio blood-notea of llie chase ! 
Full oik the quarry point their view, 
Full on the biise usurping crew, 
riie tools of faction, and the nation's curse ) 
Hark how the cry grows on the wind ; 
They leave the la<,"jing gale behind, 
Their sav.-^e fury, pityless, they pour ; 
With murdering eyes already tliey devour; 
See Brunswick spent, a wretched prey. 
His life one poor despairing day, 
iVhere each avenging hour still ushers in a worse ! 
Such havock, howling all abroad. 

Their utter ruin bring ; 
The ba.ie apostates to their GoD, 

Or rebels to tlieir King. 



aVLVANDE 



TO CLARINDA. 



[/nntB 



(«*.l 



You nre riglit, my dear Clarinila; a friendly correspondence goes for 
notliing, except one write tliuir iindiaguiacd sentiments. Yours please 
me for tlieir intrinaic merit, aa well as becanxe they are yours, which, I 
BBsuro you, is to me a high recommendation. Your religious sentiments. 
Madam, 1 revere. If you have, on some suspicious evidence, from some 
lying oracle, learned tliat I despise or ridicule so sacredly -important a 
matter as real rell^^nn, you liavc, my Clarinda, much misconstrued your 
friend. ' I am not moil, most noble Festiis I ' Have you ever met :l 
perfect chaiacterl Do we not Boiuetinies rather exchange faults thiui 
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get rid of them ! For InfttAnce, T am perhap* tired with and shoclced at 
a life too mnch tbe prey of giddy inconeutences and thoughtless follies. 
By d^rees I grow sober, pradent, and statedly pious. 1 say statedly ; 
hecause the most unaffected devotion ia not at all inconsistent with my 
first character. I join tbe world in congratalating myeelf on the happy 
change. Bat let nie pry more narrowly into this atrair. Have 1 at 
bottom anything of a secret pri<Ie In these endownienta anil emenda- 
tions? Have 1 nothing ol a Presbyterian sonmesa, a liypercriticat 
severity, when I survey my less regular neighbours? In a word, have I 
missed all those nameless and nuniberleu niodiHcations of indistinct sel- 
fishness which are so near our own eyes that we can scarce bring then) 
wltliin our spliere of vision, and which the known spotless cambric of onr 
character hides from the ordinary oheerver ! 

My definition of worth is short : truth and hnnianity renpectinf; onr 
fellow-creatures ; reverence and humility in the presence of that Being, 
my Creator and Preserver, and who, I have every reason to believe, wUl 
one day be my Judge. The first part of my definition is the creature of 
unbiassed instinct ; the last Is tbe child of efter-reflectiDn. Where I 
found these two essentials, I would gently note and slightly mention 
any attendant flaws — flaws, tbe marks, the consequences of human- 
nature. 

I can easily enter into the sublime pleasnree that your strong imagina- 
tion and keen sensibility most derive from religion, particularly if a little 
in the shade of misfortane; but I own I cannot, without a marked 
grudge, see Heaven totally engross so amiable, so charming a woman, as 
my friend Garinda ; and should be very well pleased at a eircamttartu 
that would put it in tbe power of somebody, happy someliody 1 to divide 
her attention, with all the delicacy and tenderness of an earthly attech- 

Yon will not easily persnade me that yon have not a grammatical 
knowledge of the English language. So far from l>eing inaccurate, yon 
are el^ant beyond any woman of my acquaintance, except one, whom I 
wbh you knew.* 

Your last verses to me have so delighted me, that I have got an ex- 
cellent old Scots air that suit« the measure, and yon shall see them in 
print in the Scots Miitieal ifiitevm — a work publishing by a friend of mine 
in this town. I want four stanzas ; you gave me but three, and one of 
them alluded to on expression in my former letter : so I have teken your 
two first verses, with a slight alteration in the second, and have added a 
third ; bnt yon must help me to a fourth. Here they are : the latter 
half of the first stania would have been worthy of Sappho. I am in rap- 
tures with it. 

Talk not of Love I it glvei ma p^n— 

For Love bu been my foe : 
Ha bound ms with an Iron duln. 
And sank me deep in was. 
• ProtablT Uln Clulninm. 



Why urge the odious one re 
[will] 
You know I must deny. 

Tlie alteration in the second four lines 
was a slight inaccuracy in your rhyme. T. 
choice, and have left two words for your del 
Banks of Spey/ and is most beautiful 

To-morrow evening I intend taking a chai 
Place, to a much- valued old friend.* If I oc 
home (and I will send one of the chairmen 
five to six o'clock with yon, as I go past. I < 
as I have something on my hand that hurries 
yon the first call, my old friend the second, a 
home. Do not break any engagement for i 
evening with yon at any rate before I leave t* 

Do not tell me that yon are pleased when 3 
year faults. I am ignorant what they are ; I 
such evanescent trifles, compared with your p 
plishments, that I would despise the nngeneroi 
notice any shadow of imperfections you may sc 
than in the most delicate agreeable raillery 
aware how much they injure the keenly feeli 
when in their foolish officiousness they ment 
recollecting. People of nice sensibility an< 
certain intrinsic dignity, that fires at being 
even too nearly approached. 

Yon need make no apology for long lett* 
Bfany hi^tpy New Years to you, charming Cli 
were it to shnn perdition. He who sees you 
not love yon, deserves to be damned for his stii 
and would injure you, deserves to be doubh 
Adieu. 



II . 
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The visit promised by the poet in his last letter took place, and 
Beems to have affoided him an opportunity for giving Clarinda 
some account of hia past life and present circumatauceB. He had, 
among other things, spoken of his infant son, now the only saiv 
vivor of the twins bom in September of 1786. 

SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA. 

Same dnys, some nights, nay, some JUnirt, like the 'ten right«ons 
peTsons in Sodom,' save the rest, of the vapid, tiresome, miserable months 
aiid years of life. One of these kourt my dear Clarinda hlwt me with 
yesternight. 

Ons Trall'iipent hour, 

In BDch & tender drcnmstftnoe for friendfl, 

Ii better tbjui sn age af aommou time f— THOMSON. 

My favourite feature in Milton's Satan is his manly fortitude in 
supporting what cannot be remedied,— in short, the vrild broken frag- 
ments of a noble exalted mind in ruins. I meant no more hy saying lie 
was a favourite hero of mine. 

I mentioned to yon my letter to Dr Moore, giving an account of my 
life : it is truth, every word of it ; and will give yon the jnst idea of 
a man whom yon have liononred with your friendship. I am afraid yon 
will hardly be able to make sense of so torn a piece. Your verses 
I shall muse on — delicionsly— as 1 gaze on yonr image, in my mind's 
eye, in my heart's core : they will be in time enough for a week to 
come. I am truly bappy your headache is better. Oh, haw can pain 
or evil be so daringly, unfeelingly, cruelly savage, as to wound so noble 
a mind, so lovely a form I 

My little fellow is all ray namesake. Write me soon. My everj-, 
strongest good wish attend you, Clarinda I Svlvabder. 

SatuTdai. Nam [Jautuay M.] 

I know not what I have written. 1 am pestered with people around me. 

In this letter his autobiography was enclosed, apparently in 
fuI61ment of a promise. 



MOKdat NIgU JJmuari TO.] 

I cannot delay thanking yon for the packet of Saturday ; twice have 
I read it with close attention. Some parte of it did beguile me of my 
tenjs. With Desilemona, I felt—' 'twas pitifnl, 'twas wond'rons pitifni.' 
Wlien I reached the paragraph where Lord Glencaim is mentioned, I 
burst out into teara. Twas that delightful swell of the heart which 
VOL. n. p 
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arises from a combiiiatioD of the most pleaautable feelinen. Nothing is 

BO binding to a. •,'CQerouH niiuil as placing coutidenee iu it. I have ever 
felt it xo. Yuu Heetu to liu-vu kno\tii tbis feature in my character 
intuitively; and, therefore, iutruxt^il uie with all yoiir faults and 
follies. The descriptiou of your first luve-ticene ilulighted me. It recalled 
the idea of some tender circntnatanc«B which happened to myself, at the 
same |)eriod of life— only mine did not go so far. Perha[i0. in ratnm, 
I'll tell you the particulars when we meet. Ah, uiy frieuil ! our early 
love emotions are Barely the most exquisite. In riper years we may 
acquire more koowleilite, sentiment, &c. ; hut none of Ihew can yield 
sueh rapture as the dear delusions of heart- tbrobhing youth I Like 
youre, mine was a rural scene, too, which adds much tu the tender 
meeting. But no niore of these recollectiona 

One thing alone hurt me, though I regretted many— your avowal of 
buing an enemy to Calvinism, I guessed it W'aa so hy some of your 
pieces ; but the couflrmatjon of it gave me a shock I could only liave 
felt fur aac 1 was interented in. You will not wonder at this, wheu I 
inform you that I am a strict CalvinisI, one or tvro dark tenete excepted, 
wliich I never meddle with. Like many others, you are so, either from 
never having examined it with candour and impartiality, or from having 
unfortunately met with weak pinfessoi's, who did imt understand it ; 
and hypocritical ones, who make it a cloak for their knavery. Both of 
these, I am aware, abound in country life ; nor am I surprised at their 
having hail this elTect upon your more enlightened understanding. I 
fear your friend, the captain of the ship, was of no advantage to yoa in 
this and njany other respecta. 

My dear Sylvander, I flatter myself you have some opinion of Clannda's 
iinderstanding. Her belief in Calvinism is not (as you will be apt to 
suppose] the prejudice of education. I was bred by my father in the 
Arminian principles. My mother, wlio was an angel, died when I was in 
my tenth year. She was a Calvinist, — was adored in her life,— and died 
triumphing in the prospect of immortality. I was too young, at that 
period, to know the diHerence; hut her pious precepts and example often 
recurred to my mind amidst the giddiness and adulation of Miss in her 
teens. 'Twos since I came to this town, five years ago, that I imbibed 
my present principles. They were those of a dear, vahied friend, in 
whose judgment and integrity I had entire confidence. I listened often 
to him, with delight, upon tlie subject. My mind was docile and open 
to conviction. I resolved to investigate, with deep attention, that 
scheme of doctrine which had such happy eRects upon him. Conviction 
of understanding, and peace of mind, were the liappy consequence«. 
Thus have I given you a true account of my faith. I trust my practice 
will ever correspond, Were I to narrate my past life as honestly as you 
have done, you would soon l>e convinced that neither of us could hope to 
be justified by our good works. 

If you have tiiiie and inclination, I should wish to hear your chief 
objections to Calvinism. They have been often confuted hy men of great 
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mindi and CKempUry liven, — bnt perhaps you never inquired into these. 
Ah, Sylvauder ! Ueaveii has not, endowed you with such uncommon 
poweiB of mind to employ tliem in tlie uanuer yon have done. This 
long, eerioQS subject will, I know, liave one of thru effects; either to 
inHke you laugh in derision— yawn in supine indiOerence—or set abont 
examining tlie liitherto-despised subject. Judge of the interest Ctarinda 
takes in you when she oflirniB tliat tliere are but few oventa could take 
place that would afford her the lienxtfelt pleasure of the latter. 

Read tliis letter attentively, and answer nie at leisure. Do not be 
frightenetl at ite gravity—believe me, I can be as lively as you please. 
TImugh I wish Madam Minerva for my guide, I shall not be hindered 
from rtmibling sometimes in the fields of Fancy. I must tell yon that I 
admire your narrative, in point of couipoeition, beyond all your other 
proitiictious. One thing I am afraid of ; there is not a trace of friend- 
ship towards a female : now, in the caee of Clarinda, this is the only 
'consummation devoutly to be wished.' 

You told me yon never had met with a woman who could love *■ 
ardently aa yourself. I 1>elieve it; aud would advise you never to tie 
yourself, till you meet with such a one. Alas! you'll lind many who 
eaiiHd [can not], and some who manna [must not] ; but to be joined 
to one of the former description would make you miserable. I think 
yoD had almoet beat resolve agsinst wedlock i for nnless a woman 
were qualiiied for the companion, tlie friend, and the mistress, she 
would not do for you. The lust may gain Sylvander, but the otiien 
alone can keep him. Sleep, and want of room, prevent my explaining 
myself upon ' infidelity in a husband,' which made you stare at me. 
This, and other things, shall be matter for another tetter, if yon are not 
wishing this to be the last If agreeable to yon, I 'II keep the narrative 
till we meet. Adieu 1 ' Charming Clarinda ' must e'en resign herself to 
the arms of Morpheus. Your true friend, Clabihda. 

P.S. — Don't detfun the porter. Write when convenient. 

I an) probably to be in your Sqoare this afternoon, near two o'clock. 
If your room be to the street, I shall have the pleasure of giving you a 
nod. I have paid the porter, and yon may do so when yon write. I'm 
sure they sometimes have made oa pay double. Adieu I 
Tufdoy tfoniliiir. 



aVLVAKDEB TO CLARINDA. 

I am delighted, charming Clarinda, with your honest enthusiasm 
for religion. Those of either bok, but particularly the female, who 
are lukewarm in that most important of all things, '0 my soul, come 
not ttion into their aecreta t' 

I feel myself deeply interested in your good opinion, and will lay 
before you the ontlines of my belteft— He who is onr Author and 
Preserver, and will one day be our Judge, roust be, — not for His sake, 



2-14 LIFK AMI WUttKS UF BITRKB. ^^| 

in the ivny of duty, Iiut from the native impulse of our hearts, — th« 
iibjitct al onr Teverential awe anil ^'rfiMful tuiomtion. He is lUmiglity 
•lud allbounl«ouB; we are weak anJ dependent : hence pmyer and every 
other sort of devotion. ' He is not willing tliat any ahonld perisb, 
liut that all Bhniild come to everlasting life :' consequently, it must be in 
everyone's power to embrace His offer of 'everlaaling life;' atherwifi« 
He could not la justice condemn those who did not. A niinil pervaded, 
actuated, and governed by purity, truth, and charity, thongh it does 
not merit heaven, yet is an alisolutely necessary pre- requisite, withoat 
which heaven can neither be obloined nor enjoyed ; and, by Diviue 
promise, such a mind shall never fail of attaining 'everlasting life:' 
hence the impure, the deceiving, and the uncharitable exclude them- 
selves from eternal bliss, by their nufitiiese for enjoying it. The Snpreme 
Being has put the immediate ailministiation of all this— for wise and 
[food ends known to Himself— into the hands of Jesiis Christ, a great 
Pei-flonage, whose relation to Him we cannot comprehend, but whose 
i-elalion to us is [that of] a Guide and Saviour; and who, except for 
onr own obstinacy and misconduct, will bring us all, ihruugli v&rious 
ways and by various means, to bliss at lost. 

These are niy tenets, my lovely friend ; and which, I think, cannot 
be well disputed. My creed is pretty nearly expressed iu the last clautie 
of Jamie Dean's grace, an honest weaver in Ayrshire: — 'Lord, grant 
that we may lead a glide life ! for a gude life niaks ii gude end : at least 
it liel|>s weel !' 

I am flattered by the entertainment you tell me you have found 
in nty pocket. You see me as 1 have 1>een, you know me as I am. 
and may guess at what I am likely to be. I, too, may say, 'Talk 
not of Love,' &c, : for, indeed, he has 'plunged nie deep in woe 1' Not 
that I ever saw a woman who pleased unexccptionably, o-t my Clarinda 
elegantly says, 'in the companion, the friend, and the mistress.' One, 
indeed, I could except ; one, before passion threw its mists over my 
discernment. 1 knew, — the first of women I Her name is indelibly written 
in uiy heart's coi-e ; but I dare not look in on it,— a degree of agony 
would be the consequence. Oh, tbou perfiillons, ciuel, mischief- making 
demon, who presidest o'er that frantic ]iassian,— thou majest, thou doet 
poison my peace, but tliou shalt not taint my honour ! I would not for 
a single moment give an asyluru to the most distant imagination that 
would shallow the faintest outline of a selfish gratification at the 
expense of her whose happiness is twisted with the threads of my 
existence. May she be an happy, as she deserves! And if luy 
tenderest, faithfulest friendship can aiUI to her bliss, I shall, at least, 
have one solid mine of enjoyment in my liosom I Don't guesa at thett 
ravings ! 

I watched at onr front window to-day, but was disappointed. It 
ha« been a day of disappointments. I am jnst risen from a two-hours' 
bout after supper, with silly or sordid souls who could relish nothing in 
" I nie but the Port. ' One.' 'Tis now the ' witching time 
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of nigbt,' and wliatever ia ont of joint in the foregoing scrawl, itiipote 
it to encLuitDieDti and Bpelli ; for I can't look over it, bnt will seal it 
np directly, as I don't care for to-morrow a criticisms on iL 

Yon are by this time faat asleep, Clarinda; may good angels attend 
and gnard yoa as constantly and faithfully as my good wishes do I 



John Milton, I wisii thy sonl better rest than I expect on my pillow 
to-night I O for a little of the cart'liorse part of human nature 1 
Good night, niy dearest Clarinda 1 Svlvamder. 

Timia^ Nifht [/anHory BM.| 



CLARINDA TO SYLVAMDER. 

IFrdnaiBf, 10 r.H. [Jnunrt «*.] 

This moment your letter was delivered to me. My hoys are asleep. 
The youngest has been for some time in a crazy state of health, bnt has 
been worse these two days past. Partly this and the badness of the day 
prevented my exchanging a heartfelt How d'ye, yeet«rday. Friday, if 
nothing prevents, I shall have that pleasure, abont two o'clock, or a 
little before it. 

I wonder how yon conid write so distinctly after two or tliree hours 
over a bottle ; hut they were not congenial whom you sat with, and 
therefore your spirits remained nnexhauBted ; and when qait of them, 
you fled to a friend who can relish most things in eoriimon with yon 
(except Port). Tia dreadful what a variety of these 'silly, sordid' 
suuIh one meets with in life 1 but in scenes of mere sociability these 
pass. In reading the account you give of your inveterate turn for social 
pleasure, I smileil at its rnieniblance to my own. It is m> gi-eat, that 1 
often think I had been a man but for some mistoke of Nature. If you 
saw nie in a meiry party, you would suppose nie only au enthusinat 
in fun ; but I now avoid such parties. My spirits are tiuuk for days 
after ; and, what is worse, there are sometinies dull or malicious souls 
who cennure me loudly for what their sluggish natures cannot com- 
prehend. Were I poRsessed of an independent fortune, I would sconi 
tlieir pitiful remarks ; hut everything in my situation renders prudence 
neccKsary. 

I have slept little these two nights. My child was nneasy, and that 
kept nie awake watching litm I Sylvonder, if I have merit in anything, 
'lis in an unremitting attention to my two children ; hot it cannot be 
denoniiiiate<l merit, nince 'tis as much inclination an dnty. A prudent 
woman (as the world goes) told me she was surpiise<l I loved them, 
' considering what a father they had. ' I replied with acrimony, 1 could 
nut bat love my children in any cose ; but my having given them the 

* From Paradii Lett, Book V., Udm li-U. 
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tninfortiine of sucli a fallier, ende&n tUem doubly to my liewt: Uuqr am 
inDDceiit — tliey depend upon me — and I feel tliis the nimt Undw of all 
claims. Wliila I live, my fondest fttUntion eliiill lie thein t 

All my life I loved the unfortanate, &nd ever will. Did yon ever read 
Fielding's Amelia/ If you liave not, I beg you would. There ar« Bc«ni3B 
in it, tender, domestic scenes, which I have read over and over, vrilh 
feelings too deUghlful to dea^rilie t 1 meant a'Bootli.'aa such a one 
Infinitely to be preferred to a linital, tliongli |«rliai>3 conatikot, IiusIiukI. 
I con conceive a man fond of hia wife, yet, (Sylvander-likv), hurried inUi 
a momentary deviation, while iiis heart remained faitliful. If he con- 
cealed it, it could not hort me ( but if, nnable to l>ear the anguish of 
self-reproach, he unbosomed it to me, I would not only foi^ve hiiu, Inib 
comfort and speak kindly, and in secret only weep. Beconcilifttion, in 
such a case, would be evquisiK beyond almost anything I con concave t 
I>o you now understand nie on tliis suhjectT I wa» uneasy till it was 
explained ; for all I have said, I know not if I had been an 'Amelia,' 
even with a 'Booth.' My resentments are keen, like all my olhei feel- 
ings ; I am exquisitely alive to kindness and lo nnkindness. The limt 
binds me for ever '. But I have none of the Hpnnicl in my nature. The 
lost would soon cui'e me, though I loved to distrauti^in. But ilII this is 
not, perhajw, interesting to Sylvander. I have seen nolxNly today ; and, 
like a true egotist, talk away to please myself. I am not in a liumour 
to answer your creed to-niglit. 

I have been puzzling my brain nlmut the fair one you bid nie ' not gaess 
at.' I fiT^t thought it your Jean ; but I don't know if she now possesacB 
your 't«nderest, faithfnicst friendship.' I can't understand that bonny 
lassie : her refusal, after such proofii of love, proves her to l>e either an 
angel or a dolt. I beg pardoii ; I know not all the circumstances, and 
am no judge therefore. I love yon for yonr continued fondness, even 
after enjoyment ; few of your sex have souls in such cases. Bnt I take 
this to l-e the test of true love— mere dexire is all the bulk of people an 
susceptible of; and that is soon satiated. 'Your good wishes.' You 
had mine, Sylvander, before I saw you. You will have llieni while I 
live. With you, I wish I had a little of the carthorse in me. You and 
I have some horse properties ; but more of the eagle, and too much of 
the turtle dove 1 Good night 1 Yonr friend, Clarinda. 

nariday Mornini/. 

This day fs so good that I 'II make out my call to your Square. I am 
laughing to myself at announcing this tor the third time. Were she 
who ' poisons your peace ' to intend yon a Pis;,'ah \\e\v, she could do no 
more than 1 have done on this trivial occasion. Keej) a good heart, 
Sylvander ; the eternity of your love- sufferings will lio ended liefore six 
weeks. Such perjuries the 'Laughing go<Is allow.' But rememl>er, 

there is no such toleration in friendship, and 1 am yours, 

Clarinda. 



BTLVAKDEK TO CLAKIMDA. 

I Mit certun I saw you, Clarind& i but you don'l look to blie proper 
story for a poet's lodging, 

Whera Speonktion rooated nesr th« tkj. 
I oiuld almost liave thrown niysetf over, for very vexation. Why didn't 
yoa look liiglierT It has spoilt my peace for tliia day. To t*e m> near 
my charaiiDg Clarinda ; to min her look while it was searching for me. 
I am sure the soul is capable of diseaw ; for mine liaa convulsed itaelf 
into au inflammatory fever. I am sorry for yonr little boy : do let me 
know to.niorrow how he is. 

You have converted me, Clarindft, (I shall love that name while I live : 
there in heavenly music in it). Booth and Amelia I know well. Yonr 
sentiments on that subject, as they are on every subject, are just and 
noble. 'To be feelingly alive to kindness and to uokindness' is a 
chamiing female character. 

What 1 said in my last letter, the powera of fuddling sociality only 
know for me. By yours, I auileratand my good star has been partly In 
niy horizon, when 1 got wild in my reveries. Had that evil planet, wliich 
has alnioet all my life shed ite baleful rays on my devoted head, been 
as nsuol in its zenith, I had certainly blablied something that would 
have pointed out to you thedear object of my tendereet friendship, and, in 
spite of me, something more. Had that fatal information escaped me, 
and it was merely chance or kind stars that It did not, I had been 
undone I You would never have written me, except, perhaps, once 
iiiot« 1 0, I conid curse circumstances ! and the course tie of human 
laws which keeps fast what common sense would lootie, and which baia 
tliat, happiness itaelf cannot give — happineas which otherwine love and 
honour would warrant I But bold — I shall make no more ' hairbreadth 

My friendship, Clarinda, is a liferent business. My likings are both 
strong and eternal. I told yon I had but one male friend ; I have bat 
two female. T should hare a third, hut she is surrounded by the 
blandishments of flattery and conrtsliip. Her I register in my heart's 
core by Peggy Chalmers : Miss Nimmn can tell you how divine she is. 
She in worthy of a plsce in the same bosom with my Clarinda ! Tliat 
in the highest compliment I can pay her. Farewell, Clarinda I 
Kemember SYLVAMDBR. 

Tkuniaf, ^w■ IJamury lOa.] 



CLABtNPA TO STLTANDBB. 

TkHTtday Etc IJamuny 10.) 
I could not see yon, Sylvander, Uiougb I had twice travemed the 
Square. I'm peisnaded yon saw not me either. I met the young lady 
I meant to call for Giat ; and retamed to seek anotlier ocqnaintauce, bat 



rl.hn itn^^H 
in be tiM ^1 
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[•lunil liet iiiuveil. All tlie time, my eye looreil to poetic heighti 
gurrelM, but not a glimiise of you conid I obtain ! You aurely wan 
tlie glaas, at leBst, I roliirned, finiling uiy inlrinaic cUgnily m good iledt 
hurt, aa 1 misseil my friend. Perliapa I sliftU tm you again neitt week " 
Biiy liow liigh yon are. ThanliH for your ininiry about my child j bii 
cunipUinta are of a tedious kind, and tei|iiire patience aud I'csignatinn. 
Religion lioH taaght nie boili. l)y nature 1 inherit aa little of Uiniii an m 
certain harnni-scanini frieud of luine. In wliat nsi^ectx liiw Clatiiitl* 
'converted you!' Tell me. It were an arduous tank iiideol i 

Your ' ravinga ' lost niglil, and your aiiilnguoun remark* npoM them, 1 
cannot, perhapfi ouglit not. to coiiipreliend. I am yonrtriend. Sylvander : 
take cai« lent virtue demand even frieniUliip as a sacrifioe. Vuu ne«d not 
cui'Be the tie nt jninian lawR ; since wlmt ia the liappinen Clarinda would 
derive from being looseiiT At present, she enjoys tlie hoiie of Iiavlnf; 
her cliililren pravidnl for. In the other case, slie is left, indeed, lU 
liberty, but half dependent on the Itounty of a friend,— kind in sub- 
atontiiilH, but liaving no feelings of romance : and who are the geueni 
the t1isintet«Bt«i1, who would risk the world's 'di«ad langh ' to (iml 
her and lier little onee! Perhaps a Sylvandcr-like 
fancy ' might, in a sndden fit of itnimnce : but won 
con.sequencc? PerhapRonenf tlic fonuer . . . yet if lie was no e nearer 
to her than all the worid— such are still her romantic ideas— she conld 

You see, Sylvander, you liave no cause to regret my iKjiidago. The 
above is a true pictui'c. Have I not vewton to lejoice that I liave it not 
in my power to dis]M)ite of myself T ' I commit myself intfl tliy hands, 
thou Supreme nisiKHcr of all events '. do with me as scemetli U> thee 
gooil.' Who is thin one male friend' I know your third female. Ah, 
Sylvander '. many 'that are hi-st shall be lost,' and eke versa ! I am 
proud of being compnieit to Miss Chalmers : I have heard how amiable 
nhe in. 81ie cannot )>c ninrc ho than Mixt Nimmo: why do ye not noisier 
her also T She is warmly your fiiend ; — «urely yon are incapable of in- 
gratitnde. She hox alnu»>t wept tr) lue at mentioning your intimacy 
with a. certain famous, or infamous, man in town.* Do you think Clarind& 
could anger yon juHt now ? I couijioHei] lines aildrcsseil to you, some time 
ngo. containing a hint u|>on the occasion. I had not courage to send 
theiu then : if you i>Ay yon '11 not be angry, I will yet. 

I know not how 'tis, but I felt an irresistible impulse to write you tlip 
inonicut t reoil yours. I have a clesign in jt. Part of your intei'est in 
me is owing to mere novelty. Yon '11 be tired of my correspondence ere 
you leave town, and will neier fa-^li [ti-ouble] to write me from the country. 
I forgive you in a 'state of celilMicy.' Sylvander, I wish I saw you happily 
married : you are so fornieil, yon cannot be ha)>py without a tender 
attachment. Heaven direct you < 

When you see Bishop Geilclcs, ask him if he reiiiembera a la<lj' at Mra 

• Probably WUIIuii KIcoL 
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Kemp's,* on a Snndky niglil, who listened to every word lie uttered with 
tlie K«ze of altieiition. 1 eaw he obaervsd me, and returned that glance 
of cordial wanntli which sssnred me lie was pleased witli my delicate 
flatteiy. I wislied that niglit lie had been my father, that I might 
shelter me in his bosoro. 

You shall have tliia, as yon desired, to-morrow ; and, if poasible, none 
for fonr or five days. I say, if possible : for I really cant bnt write, as 
if I had nothing else to do. I admire yonr Epitaph ; bnt while I read it, 
my heart swella at the sad idea of its realization. Did yoii ever read 
Sancho's Letters Tt they would hit your tast«. My next will be on my 
favourite theme— religion. 

Farewell, SylvaoJer ! B« wise, be pmdant, and be happy. 

Clabinda. 

Let yonr next be sent in the morning. 

If yon were well, I wonld ask you to meet nie t«-morrow at twelve 
o'clock. 1 go down in the Leitli Fly, with poor Willie : what a p~ 
chat we might have I Bnt I fancy 'tis impossible. Adieu I 

FTUof,Oiitodock. 



8YLVANDEB TO CLARIKDA. 

Satnrdat Jfimiliif [JmwuT IX.] 

Yonr thooghtfl on religion, Clarinda, shall be welcome. You may 
perliapx diiitniHt me when I say 'tis also tny favourite topic ) but mine 
is the religion uf the bosotii. I hate the very idea of a controveralal 
divinity i as I firmly believe that every honmt, upright man, of whatever 
sect, will be accepted of the Deity. If yonr verses, as you seem to hint, 
contain censure, except yon want an occaaion la break witli nie, don't 
Hend tjiem. I have a little infirmity in my dispoution, that where I 
fondly love or highly esteem, I cannot bear reproach. 

' Reverence thyself,' is a xacred maxim ; and I wi»h to cherish it I 
think I told you Lord Bolingbroke's Kaying to Swift, — ' Adieu, dear 
Swift I with all tliy faults I love tliee enlirely : make an eHbrt to love 
Die witli all mine.' A glorions sentiinent, and without which there can 
be no frienilsliip 1 I do highly, very highly, esteem yon indeed, Clarinda: 
yoa nierit it all I Perhaps, too—I scorn diiwimulation— I coald fondly 
love yon : judge, then, wliat a niaiUlening sting your reproach would be. 
'Oh t I have sins to Heaven, but none to you.' With what pleasure 
would I meet you to-day, but I cannot walk to meet the Fly. I hope to 
be able to see yon, oti Jbol, about the niidilla of next week. I am inter- 
rupted— perha)H ynu are not Horry for it. You will tell iiie : bnt I won't 

• Frotebly (Hnt) wifa o[ C1uliid*'i mlnliitar, Bhg wu cUiightir or ■ nHiclHnt nsiiiid 
Andrew Rlnipwn, ot Edinburgh. Bhg wu muritd In ireo mil dl«d In ITHO. 

t UUtri <V' ilu Ink IfJiaUm Soulu), ait African (London, ITHI, 1 to]i.> Ssnctio «*■ a 
uegn of eitnordlntry fbunuiter. Binlrttcni ' poMBH emt originality iml Olnplsyitnnig 
poirtn or InUllacU' 
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anticipate blame. O, Clarinda 1 did you know bow dear to me is your 
look of kindness, your smile of approbation, you would not, either in 
prose or verse, risk a censoiious remark. 

Curst be the verse, how well soe'er it flow. 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe ! * 

Sylvander. 
The letter to which tho following is reply is wanting. 



8YLVANDER TO CLARINDA. 

[Januarif 12.] 
Yon talk of weeping, Claiinda : some involuntary dro])8wet your liuea 
as I read them. Offend me, my dearest angel ! You cannot offend nie, — 
you never offended me. If you bad ever given me the least shadow of 
offence, so pardon me my God as I forgive Clarinda. I have read yours 
again ; it has blotted my paper. Though I find your letter has agitated 
nic into a violent headache, I shall take a chair and be with you aboot 
eigiit. A friend is to l>e with us at tea, on my account, which hinders 
me from comini^ sooner. Forgive, my dearest Clarinda, my unguarded 
expressions ! For Heaven's sake, forgive me, or I shall never be able to 
l>ear my own mind. Your unhappy SVLVANDBR. 

On a Saturday night, after eight o'clock, Bums and Mrs 
^rLohoso had their third meeting — the second which bad taken 
place in her house. 

CLARINDA TO 8 Y L V A N D E R. 

Sunday Evening [January 18.] 

I will not deny it, Sylvander, last night was one of the meet exquisite 
I ever experienced. Few such fall to the lot of mortals ! Few, ex- 
tremely few, are formed to relish such refined enjoyment. That it 
should l>c so, vindicates the wisdom of Heaven. But, though our enjoy- 
ment did not lead lieyond the limits of virtue, yet to-day*8 reflections 
have not been altogether unmixed with regret. The idea of the pain 
it wouhl have given, were it known to a friend to whom I am bound by 
the sacred ties of gratitude,t (no more,) the opinion Sylvander may have 
formed from my unreservedness ; and, a1>ove all, some secret misgivings 
that Heaven may not approve, situated as I am — these procured me a 
s1ee])le8s night ; and, though at church, I am not at all well. 

Sylvander, you saw^ Clarinda last niglit, ]>ehind the scenes ! Now, 
you Ml }ye convinced she has faults. If she knows liemelf, her intention 
is always good ; but she is too often the victim of sensibility, and, hence, 

* From Pope*!) EpittU to Dr ArlnUknoi, being the Prologue to tht Satirea 0*ne8 2S3-4X 
t Probably Lord Craig. 
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is teldom ]>leaMd witli herself. A rencontre to-dfty 1 will relate to yon, 
liecHQse it will show you 1 have my own share of pride. 1 met with a 
BiBter of Lord Kapier, at the house of a friend with whom I sat between 
«ennoi]S : I knew who she was ; hut paid her no other marks of respect 
than 1 do to any gentlewoman. She eye<l nie with minute, snpercilious 
attention, never looking at me, when 1 spoke, hut even half interropted 
me, before I had done addressing the lady of the house. I felt my (ace 
glow with resentment, and cousoled myself with the idea of being lier 
superior iu every respect but the accidental, trifling one of birth 1 I was 
disgosted at the fawning deference the lady showed her ; and when she 
told me at the door that it was my Lord Napier's sister, I replied, ■ Is it, 
indeed ? hy her ill-hreeding I should have taken her for tlie daughter of 
some upstart tradesman I ' 

Sylvaniler, my sentiments as to birth and fortune are truly unfashion- 
able : I despise the peisons who pique themselveB on either, — the former 
especially. Something may lie allowed to bright taleiite, or even 
external l>eauty — these belong to us essentially ; hut birth in no respect 
can confer merit, because it is not our own. A person of a vulgar, 
uncultivated mind I would not take to my bosom, in any station ; hut 
one iiosaessed of natural genius, improved by education and diligence, 
such an one I 'd take for my friend, be her extraction ever no mean. 
These, alone, constitute any real distinction between man and man. 
Are we not all the olTspring of Adam ! have we not one God ? one 
Saviour! one Immortality? I have found but one among all my 
nciiuaintance who agreed with me — my Mary,* whom I mentioned to 
yon. I am to spend to-morrow with her, if I am better. I like her tin 
more that she likes me. 

I intendeil to resume a little upon your favourite topic, tlie ' Religion of 
the Vosoni.' Did yon ever imagine that I meant any other! Poor were 
tliat religion and unprofitable whose seat was merely in the hiain. In 
moet jioints we seem to ngne : only I found all my hopes of pardon and 
acceptance with Heaven upon the merit of Christ's atonement, — whereas 
you do upon a good life. Yon think 'it helps weel, at least.' If any- 
thing we could do liod been able to atone for the violation of God's Law, 
where was the need (I speak it with reverence) of such an astonishing 
Sacririce! Job was an ' npriffht man.' In the dark season of odverrity, 
when other sins were brought to his remembrance, he boasted of lii* 
integrity ; bnt no sooner did God reveal Himself to him, than lie ex- 
cliums ; * Behold I am vile, and abhor myself in dust and ashes.' Ah 1 
my friend, 'tis pride that binders ns from embracing Jesus 1 we would 
lie our own Savionr, nnd scorn to be indebted even to the ' Son of tlie 
Most High.' Bnt this is the only sure foundation of our hopes. It is 
said by God Himself, ' 'tis to some a stnml ding- block, to otbent foolish- 
ness i ' bnt they who believe, feel it to be the ' Wisdom of God, and the 
Power of God.' 

* Hmrj FiKock— almdr iDsntkiiiad- 
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If my head did not ache, I would continue the subject. I, too, hate 
controversial religion ; but this is the * Religion of the Boeoiu.* My God ! 
Sylvander, why am I so anxious to make you embrace the Gospel ? I 
dare not probe too deep for an answer — let your heart answer: in 
a word — Benevolence. When I return, I'll finish this. Meantime, 
adieu ! Sylvander, I intended doing you good : if it prove the reverse, 
I shall never forgive myself. Good night. 

Tuesday, Noon, 

Just returned from the Dean, where I dined and supped with fourteen 
of both sexes : all stupid. My Mary and I alone understood each other. 
However, we were joyous, and I sang in spite of my cold ; but no wit. 
'Twould have been pearls before swine literalized. I recollect promising 
to write you. Sylvander, you '11 never lind me worse than my word. If 
you have written me, (which I hope), send it to me when convenient, 
either at nine in the morning or evening. I fear your limb may be worse 
from staying so late. I have other fears too : guess them ! Oh ! my 
friend, I wish ardently to maintain your esteem : rather than forfeit one 
iota of it, I *d be content never to be wiser than now. Our last interview 
has raised you very high in mine. I have met with few, indeed, of your 
sex who underatood delicacy in such circumstances ; yet 'tis that only 
which gives a relish to such delightful intercourse. Do you wish to pre- 
serve my esteem, Sylvander? do not be proud to Clarinda! She 
deserves it not. I su1)scri1)e to Lord B.'s sentiment to Swift ; yet some 
faults I shall still sigh over, though you style it reproach even to hint 
them. Adieu ! You have it much in your power to add to the happi- 
ness or unhappiness of CLARINDA. 

SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA. 

Monday Evening, 11 o'dod: [Jan, lUh.] 

Wliy have I not heard from you, Clarinda? To-day I well expected it; 
and before supper when a letter to me was announced, my heart danced 
with rapture ; but Ijeliold, 'twas some fool who had taken it into his head 
to turn poet, and made me an offer of the first fruits of his nonsense. 
* It is not poetrj', but prose run mad.' 

Did I ever repeat to you an epigram I made on a Mr Elphinstone,* 
who has given a translation of Mctrfial, a famous Latin poet? The 
poetry of Elphinstone can only equal his prose notes. I was sitting in a 
merchant's t shop of my acquaintance, waiting somebody ; he put Elphin- 

* James Elphinston, bom at Edinburgh 1721, kopt a boarding-school at Kensington, 
Ix)ndon, and dlwl 1809. Samuel Johnson was his friend. 

t Supposed to have l)een Creech. Tills volume {The epigrams ofM. VaL Martial^ in tvxlve 
books : with a comment : by Janus ElphinM4)n. London : Printed by Baker and Oalabin. 
MDCCLxxxii. 4to.), containing the quatrain, is now the property of Mr Robert Manro, 
Ibrox, 01a.sgow. The ' Table of Subscribers ' is followed by lines • To the Subscribers ' 
signed 'James Elphinston;' underneath these lines (page 87) is the epigram. Tlie Poet 
had evidently commenced to write in pencil, but had stopped and begun anew in ink. A 
description of the volume is given by Mr William Young, RS. W., in the Bums Chronicle^ 1894. 



ttone into my band, and asked my opinion of it : I begg«d leave to write 
it OQ a blank leaf, which I did, as you shall see on a new page : 



O thon whom Tottj ■bhon. 
Whom Pniie hu tnmed out of doon I 
Hwrd'rt thou yon gTotn ? prooeed no tarther ; 
TwH Unrsll'd Uarti^ aalling Uorther 1 

1 am determined to tee yon, if at all poeaible, on Satnrda 
Neit week I must sing— 

The Tught ii luy depftrting nigh^ 
The morn '■ tha dmy I nuun *wk : 

There '■ neither fciend nor toe a' mine 
Bnt wighn that I ware mwa I 

Wbal I iuu> dona for luk o' wit. 



If I eonld see yon sooner, I would be so much the happier ; bnt I 
would not purchase the dearut gratification on enrtb, if it must be at 
youT expense in wordly ceuRnre, far less, inward peace. 

I shall certainly be ashamed of thus scrawling whole sheets of in- 
coherence. The only unity (a sad word with poets and critics !) in my 
ideas, la Clarinda. — There my heart ' reigns and revels.' 

What art thou, Love? whence sre those ohsnns, 

Thst thus thou besr'at an oniverssl nileT 
For thee the soldier qiiits hi« arm>. 

The king tnm* alsve, the wise man fool. 
In vain we shase (bee from the Geld, 

And with eool thoughts resist thy joke ; 
Next Ude of hlood, alas ! we yield. 

And sU those high resolves are broke I 

I like to have quotations for every occasion. They give one's ideas bo 
pat, and save tme the tronble of finding expression adequate to one'a 
feelioga. 1 think it is one of the greatest pleunres attending a poetic 
genius, that we can give our woeo, cares, joys, lores, Ac, an embodied 
form in verse, which, t« me, is ever immediate ease. Goldsmith says 
finely of his muse : 



My limb has been bo well to-day, that I have gone up and down stairs 
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SYLVANDER TO C 

Tliat you have faults, my Clariiula, I ne 
wliere tlicy existed; auil Saturday nigiit iu8 
ever. O, Clarinda ! why would you wound 
niglit must have lessened my opinion of yc 
scenes with you; but what did I see? A 
and benevolence ; a mind ennobled by genii 
education and reflection, and exalted by na 
\ the climes of Heaven ; a heart formed for a 

/ friendship, love, and pity. These I saw. I 

soul creation ever showed me. 

I looked long, my dear Clarinda, for your 
you are complaining. I have not caught yo 
idea — that the commerce you have with one 
cannot tell every tittle of it to another. Wh 
picion of a good God, Clarinda, as to think thai 
the sacred, inviolate principles of Truth, Hon 
anything else than an object of His divine appn 

I have mentioned, in some of my former sc 
next. Do allow me to wait on you that eveni 
soon must we part! — and when can we meet 
on the horrid interval with tearful eyes. Whai 
knowing you sooner I I fear, I fear, my aoqui 
short to make that lasting impression on your h 
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CLARINDA TO SYLVA 

Your mother's wish was fully realized. I sle 
for weeks past, and I had • a blythe waukpni— 
first object my evefl 
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wonder how yon am be^bMeti [troubled] with my MrAwb, I impute It 
to pftttiality. 

Eitlier to-morrmo, or Friday, I sLall be happy to see yon. On Satw- 
day, I am not *ttTt of being alone, or at liome. Say wliicli you 'II come ! 
Come to tea if yon please ; but eight will be an liour letia liable to intrU' 
sioDB. I hope you 'II conie afoot, even tho' yon take a cliair Imme. A 
cliair is bo uncommon a thing in onr neigh bourliood, it is apt to raise 
epeculation ; but they are all asleep by ten. I 'm happy to hear of yonr 
being able to ' uiaik ' — even to the next street. You are a consumniate 
flatterer; really my cheeka glow while I read your fliglite of fancy. I 
fancy you see 1 like it, when yon peep into the Repontory, I know none 
insensible to that ' delightful eesecce.' If I grow affected or toHceiled, 
yon are aloue to blame. Ah I my friend, these are disgnsting qnalitiea I 
but I'm not afraid. I know any merit I have perfectly; but I know 
maiiy eod eouitlerbaianees. 

Your lines on Elphiuatone were CLBVEB, beyond anything I ever i<aw of 
tbe kind; 1 know the character — tlie ligure ia enough to make one cry 
Murder I Be is a complete pedant in language ; but are not yon and I 
pedante insomethingelseT Yes. but in far superior things — Love, Friend- 
ship, Poeey, Religion ! Ab, Sylvander ! you have murdered Humility, 
and I can say thon didst it. 

You carry your warmth too far as to Miss Napier (not Nurn) ; yet 1 
am pleased at it. She ia Hensible, lively, and well-liked, they My. She 
was not to know Clarinila was ' divine,' and therefore kept her dia- 
tanee. She is comely, but a thick bad figure, waddles in tier pace, 
and has rosy cbeeki. 

■WLiibtl H'athsdangbtflTof *Pmr, 

BJgbt Honorably QrMt ! ' 
The (Ungbter of a Pear, I eriad. 

It doth not p«( appeu 
What we thaU ba (in t'othei irorld), 

God keep ni f nw thii hen I Cram 

That ahe hu Nudt, I 'h no diipnte, ' i^" 

I MM it ID her t»ee ; 
Hsr honor 'g in heriiam<, T fear, 

And in Dae other plaoe* DO 

I hale myself for being aatirical— hate me for it too. I II certainly go 
to MiecB te please you, either with Mary or Mun Nimmo. Sylvander, 
tiome most inlereating parta of yonn I cannot enter upon at present. 1 
dare not tliink upon piuling— upon tbe iulerval; hut I 'm sure botli are 
wisely order'd for our good. A line in return to tell me wbicb night 
you'll be with me — ^latiing imprettion !' Yonr key might have shewn 
yon me better. Say 



SSd life AN'n WORKH OP BURNS. ^^H 

When yon nse your key, don't ruiiiniiige too niucli. leat yon Itn4 I 
am lialf lu great a fiHil in tlie t-ender as yuiirselF, Farewell, Sytvandtir ! 
1 may sign, for I am already se&lei], yunt frienii. Clarinda. 



Salurdaf Momlng [Januart IS.| * 

There is no time, my Clarinila, when tlie consciouB tbrilting clmrdB uf 
Love and Frieudsliip give sucli deliglit, as in tlie pensive lioura of whal 
our favourite Thonisoii calls ' jihilusopliic melancholy.' The sportive 
iDBecta who bask in the Biinsliiiie nf Prosperity, nr the woriiiB that 
laxnriant crawl amid their ample wealth of earth ; they need no ClarindA 
— tliey would despise Sylvandcr, if they dared. The family of Mis- 
fovturic, a namerous group of hrntliers and HiatcrB !— they need a resting- 
place to their sonla. Unnoticed, often condemned by the world — in somo 
degree, perhaps, condemned by themselves — they feel the /nil enjoyment 
of ardent love, delicate tender endeiLniients, mutual esteem, and nintual 
reliance. 

In thin light 1 hnve often atlmired reliKinn. In proportion as we 
are wrung with grief, or distracted with anxiety, the ideas of a com- 
passionate Deity, an Almighty Prol«clor, are doubly dear. 



I have been this morning taking a peep through, as Yoong finely says, 
' the dark postern of time long elapsed ;' and you will easily gueaa 'two.'* 
a rueful proB[)ect : what a tissue of though tlessnesfl, weakness, and folly ! 
My life leminded me of a ruined t«mple : what strength, what proportion 
in some parts !— what unsit;litly gaps, what priiSbrat« ruins in others t I 
kneeled down before the Father of Mercies, and stud, ' Father, I have 
sinned against Heaven, and in Thy sight, and am no more worthy to be 
called Thy son !' I rose eased and strengthened, I despise the super- 
stition of a fanatic ; but I love the religion of a man. ' The future,' said 
I to myself, ' is still liefore nie : there let nie 

On rpMon build reaatve- 



I have dim cut ties many tn encounter.' said T, 'but they are not abso]ut«Iy 

inauperalile : — and where is firmness of mind shown, but in exertion? 



Mghl nougtls, by Kiwi 



' CLABINDA.' 257 

Mete decluiialjon is bombut not. Beside*, wherever I am or in wli&t- 
Bvei Bitastiun I may be, 

Til nought to me, 

^oe Ood ia ever preunt, ever hit, 
In tbe void wute m ia the oi^ (nil ; 
And when be vital bnatbo, tbare mmt be joy. 

SuJunfuf NW, Hal/aJUr Tt*. 
Wbftt InxDiy of bliea I wu enjo^int; tbis time yceteruigbt I My ever 
dearest ClarinUa, you bave stoleu away ray sonl : bat yon have refined, 
you bave exslt«il it ; yoD bave given it a atronger aeiue of virtue, and a 
stronger relish for piety. Clarinda, first of yonr sex I if ever 1 am the 
veriest wretch on earth to forget yon ; ii ever yonr lovely image ii 
eflaced from my soul. 



What trifling silliness is the childish fondneas of the every 'day children 
of the world ! Tis the nnnieaning toying of the yonnglings of the fields 
and forests ; bat, wliere Sentiment and Fancy unite their sweeta, where 
Taste and Delicacy refine, where Wit adds the flavour, and Good senae 
){ives strength and spirit to all ; what a delicious draught is the honr of 
tender endearment ! Beauty and Grace in the amu of Tmtli and 
Honour, in all the loxiiry of mutual love. 

Clarinda, have yon ever seen the picture realized T not in all its very 
richest colouring, but 



Last night, Clarinda, but for one slight shade, was the glorious 
picture — 

IxM>k'd gaily amiliug on ; while n»y Fleuore 
Hid young Dniie amid her flowery wreaUi, 
And pound her sap luariant, mantling higfa. 
The iparkling. Heavenly vintage— Love and Wm ! 

Clarinda, when a {>oet and poetees of Nature's making— two of 
Nature's noblest productions ! — when they drink togetlier of the same 
cnp of Love and Bliss, attempt not, ye coarser stnfT of hnman oatui* I 
profanely to nieasnre enjoyment ye never can know. 

Good night, my dear Clarinda I Svlvandeb. 

CLARINDA TO SYLTAMDEB. 

SatuTdBf XwHlif |1M Amort.] 
I am wishing, Sylvander, for tlie power of looking into yonr heart. It 
would be but fair— for you have tiie key of mine. Yon are 
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Acnte dtBcernment. 

niglit iiiiist liave sha 



Well a« I like you, Sylvander, 
eateetii : tlie iiriit 1 ought not to 
to iiiaiiitaiQ, Rtit no more of 



I am not deficient eltlier in tlial TCBptict. IiAat 
ivn you Clarinila not 'divjue'— bat as e)ie really is. 
e tbingB I Hnid witliuat b, de^ee of pnin. NuLure 
lias been kind to nie in iieveral respects ; but one eKsential slm has denied 
lue entirely : it is that intitiuitaueons jirecoplion of Ht and unfit, which ia 
m UHeEul in thacomluclof life. NoouecandiscriiainateiuureaccaTalely 
afterwards than Clariuda, But when her heart ia expanded by the 
iiiflaonce of kiudneaa, she loses nil cnnimand of it, and ofl«n suffers 
severely in the recollection of her ungii anted ness. You muat have per- 
ceived tliis ; hut, at any rate, I wish you to know ine, as ' I really am.' 
I would have ^ven mncli fur society to*day ; for I can't bear luy 
but no human being liaa cunie near ni 
I would rather lose your love, than yi 
wish ; the other I shall ever endeiivi 
this : you prohibit H, and 1 obey. 

For many years, have T sought for a male friend, eudowed uitlt senti- 
ments like yours ; one who could love me with tendemeae, yet unmixed 
with BelBahness: who could be my frieiiil, companion, protector, and 
who would die Booner titan injure nie. I Miu);lit— but I nought in 
vain t Heaven has, 1 hope, sent nie tbis blessing in my Sylvanderl 
AVhatever weaknesses may cleave to CInrinda, licr heart is not, to 
binnie; whatever it may have 1>een by nature, it is iinsullietl by art. 
If s)ie dare diH[)OBe of il^lnst niglil can leave you at no loss to yuewj the 

Then, desr Sylvander, aeo it wcel, well 

An' row it in your bosom's hie! ; wrsp — sheltw 

Ys '11 find it d;q baith kind and leftl. lutli—layiLl 

And foQ o' glee ; full 

It wsd tis wrung t!ie vtra deil,— wrons Ilia very deril 

Ah, [» ]rm thee 1 

How do you tike this j>nrody on a passage of my favoni-ite poet ? — it is 
extempore— from the heart ; and let it be to the heart. I aiu to enclons 
the lirst fruits of my muse. ' To a Ulackbint.' It has no poetic merit - 
but it beapeakB a sweet feminine mind— sucli a one aa I wish mine to be ; 
hut my vivacity ileprivea uie of that softness which is, in my opinion, the 
Onl female ornament. It wm written to soothe an achiug heart. I then 
laboured under a cruel angiiiuli of soul, which I cannot tell y<m of. If I 
ever take a walk to the Temple of H[ymeu], 1 '11 disclose it ; hut you and 
I (were it even possible) would ■ fall out by the way.' The lines on tlie 
Soldier were ociauiioijed by retuling a. book entitled the Sorrows of the 
Heart. Miss Nimino wiw plenacil with tlieni, and sent tliein to the 
pcntlenian. They are not iinetiy, but tljey speak what I felt at a survey 
or an much filial tendcmesn. 

I Hfn^e with you in liking quotations. If they are apt, they often give 
one's ideas more jileiuiantly than our own langiiaKC can at all timee. I 
am stupid lo-uifcd.t. I have a. soreness at my heart. I conclude, there- 
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In Natnre'i limpleit hkbit dad. 

No wealth nor powei had he ; 

Qeuiaii and worth were all he had, 



I would liave given tnneli, Sylvaoder, that jron had lieard Mr Kempt 
this afternoon. Yon would hsvo heard my principles, and the founda- 
tion of all my immortal hopes, elegantly delivered. * Let me live the 
life of the righUtona, and iLiy latter end be like hi«' was tlie («xk Wlio 
are the righteous T 'Those,' says Sylvauder, * whoee minda are actoated 
and governed by purity, truth, and charity.' Bnt where does «uch a 
mind exbt > It most be where the ' soul is made perfect,' for I know 
uone enchon earth. 'The righteous,' then, must mean those who believe 
in Christ, and rely on his perfect righteous for their salvation. ' Ever- 
lasting ' life, as you oleerve, it is In the power of all to embrace ; and 
this IB eternal life, to 'believe in Him whom Goil hatli sent.' Pnrity, 
truth, and charity will flow from thb belief, as naturally as the atreani 
from the fountain. These are, indeed, the only evidences we can have of 
the reality of our faith ; and they must be prodnced in a degree ere we 
can be Gt for the enjoyment of Heaven. But where is the man who dare 
plead these before 'Iniinite Holiness!' Will Inflexible Justice pardon 
our thousand violations of liis laws ? Will our iuiperfect repentance and 
amendments atone for post guilff or will we presume to present our 
best services (spotted as they are) as worthy of acceptance before 
Unerring Rectitude! I ant astonished how any intelligent mind, blessed 
with a divine revelation, can pause a moment on the snbject. * Enter 
not into judgment with nie, O Lord ! in tliy eight no Hesh can he jusU' 
Red ! ' This must be the result of every candid mind, upon surveying 
its own deserts. If God hail not been pleased to reveal His own Son, as 
onr all'snIBcieot Savionr, what could wa have done bnt crietl for mercy, 
without any sure hope of obtaining it? But when we have Him clearly 
announced as oar surety, onr guide, onr blessed advocate with the 
Father, who, in their senses, onglit to hesitate, in patting their souls 
into tlie liands of this glorious ' Prince of Peace!' Without this, we 

* Allusion la hen iiwls to Ooelhc'a Dli Jjldia da Jmivoi Wtrllur, which wu Boliheil tn 
1774, and vhlrh, giving In lU baclnatlng Ainn the HnUinental moTemeiit orthe alghtaanth 
century, doubtlnu appealed to the heart and Imiglnalloi) or CUrlnila. 

t John Kemp (born dm 1744) had been tnniUtetl (torn Trtnlty Gaak to tlie Tolbooth 
(niliihiirKh) In ITTft Thia he fa*M (111 hie death In ISOS. He was three tiines married, the 
aecond sail thM Uiues to Utlad ladiea. 
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..V.VU tiiat t/icre there is bread enou 

the wish is sincerely fonned in our hearts, oi 
compassion upon us—' thougii a great way ( 
the bosom.' 1 BELIEVE that there will be 
and people, who will * stand before the tin 
will be the effect of Chiist's atonement, con 
complicated for our finite minds to compre 
who know ' the way, the tmth, and the Hi 

[ I comfort it is fitted to yield ? Let my earaei 

well as temporal happiness, exciue the wan 
folded what has been my own fixed point of re 

\ f . — I hate it ; let onr only strivings be, who si 

and attached friend, — which of ns shall i 
approved to the other. I am well aware how ^ 
sense of the expression) to hope to sway a mint 
by any arguments I conld devise. May thai 
into existence, open yonr eyes to see ' the tmih 
give me, Sylvander, if I 've been tedious upon n 
know who it was who oonld not stop when his d 
Even there yon see we are congenial. 

I '11 tell yon a pretty apt quotation I made 
liearti I met the Judges in the morning, as 1 1 

J - Square, among whom was Lord Dreghom, in 

He is my mother's oousin-german, the greatest i 
claim ; but used me in a manner unfeeling, bar 
one of the darkest periods of my chequered life, 
his sour face; his eye met mine. I was a f 
stared ; but, when he knew who it was, he av 
Instantaneously these lines darted into my mini 

Would yon the parple shonld your liu 
Go wash the oonsoioos bleminh with a 

The man who eni/^"" ~ 
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liopes, wliich you too vwnly expreBs as having towards ClEirind&. Do 
not indulge tbem ; niy wishefl extend to your immortal welfare. Let 
yonr first care lie to please God : for that which He delights in mnet be 
liappineBB, I must conclude, or I '11 retapae. 1 have not a grain of 
humour to-niglit in my compoaition ; bo, leat 'cliamiing Clarinda' 
slioald make you yawn, ahe 'II decently aay good night t I laugh to 
myself at the recollection of your earnest asaervBtions as to your being 
anti-Platonic I Want of passioDs is not merit : strong ones, under the 
control of reaaon and religion— let tlieso be our glory. Once more good 
night Clarinda. 

Ttio 'fiirst fruits of my muse' which Clarinda sent with her 
letter were, besides (loet) Liwt on t/te Soidier rofened to, vereet 

TO A BLACKBIRD StNOINQ ON A TKEE* 
Go on, sweet bird, and sootlie my care. 
Thy cheerful notes will liiisli denpair : 
Thy tuneful warbtings, void of art, 
Tlirill sweetly thmngli my aching heart. 
Now choose thy mate and fondly love, 
And all the charming transport prove ; 
Those sweet emotions all enjoy. 
Let Love and Song thy lionre employ ; 
Whilst I, a love-tom exile, live. 
And rapture nor receive nor give. 
Go on, sweet bird, and soothe my care. 
Thy cheerful notes will hush despair. 

8YLVANDER TO CLAKIHDA. 

Strndoy MtU [Jimiunr XXk). 

The impertinence of fools has joined with a return of an old indbpoel- 
tinn to make me good for nothing tO'day. Tlie paper has lain before me 
all this evening to write to my dear Clarinda ; bnt 

FdoIc nuh'd □□ fooU, u waves ■Dooesd to waves. 

I cursed them in my soul : they sacrilegionsly distnrb my meditations 
on her who holds my heart. What a creature is man I A little alarm 
last night and to-day that I am mortal, has made such a revolution in 
my spirita t There is no philoaophy, no divinity, cornea half so home to 
the mind. I have no idea of courage that braves Heaven, Tis the wild 
ravings of an imaginary hero in 'Bedlam, I can no more, Clarinda ; I 
can scarce holil up my head ; but I am happy you don't know it, yon 
would be BO nneasy. SVLVANDER. 

lDtb«5eci|iHtu<oiJ ifuniM(nil. II.X Its 



Have you ever met with a Raying of the 
]A)ckcy author of the famous Essay on the j 
wrote a letter to a friend, directing it *No 
decease.' It ended thus, — ' I know you lov 
j)re8erve my meraoiy now I am dead. All 
tiiat this life affords no solid satisfaction, 
having done well, and the hopes of anothc 
best wishes with yon. — J. Locke.** 

Clarinda, may I reckon on your friendshi 
Thou Almighty Preserver of men 1 Thy : 
have too much neglected, to secure it sba 
nights of my life, be my steady care. The id 

Hide it, my hemri, within that d 
Where, mix'd with Ood'a, her loi 

But I fear inconstancy, the consequent impei 
Shall I meet with a friendship that defies 
chances and changes of fortune ? Perhaps ' si 
man I have great hopes from, that way ; I 
writer, would think on a love that could prom 
tance, absence, chance, and change, and thi 
of fruition ? 

For my own part, I can say to myself ir 
art the manl' I dare, in cool resolve, I 
friend and that lover. If womankind is capal 
is. I trust that she is ; and feel I shall be mif 
is not one virtue which gives worth, or one se 
to the sex, that she does not possess superior 
her exalted mind, aided a little, perhaps, bj 
capable of that nobly-romantic love-enthusi 
Wednesday evening, my dear angel ? The m 
I conjecture, be a hated duv f^ ««» ^— ^' 
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I Imve written out my last sheet uf paper, ui I am reduceil to in> last 
half ilieet. Wliat a Btrange, myit^ioos faculty is that thing called 
imagiuatioD [ We have no ideas almoet at all, of anotlier world ; bat I 
have oflAn unased myself with visionaty tchemee of what happinesi 
might be enjoyed by small alterations, alt«ratioiu that we can (nlly 
enter to in this present state of existence. For instance : suppose jion 
and I just as we are at present ; the same reasoning powers, sentimenta, 
and even desires ; the same fond curiosity for knowledge and remarking 
observatioD in our mindi ; and imagine our bodies free from pain, and 
thenecesBoiy Bnppliea lor the wants of nature at all times and easily 
witliin onr reach. Imagine further, thnt we were set free from the laws 
of gravitation, which bind ns to this globe, and could at pleasure fly, 
without incoQvenience, throngh all the yet nnconjectnred bounds of 
creation ; what a life of bliss should we lead in our mntual pursuit of 
virtue and knowledge, and onr mntual enjoyment of friendehip and love t 

I see yon laughing at my fairy fancies, and calling me a voluptuous 
Mahometan ; hut I am certain I stmiild be a happy creature, beyond 
anything we call bliss here below ; nay, it would lie a paradise congenial 
to you too. Don't you see ns hand in hand, or rather my arm about 
your lovely waist, making our remarks on Sirins, the uentest of the Bxed 
stara : or surveying a comet flaming innnxinus by us, as we just now 
would mark the pawing pomp of a travelling monarch ; or, in a aliady 
bower of Mercury or Venus, dedicating the hour to love, in mutual on- 
veme, relying honour, and revelling endearment, while the most exalted 
ntraiiiH of poeey and harmony would be the ready, spontaneous language 
of our houIh I Devotion is tlie favourite employment of your heart ; so is 
it»f mine : what JncentiveH then to, and powers for, reverence, gratitude, 
faith, and hope, in all the fervour of adoration and praise to that Being 
whoMi unsearchable wisdom, power, and goodness, so pervaded, so 
innpired, every sense and feeling ! By this time, I daresay, yon will be 
blessing the neglect of the maid tlint leaves me dcstitnte of paper. 

Sylvakdeb. 



SYLVANDKR TO CLARIHDA. 

* * * 1 am a discontented ghont, a perturbed spirit. 
Clarinda, if ever yon forget Sylvander, may yon be happy, bnt he wilt ba 
miserable. 

O, wliatafool I am in love 1 — what an extravagant prodigal of affection! 
Why are your sex called the tender sex, when I never iiave met with one 
who can repay nie in passion 1 They ore either not so rich in love as I 
am, or they are niggards where I am lavish. 

Thou whose I am and whoee are all my ways I Thon see'st ma 
here, the hapless wreck nf tides and tempests in my own bosom : do Thon 
direct to thyself that ardent love, for which I have so often sought a 
return, in vain, from my fellow-creatvrea 1 If Thy goodness has yet 
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During this month lie was endear 
Creech, to a settlement of accounts, 
certainty as to his prospects, his pair 
his nervous ailment brought him one 
depression. In that depression he wi 

TO MISS CHAl 

• • . Now for that wayward, unfortunal 
measures with Creech, and last week I wi 
He replied in terms of cliastisement, and 
that I should have the account on Monday 
I have not heard a word from him. God 
damned, incautious, duped, unfortunate fa 
victim, of rebellions pride, hypochondriac i 
bility, and bedlam passions I 

*Iunsh that I were dead, but I*m no Ki 
hairbreadth 'scape, in th' imminent deadly 
my stars I got off heart-whole, ' waur-fle; 
hurt' — Interrtipiion, 

I have this moment got a hint ... I 
undone — but I hope for the best Come, stt 
resolution I accompany me throngh this, to 
must not desert me I Your friendship I thi 
should date my letters from a marching regi 
my life, I reckoned on a recruiting drum as 
though, life at present presents me with b 
limb will soon be sound, and I shall si 



Lordship'n intemt will ewily procure me the gnnt frnm t)i4 Cornmu- 
Hionen ; nnd your Lonlahip'a patronage anil goodneM, which hftve alreadjr 
rescued nie from otMCurity, wrelchedncHs and exile, embolden me to 
a»k tliat interest. You have put it iu iny power to lave the little home 
that sheltered an aged motlier, two brothers, and three siaten, Iron) 
destruction. 

My brother's lease is but a wretched one, though I think he will prob- 
ably weather oat tlie remaining seven years of it. After what I have 
given and will give him as a small farming capital to keep the family 
together, I guess my remaining all will he about two hundred pounds. 
Instead of beggaring myself with a small, dear farm, I will lodge my 
little stock, a sacred deposit, in a hanking- bouse. Extraordinary dis- 
tress, or helpless old age, have often harrowml my sonl with fear ; and I 
have one or two claims on me in tlie name of father. I will stoop to 
anytliing that honesty warmnts to have it in my power to leave them 
some better remembrance of me than the odium of illegitimacy. 

These, niy Lord, are my views. I have resolved on the matnrest de- 
liberation ; and, now I am fixed, I shall leave no stone unturned to carry 
my resolve into execntion. Yonr Lordship's patronage is by far the 
strength of my hopee ; nnr have I yet applied to anybody else. Indeed, 
I know not how to apply to anybody else. I am ill qualified to dog the 
heels of greatness with the impertinence of solicitation, and tremble 
nearly as much at the idea of tlie cold promise as the cold denial ; but 
to yonr Lordship I hare not only the honor and the happiness, bnt the 
pleasure, of being, my Lord, yonr Lordship's mnch obliged and deeply 
indebted humble servant, Robt. Bubns. 

P.S.—1 liBve encloned yonr Lordship ' Holy Willie,' and will wait on 
you the beginning of next week, as against then I hope to have settled 
my business with Mr Creech. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

After six weeks' confinement, I am beginning to walk acrosa the 
room. They have been six horrible weeks; anguish and low sgdrita 
made me nnfit to read, write, or think. 

I have a hundred times wbhed that one could resign life as an officer 
resigns a commission ; for 1 would not take in any poor, ignorant wretch, 
by telling out. Lately I was a Mxpenny private ; and, God knows, a 
miserable soldier enough ; now I march to the campaign, a Htarving 
cadet : a little more conspicuously wretched. 

I am nsbamed of all this ; for though I do wart bravery for the warfare 
of life, 1 could wish, like some other soldiers, to have as mnch fortitude 
or cunning an to dissemble or conceal my cowardice. 

As soon as 1 can bear the joumey, which will be, I suppose, about the 
middle of next week, I leave Edinburgh, and soon after I shall pay my 
grateful duty at Dnnlophonsfc R. B. 
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Tlio nllusions in tlie ]ctter to Margaret OulmerR nre said by AUui 
Ciintiin^'ham to refer to whi8]>cr« which htiil reached his ear mIhiuI 
the solvency of Creech. Aa far as can be now ascertained, such 
runiaura had no foundation.*' But it mnj well he supposed Uiat, 
having no exact knowledge of the facts, and tantaliaed by tlie 
apjmrently unreasonable delay of a settlement, Burus would receive 
the 'hint 'as something like the knell of doom. Another vcjiaU on 
of this period arose from circumstances of a different nature. The 
conscijuciices of his renewed intimacy with Jean Armour could not 
l)B concealed any longer. Her father became aware of her condition, 
and would not allow her to remain under his loof. In Burus's 
pl)ra);e: 'she was turned, literally turned, out of doors.' Such 
were the extraordinary circumstances under which he conducted 
bis corresiwndenco with Clarinda. 

If liuruB had had reason to believe bimself married to Jean, 
to have regarded any of tlie women whom lie sg^eaka of as 
|iossihle ohjei:t8 of his addresses during his residence in Edinburgh, 
would of course have been sheer blackguardism. There would 
have been scarcely leas guilt in allowing Mrs M'Lehose to entertain 
even ber faint hopes, dependent as they were upon a remote 
contingency. But Burns had every reason to believe himself at 
this time free from what be termed ' nuptial bonds.' He had 
gone through a humiliating process at ^funchline to ensnre for 
Jean that liberation which she nnd ber friends desired. Ecclesi- 
astical authority bad assured him of his bachelorhood. Jean 
would, to all appearance, have been tlio last to think that, even 
after her second pregnancy, she had the claims of a wife upon 
Burns. It is possible that all concerned were under a mistake as 
to the effect of the proceedings of April 1786, by which it was 
supposed that the ])rivate marriage of Burns and Jean was 

' All RiUnlnireh bookieUei 
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Miiiulled. But the present question ia as to the bona fidet of 
Burns iu tlie viuw he took of bis separotion fiom hiB mistress. 
Tlie whole series of facts shows him absolved from his marriage 
tie, iiot merely with the coueeut, but at the ezptesa and urgent 
instance, of the persons most concerned. It would appear, indeed, 
that before the 3d of March 1788 Bums had found reason lo feai 
that he might afler all be liable, in the event of a second moiriage, 
to trouble on account of Jean Armour, if slie or any other person 
should feel interested in bringing evidence against him for the 
establishment of previous iinptials. But we ore not yet come to 
that period. We are considering Bums's presumable belief during 
1787; and it is enough that no evidence exists to show that he 
had then any teason for appreheueion on the subject, or for 
n^rding himself otherwise than as a man free to give his hand 
to whomsoever he chose. 

The pressing question for Bums at this time, however, whs not so 
much liow he was to live righteously, as how he was to live at all. 
He himself thought of a return to his original profession ; but the 
jMiriod immediately following the close of tlie colonial war was a 
bad time for farming in Britain. Nor could he exi>ect much at 
the hands of the dominant party of the day, or of Henry Dundas, 
who in reality governed Scotland. On the contrary, he hod, with 
characteristic fearlessness, ranged himself on the side of Fox. He 
had given offence U> the more frantic partisans of the Hanoverian 
monarchy by his unpublished but not unknown lines on the 
Stirling window. Could Bums hope without any preliminary 
tnuning to succeed in any kind of commercial career? Need the 
question be answered t Could he, at nine-and-twenty, commence 
a course of education for any of the learned professions 1 Scarcely, 
with a reasonable prospect of success. Was it possible for him to 
make a livelihood aa a man of letters t Such a feat was not a 
common one in those days, and probably the idea of attempting it 
never once occurred to him or to any of his friends. It was most 
desirable that some kind of official position should be procured for 
Bums ; hut what appointment of that nature could be at onca 
obtained I It may be doubted if any post was readily available, 
except that of nn exciseman. 

After all, it is creditable to Bums that he took no high-flown 
views of hie situation and pretensions, and was willing, with a 



assured of an appointment, or enro. 
officers. According to tradition, he "w 
this favour to the surgeon who attend 
room with a bruised limb. Alexand 
account of }iis lanky figure, Lang Sand 
to Burns's liking — warm-hearted and « 
became aware of the wishes of his patic 
admired, than he exerted himself in 
CommiBsioners of Excise, and the enroll 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, B8Q. 

) SiR—When I had the honour of being in 

^. honse, I did not think so soon of asking a fav 

^ Shakespear, asks old Kent why he wished 

! answers, ' Because you have that in your fac 

i master.' For some such reason, Sir, do I n 

\ You know, I dare say, of an application I ] 

to he admitted an officer of excise. I hai 
examined by a supervisor, and to-day I ga^ 
request for an order for instructions. In thi 
afraid I shall but too much need a patron 
conduct as a man, and fidelity and attention 
for ; but with any thing like business, except 
unacquainted. . . . 

I had intended to have closed my late appei 
in the character of a country farmer ; but at 
and fraternal claims, I find I conli' '^•-^-- " 
able manner «'»-• » - 



The letter says nothing about an interview. Anotber interview 
(the fourth) between Sylvander and Clacinda had taken place OB 
tlie night which we set down coDJecturall; as that of Wednesday, 
the 23d January, being the second last Wednesday which he 
expected to spend in Edinbuigh on the present occasion. At this 
meeting, it would appear, the communications of the pair had 
been of a more nureserved kind than heretofore, lilach wrote a 
letter to the other next day. 

SYLVjiNDBB TO C L A B I K D A. 

ntindov M«ni<iv [■ran. ».) 
Unlaviih Wisdom never worki in vain. 

I liave been tasking my reason, Clarinda, why a woman, who, for 
native genins, poignant wit, strengtli of mind, generons «incerity of sonl, 
and the sweetest female leiKieniess, is without a peer; sjid whose personal 
cbamis have few, very few, parallels among lier sex ; why, or how, she 
shonld fall to the blessed lot of a poor bamni-scanim poet, whom Fortune 
bad kept for her particular use to wreAk her temper on, whenever she 
was in ill-liomour. 

One time I conjectured that, as Fortune is the most capricious jade 
ever known, »he may have takeu, not a fit of remorse, bnt a paroxysm of 
whim, to raise the poor clevil ont of the mire where he had so often, and 
so conveniently, served tier as a stepping-stone, and given him the most 
glorious boon she ever had in her gift, merely for the maggot's sake, to 
see how his fool head and his fool heart will bear iL 

At other times, I was vain enough to think that Nature, who has a 
great deal to say with Fortnne, had given tlie coquettish goddess some 
such hint as— 'Here is a paragon of female excellence, whose equal, in 
all my former compositions, I never was lucky enough tA hit on, and 
despur of ever doing so again : you liave cast her rather in the shades of 
life. There is a certain poet of my making : among your frolics, it would 
not be amiss to attach him to this masterpiece of my hand, to give her 
tbat immortality among mankind, which no woman of any age ever more 
deserved, and which few rhymesters of this age are better able to confer. 

Xmf If , Mm (filadc 
I am here — ahsolutely unfit to finish my letter — pretty hearty, after a 
bowl which has been constantly plied since dinner till this moment. I 
have been with Mr Schetki,* the musician, and he has set the song finely. 

■ Joliann Oeorga ChcfHolT Seb*tk]r wu bom >t Dimxtadt In ITM. He ni Inlandsd hir 
the kw, bnt beome ilavotad to mnilc, atuilieil iinder Pllti. ind becains vhilaneslllit st tlw 
court or Bhh. In ina, hiving been eiipigKl (or the Bt dclllicaiKSrta in BdlnburKh, he 
settled u ■ tencher or miulc tbers. He iJl»t Id Ittt. One or hi* KMU, John CbrliUso 
Selietky, itUined enilneDce u ■ painter. 
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eyea, and made me start &t tny own imiLge t Love alona appeared at 
codumI in my behalf. She was adorned with a veil, borrowed from 
FriendBhip, which liid her defects, and set off her beantiea to advantage. 
She had no plea vo offer bnt tliat of being the liiiter of Priendship and 
the offHpring of Cliarity. But Reason refnted to listen to her defence, 
because she hronght no certificate from the Temple of Hymen 1 Wliile I 
trembled before lier, Keason addressed nie in the following manner;^ 
' Betum to my paChs, wliicli alone are peace ; sbut your heart against the 
fascinating intrnslon of the passions ; take Consideration for yonr guide, 
and you will soon arrive at tlio Bower of Trojiquillity.' 

Sylvander, to drop my metaphor, I am neither well nor liappy to-day : 
my heart reproaches me for last nigbt. If you wish Clarinda to regain 
her peace, determine against everything bat what tlie strictest delicacy 
warrants. 

I do nob btanie you, bat myself. I mnst not see yon on Satarday, 
unless I tind I can depend on myself acting otherwise. Delicacy, you 
know, it was which won nie to yon at onoe : talce care yon do not loosen 
the dearetit, most sacred tie that nnitM usT Remember Clarinda's 
present and eternal happineee depends npon her adherence to Virtue. 
Happy Sylvander! that can be attached to Heaven and Clarin da together. 
Alas ! I feel I cannot serve two maaten. God pity me 1 1 



Tknmlaii Si^U. 



Why have I not heani from yon, Sylvander! Everything ii 
•eema tinged with gloom to-day. Ali I Sylvander — 



How forcibly have tiieae lines recnrred to my thonghte I Did I not tell 
yon what a wretch love rendered me T Affection to tlie strongest height, 
I am capable of , to a man of my Sylvonder's merit — if it did not lead me 
into weaknesses and follies iny heart utterly condemns. I ani convinced, 
without the approWtion of Heaven and my own mind, existence would 
be to me a heavy cnrae. Sylvander, why do not yoar Clarinda's repeated 
levities cure the too passionate fondness yoa express for her ! Perhaps it 
has a little removed esteem. Rut I dare not touch this string — it would 
(ill up the cup of my present misery. Ob, Sylvander, may the friendship 
of that (ind you and I have too inucii neglected to secure, be henceforth 
our chief study and delight. I cannot live deprived of the consciousness 
of His favour. I feel something of this awful stale all this day. Kay, 
while I approached God with my lijis, my iieart was not fully there. 

Mr Locke's postbumona letter ought to be wiicten in letters of gold. 
What heartfelt joy does the consciousness of having done well in any one 
instance confer ; and what agony the reverse t Do not be ilispleaseil 
when I t«ll yon I wish our parting was over. At a distance we shall 
retain the same heartfelt Section and intereetedness in each other's 



"d «J.«B. A»„,],„ ;" °'". ■« "«o, 



, piHndn, my li 



' CLABINDA.' 373 

■onnda: if in the moment of fond endearment and tender dalliance, I 
perhaps trespoiieed against the Mter of Decorum's law, I appeal, even to 
yon, whether I ever sinned in the very least degree against tlie gurit 
of her Btricteat statute, fint why. My Love, talk to me in sneh strong 
terms; every word of which cqI« me to the very soni! Yon know, a 
Iiint, tiie slightest signtGcatiou of your wisli, is to me a siicred command. 
Be reconciled. My Angel, to your God, your self, and me ; and I pledge 
yon Syloaytder't honor, an uatli, I dare say, yua will trust without 
reserve, tliat yon shall never more have reason to complain of his con- 
duct. Now, my Lore, do not wound our next meeting with any averted 
looks or restrained caresses : 1 have marked tlie line of conduct, a line, 
1 know exactly to your taat«, and which I will inviolably keep ; but 
do not you show the least iuclinatioa to make boundaries : seeming 
distrust, where yoa know yon may connde, te a cruel un against 
seDubility. 

* Delicacy, you know it, was what won me to you at once — lalce eare 
you do not looeen the dearest, moet sacred tie that nnites us.' Clarinda, 
I would not have stung your soiil^J would not liave bruised your spirit, 
as that harsh crucifyin),' ' Take care ' did mine ; no, not to have gained 
heaven I Let ine again appeal to yoar dear Self, if Sylvander, even when 
lie seemingly half- transgressed the laws of Decornm, if he did not shew 
more chastened trembling, faltering delicacy, than the Many of the world 
do in keeping these laws. 

Love and Sensibility, ye have conspired agivinst My Peace t I love 
to mudnesn, and I feel to torture ! Clarinda, tiow can 1 forgive myself, 
that I ever have touched a single chord in your liOROtii with pain I would I 
do it willingly I Would any constderatiiin, any grBtiTication, niake me 
do so! O, did yoD love like me, yon would not, you could not, deny 
or pnt off a meeting with the Man who adores you ; who would die a 
tlionsand deaths before he would injnreyon; and who must sood bid yon 
a long farewell ! 

1 had proposed bringing my bosom friend, Mr Ainslie, tomorrow 
evening, at his strong request, to see you ; as he only has time to stay 
witli lis aboot ten minutea, for an engagement ; bnt — I shall hear from 
you : this afternoon, for mercy's sake I for till I hear from you, I am 
wretcheil. O Clarinda, the tie that binds me to tliee is entwisted, 
incorporated, with my dearest tlireailH of life ! SVLVANDEB. 

Another interview took ploco on January 26th, and yet another, 
Ainslie being prctient, on the following day. 

SYLVANDER TO CI. ARISDA. 

[/muutrv ma.] 

I was on the way, my Love, to meet yon, (I never ilo things by halves,) 

when I got your card. Mr Ainslie goes oot of town to-morrow morning, 

to see a brother of Ills who ia newly arrived from France. I am deter- 
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SYLVANDER TO 

1 liave ftlmoat given np the ExcUa idea, 
on * great person, Miw — —e friend, ■ 
uot oaly deafen na wttli the ilin of their eq 
fastidious pomp, but they niantalaobeaoi 
been qnestioaed like a child about my mat 
for ray ImeriptioD on Stirling window, d 
nie, Jacob ; conie, defy nie, Isra«l I ' 

I have been irith Miea Nimuo. She ia, 
Clarinda finely taya. Sbe lias reconciled mi 
world with her friendly prattle. 

Sobetki has arat me tlie song, set to a C 
have called the aong 'Clarinda ; 'S I have ca 
and tliambedl It over all d^r. I trust yon 
and that no idea or reooll«clioti of me givee ; 



If my prayers have any weight in heave 
yoo and fmda yun in the arras of peace, ex 
intemipted by l)ie ardoniB of devotion. I fl 
BO much positive pleasure, so much fearla 
when 1 irni Til in devotion, or feel the gloriou 
of Atnii(;Uty Fviandsbip — that I ara sure 
enthoaiast. 

How ara tliv ■»"■ 
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CLASINDA TO SYLVANDBR. 

SiLiiilat»St.(najttn.] 

Sylvander, tvben I think of yon m my deare*t and moat att&clied 
friend, I am highly pleased ; bat when yon come acroM my mind u my 
lover, Boniething within givei a itiiiff resembling that of guilt ! Tell nie 
wliy is this! It mast be from the idea lliat I an) onotlier's. What ! 
another's wife I crael Fa(« I I am indeed bonnd in an 'iron cliaini' 
Forgive me, if tliis should give you pidn. Yoa know 1 muet (I told yoa 
I mutl) tell yoa my genuine feelings, or be silent. Last night we were 
happy 1 beyond what the bulk of mankind can conceive I Perliape the 
'line' yon bad tnark'd was a litlU infringed— it was really; bnt, tlio' 
I diaapproix, I have not been unhappy about it. I am convinced no less 
nf your diseemmml tlian of your tcUh to make yonr Clarinda happy. I 
know yon tinetre, nhen you profess horror at the idea of what wonkl 
render her miserable forever. Bnt we roust ytrnrrf agtuiist going to 
the vtrge of danger. Ah t my friend, moch need had w to ' watch and 
pray t' May thene lieiievolent spirits whose office it is to ' f ave the fall 
of Virtue strngglinf!: on the brink of vice ' be ever present to protect and 
gnide us in right patlis 1 

I had an hour's conversation to-day with my ivorthy friend Mr Kemp. 
Yoa'll attribute, perhaps, to (Ait, the above sentiment. Tb true, 
there's not one on earth has so much influence on me, except Sylvander ; 
partly it has forced me ' to feel alonj; the mental intelligence.' How- 
ever, I've broke tlie ice. I confessed I had conceived a tender impression 
of late — that it wan mntnat, and tliat I had wisli'd to unbosom myself to 
him (as I did), particularly to ask if lie thought I should, or not, mention 
it to v\y friend f 1 saw he felt for me (for I was in tears); but he 
bowail'd that I had given my heart, wliile in my present state of 
bonilaRe — wish'd 1 had made it friendship only— in short, talk'd tA nie 
in the style of a tender Parent, anxiou* for my happiness. He dis- 
approves altogether of my saying a syllable of the matter to my friend ; 
says it could only make liim uneasy ; and that I 'm in no way bound to 
do it by any one tie. This has eased me of a load which has lain npon 
my mind ever since our intimacy. Sylvander, 1 wish yon and Mr Kemp 
were acqauinted — such worth and sensibility 1 If you had liis piety and 
eohriety of manners, united to the shining abilities yon possess 1 you 'd 1>e 
'a faultless monster which the world ne'er saw.' He too has great 
talents. His imagination is rich, his feelings delicate, his discernment 
acnte ; yet there are tkadet in his, as in all characters : but these it 
wonld ill became Clarinda to point ont. Alas ! I knoiv too many blots 
in my own ! 

Sylvander, I lielieve nothing were a more impracticable task than to 
nuke you feel a little of gennine Gospel hnmOit}/! Believe roe, I wish not 

* Lori Cnig, htr coiuIil 



v.4.tuc v^iannua ' lias l»een in this inor 
Pray, what does Mr Ainslie think c 
find her merely human ? Three week 
walked into her presence nnjihod ; \m 
when they discover Hvmptoms of mor 
Sylvander's lM>8om !) 

My dearest friend, tiiere are two wis1i< 
you think alike with Clarindaon religioi 
creditable line of basinees. The warni 
perhaps tiie best proof of the sincerity 
earnest of its duration. As to the fii 
hands of the Omniscient ! May He rait 
the other ! While I breathe these ferv 
thing but pure disitUerested regard proi 
chimerical ideas. They are never indu 
endearment, when 

Inno€ 

Looks gsily smiling on; while : 
Hides young Desire amid her £ 
And pours her oup luxurisnt, i 
The sparkling heavenly vintage 

Tis past ten ; and I please myself wii 
about to retire, and write to Clarinda. 
enough ; but I can't be always bright ; t 
a cloud. Sylvander, I wish our kind feel 
set one's heart upon impouibilitie* ? Try 
all I ought to be) : believe me, you 11 fi 
caress the ' mental intelligence * as you 
Sylvander, you'd make me a philosophc 
violently blasting rationality. I have \ 
tliose tilings to the mind. Tomorrow I ' 
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better out of Edin. : it in full of tempt«tton to one of yonr Mctal tuni. 
Providence {if yon be wine in fatare) wilt order tomelhing lietler for 
you. I 'in lialf-glad yon were echool'd ftbont the Tnecription ; 'twill be ■ 
leawu, I hope, in fntnre. ClariDda wonid have lectured yon on it before, 
■if she dorst.' MiBsNimmo isawonian after my own heart. Yon are 
reconciled to the world by her 'friendly pnkttle I' How can you talk to 
diminutively of the conversation of a woman of «olLd Bcneo! what will 
you Bay of Clariuda'n chit chat * I Hnppnee yon will givo it a Btill more 
inaignilicant tenn, if yon dnrst; bnt it in mixed with tomeihing that 
makes it more bearable, were It even weaker than ft in. Miss Nininio !■ 
riijht in botii her conjectnrea. Ali, Sylvanderl my peace mvtt enfler; 
youn cannot. You think. In loving Clarinda, yon are doing right ; all 
IjylvaDder'e eloquence cannot convince nie that it is so I ff 1 were Unt 
at liberty — O how f woold indulge in all tlie laxnry of inaoeent love I 
It in, I fear, I fear, too late to talk in thin strain after indulging yon and 
niynelf bo much; but would Sylvonder Bhetter his Love in FrienilHhip'a 
atlouied garb, Clarinda would bo much happier ] 

' To-uiorrow,' did'at then say ? The time in abort new ; is it not too 
frequent T Do not sweetest dahities cloy soonest ? Take yonr cliance — 
come lialf-past eight. If anything particular occnr to render it improper 
to-morrow, 1 11 send yon woni, and name another evening. Mr Kemp is 
to call to-night, I believe. He, too, ' trembles tor my peace.' Two sncli 
wiirthies to I>e intereet«d abont my foolish ladyship I The Apostle Paul, 
with all his rhetoric, conld not reconcile me te the grtal (little souls) 
when I think of them and Sylvander together ; but I pUy them. 

If e'er smbition did inj fmoy ohwt. 
With Kiy wiiih w mtan, u to be great, 
Cantinne, Har'n, fu-froiii me toremoTs 
The homble blouiugi of tbst life I 'd lovr.* 

Till we meet, my dear Sylvander, adieu t Clakinda. 



SYLVANDER TO CLABIMDA. 

Tuadav Man, |3WA Jn<utTil 

I cannot go oat to-day, my dearest Love, without sending yon half a 
lino by way of a sin offering ; but, lielieve me, 'twas the Bin of ignorance, 
('nnld yon think that T intendol to hurt you by anything I raid yester- 
night! Nature has l)een too kind to you for j'onr happiness, your 
delicacy, your oennibility. why shonld such glorions qnalificationB be 
the fruitful source of wo ! You have ' murdcre<i steep ' to me last night. 
1 went tn l>ed impreeaeil with an idea that you were unhappy ; and every 
start I closed my eyes, busy Fancy painted yon in each scenes of 

* Qnotad tran i piMm by Abnhim Covlajr. 



If Mary is „„t gone by ti.e time H.is « 
eo.n,.h...e„U. She i, a cl.nnning ,,.,, a," 

I send you a poem t.. .ca<l till I call on ■ 
bout n.ne I wi«h I coul.1 p,„cu.e son e u 
that would protect from iniurv or ^tJl 
• tremblingly alive .U o'e/" ou whiTh^ 
«.onght. vainly. I fear. thoughlMirL 
« even y„„ can feel, love ^.^ed tavu 

might make yon l«ppy. SLall I be mirtakei 

CLAKIITDA TO SYtV 

I have been giving Mary a convoy • th« .1. 
• happy woman fa^day. MiTc^kx. x , 
*dmi«d it vastly. 8he^talk""'of'^„'Xwl 

^tuJt^ '"! "^•'y *° '''^P with thoee wl. 

:if£™::^nrtX^tratT''^?? 

woiiiAn ao*,., , leiiiers are cliarmir 



B 
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I never was ftiiiUtiuiiB ; bnt uf lale 1 liave wiabed fur w«altli, witli ui 
anlixir nnfelt before, to be able to My 'Ite independent, tliou dear 
(rieiiil i>[ my heart I' Wbtit exqiiUite joy 1 Tben ' yonr lieitd woald bo 
!ifl«d up a)>ove your enemies.' Oli, tben, wbat little BbiiAling, sne&king 
fttleutiona '. — Bbams upon tlie world I Wealth and power coniniiuid its 
adulation, while real genius and worth, without these, are neglected and 
c<iut«uiued. 

In untnre'i siuipleit habit dad, 
Ko wealth nor power hid he ; 

Ocnini and worth wan all ha had. 



Forgive my quoting "ly moat favouril« lines. Yon apoke of lieing here 
U>-niorrow evening. I believe you wouhl be tlie firat to tire of onr 
vociety ; but I tremble for cenaorious reiiiarka i however, we iiiuat lie 
sober in our liours. t am flat to-day — so adieu 1 I was not so cheerful 
last night as I wished. Forgive me. I an) yours, Clakinda. 



SYLVANDER 



O CLAKINDA 



Fridaw Ueninf, V o'dcek (Fiinary 1). 
Yonr fears for Mary are truly laugliable. I suppose, my love, you and 
I showed her a scene which, perliaps, made licr wish that she had a 
■wain, and one who could love like nie ; and 'tis a thonsand pities that 
BO good a heart aa hers should want an aim, an object I am miserably 
■tupid this iiioming. Yestenlay I dined with a liaronet, and sat pretty 
late over the bottle. And ' who hath wo — who hath sorrow T they that 
tarry long at the wine; they that go to seek mixed wine." Forgive me, 
likewise, a quotation from my favourite author. Solomon's knowledge 
of the world ia very great. He may be looked on as tlie ' S>|>ectator ' or 
' Adventurer' of his day : and it in, indeed, surprising what a samenSM 
has ever been in hnman nature. The broken, but strongly characterising, 
liints that the royal author gives un c>C the nifinncTB of the court of Jem- 
■alem and country of brael are, in their great outlines, the same picture* 
that London and England, Versailles and France exhibit some three 
thousand yeam later. The loves in the ' Bong of songs ' are ali in the 
spirit of Lady M. W. Montague, or Madam Ninon de TKnclos ; t though, 
for uiy part, I dislike Iioth the ancient and modem voluptuaries ; and 
will dare to afllrni, that such au attachment as mine to Clsrinda, and 
such evenings as she anil 1 have spent, are what these greatly respectable 
aud deeply experienced Judges of Life and Love never dreaniol of. 

• rroverbi iilll.. », SO. 

t It ilOH not appnir qalta clsar whr Dunii ihould haTe elaiM>] Lwlf Ktrj-Wtaarj 
MnnCagn QtM-Kei) and Ninon da I'Encloi (ISIA-IVM} la 'molem vnlnptuailH.- Tbef 
mm both notad luriiprll and beauty, but Ihsir clianclsn wen widely ctltrsrenL Y»t LtAf 
ilaTjr inaplnd Fopg'a SplMi V SMm la ^Munl, and to her Pops aridtwawl letKnof Ihs 
moat itlltad and Bnanqnin natlaaCcy; na(ar*h«rownlBtt«nal«Bri tmOaliraU. 



, « 



i: 
t 






* 
I. 



SI 

\ 



I have just l>een before the throne of i 
to my jussocmlion of ideas, my seiitimei 
next devote myself to you. Yesteniij^ 
*that the world cannot give.' I kindle 
a llanie where Innocence looks smiling o 
sacred guard. Your heart, your fondest iv 
these are yours to bestow : your person 
laws of your country ; and lie loves not a 
miserable. 

You are an angel, Clarinda : yon are sure 
owns.' To kiss your hand, to live on yoo 
exquisite bliss than any the dearest favoan 
yourself excepted, can bestow. 



Yon are the constant companion of my tl 
the condition of one who is haunted with com 
under the idea of dreaded vengeance ! And > 
charming secret enjoyment is given to one's I 
of friendship, and the fond throes of love t 
Anger, the acrimonious gall of fretful Impt 
lowering Resentment, or the corroding poison 
eat up the immortal part of man ! If they sp 
unfortunate objects of them, it would be som 
these miserable passions, like traitor Iscari 
Master. 

Thou Almighty Author of peace, and goodn 
me the social heart that kindly tastes of 
draught of joy? — ^warm and open my heart 
nnenvying rejoicing ! Is it the bitter potion • 
witli sincerely sympathetic* ""^'* ' * ' 
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lit iXii, my friend, thftt itmki our momlng blight I 

Til IhU that giUi the horror of oar night 1 

Wlwn wealth foiMkes ni, and whan fneiida are few ; 

When frienda an fatthle«a» or whan ton ponae ; 

Tb thia that warda ths blow or itilla the unut, 

DUanaa afflietlaii or npali ita dart : 

Within th« bnaat bidi pnreat iBptnn riae, 

Bidj nailing Oopaseoee (pread her cloudless ikiet. * 
I met with lUeee veisen very or); in life, and was m deliglited nith 
tlieni tliAt I have them by me, copied &t school. 
Good Dighl aiid sound rest, My ileareat Clarinda. Svlvamder. 

CLARINDA TO SYLVAMDEB. 

Tliere is not a sentiment in yonr last dear lett«r bnt mnst meet the 
approliation of every worthy diBceming mind : except one — ' that my 
heart, my fondest wishes ' are mine to bestow. True, tliey are not, they 
cannot be, placed upon him who ought to have had them, bnt whose 
eondnct (I dare not eay more againet him) has justly forfeited them. Bnt 
is it not too Dear bd infringement of the sacred obligations of marriage 
to bestow one's lieart, wishes, and tiioiiglite upon another! Something 
ill my soal whispers that it approoclies criminality. I obey the voice. 
Let nie cast every kind feeling into the alloweil bond of Frienilship. If 
'tis accompanied with a shadow of a softer feeling, it phall be poured into 
the bosom of a merciful God I If a ninfession of my warmest, tenderMt 
friendship does nut satisfy yon, doty forbids Clarinda should do more t 
Sylvander, I never expect to lie hapi)y litre below I Why was I formed 
so susceptible of emotions I dare not indulge ! Never were there two 
hearts fnnued so exactly alike, as ours ! No wonder onr friendship is 
licightened by the ' sympathetic glow.' In reading your Life.t I find the 
very first poems that hit your fancy were those that first engaged mine. 
Wliile almost a child, the hymn you mentioned, and another of Addison's, 
' When all thy mercies,' &c., were my chief favonrites. They are mach 
so In this hour ; and I make my boys repeat them every Sabbath day. 
When about fifteen, I took a great fondness for Pope's ' Messiah,' which 
I still reckon one of the tablimest pieces I ever met with. 

Sylvander, I believe our friendship will be lasting ; it« basis has been 
virtue, similarity of tastes, feelings, and sentiments. Alas t I shudder 
at the idea of an hundred miles distance. You '11 hardly write me once 
a-month, and other objects will weaken your afTcctlon for Clarinda. Yet 
I cannot believe sa Oh, let the scenes of Nature remind yon of Clarinda ! 
In winter, remember the dark shades of her fate; in summer, the warmth, 
the cordial warmth, of her friendship ; in autumn, her glowing wishes to 
bestow plenty on all ; and let spring animate you with hopes that yonr 
friend may yet live to snmiODnt the wintry blasts of life and revive to 
■ Seenotson p. IM. | Bnma had lant hsr a copy of hl> Istlar lo Uoon. 
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i> I <ii>n't ^ve yon great 
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yd mil iiiit litirt ; Imt I U>ld you 
nenr four yean, the one I cooGdoil 
your ilescriptinn in the ' Epistle W 
friend to c*re for me in Edinburgh 
'twM with him B wanner feeling 
natnr&I effect. I told yon the dm 
tlie tender impreaalon in rae ; but I 
M)) — I tea it in everjr inatunett— Att p 
him M « fkitlifnt friend ; Imt I can ■ 
not eoBTinoed of th&t. He Me* bo b 
and tliinka I rarely am at least pai 
deoeive one In n tender t, potnt, ai 
attachment I never can retnra. I hav 
with Sylvander ; bnt a tlionaand tldnj 
with Jealoony, tiikt 'green-eyed tnOBi 
wound his peace. Tia a delicate affair 
Sylvander, I cannot bear to give pain t 
pay* me the attention of a litother 1 

I never met with a man eongeoiia], [ 
one — ask no qnntions. Is Friday to be 
yoD 'd ateal away — I cannot bear hrew 
of meeting— for the idea t bat we will 
hope. Sylvander, when I nirvey mjse 
consoled that my hnpee, my immortal 1: 
righleonanees of a eompaaiionate Savio 
afflicted, and the angel of His preMnce 

I am charmed with the Lines on Bel 
tiiem. I only wish the world saw yon 
me. Why did yon send forili to th 
Clarinda known yon, slie wonlil have !i 
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efuily get a seat. Your favourite, Mr GonM,* I admired mach. HU 
coiiiiKwitioti b elct'^nt indeed ! — but 'tis like beholding a beautiful super- 
BtnictDro built on s Mtndy foanilation : 'tis line to li>ok npon ; but one 
<1iires not abide in it witli safety. Mr Kemp's language ie very good, — 
porliaps not such Btndied periods as Mr G.'s ; but be is far more 
animated. He is pathetic in a degree that tonelieH one's loal I and then, 
'tiH all built npon a rock. 

I could chide yon for the Parting Soug. f It wrings my heart. * Yov 
may reca' ' — by being vfiseiniattire — 'yonr friend as yet.' I will be year 
friend for ever I Good night t God bless you 1 prays 

Clarikda. 



I ahalt git to-morrow forenoon to Miers alone : 'tis quite a Tisnal thing, 
I hear. Mary is not in town i and I don't care to ask Misa Nimmo, or 
anybodyelse. Wbatuiedoyou want itabootT Sylvander, if yon wish 
my petwe, let Friendship be the word between tu ; I tremble at mora 
' Talk not of Love,' &c. To-morrow I It expect you. Adieu I 

Clarikda. 

Mrs Ml^ehose expressed, at the age of seventy-five, the same 
hope to meet in another sphere the one beait that she had ever 
fonnd herself able entirely to sympathise wIUl 

SYLVAKDSR TO CLARIKDA. 

TInniatHltUtFAniaTjiJI. 

I cannot be easy, my Clarinda, while any aentiineut respecting me in 
yonr bonnm gives you pain. If there i" no man on earth to whom your 
heart and affections are jnstly due, it may savonr of imprudence, but 
never of criminality, to bestow that heart and those affeotions where yon 
plenae. The God of hive meant and made those tteliciouB attachments to 
lie beetowed on somelHxly; and even all the impruilence lies in liestowing 
tlicni on an anwortliy object If this reasoning is conclusive, as it 
certainly is, I most be allowed to ' talk of Love.' 

It in, [wrhaps, rather wrong to ^))eak highly to a friend of his letter : 
it is a|it to lay one nnder a little reatraint in their futnre letters, and 
restraint is the death of a friendly epistle; but there is one passage in 
yonr lent charming letter, Thomson nor Shenstone never exceeded it, nor 
often came up to it. I shall certainly steal it, and set it in some fntura 
poeUc production, and get immortal fame by it. Tis when yon bid the 
scenes of nature remind me of Clarinda. Can I forget you, Clarindat I 
would detest myself as a tasteless, nnfeeling, insipid, infamous block- 
head I I have loved women of ordinary merit, whom I coold liave loved 



limes, tfl wnniler in tlie woixls and 
aiid only tlien, yonr lovely image s 
reverence akin to ilevolii>n. 

To'liinrrow niglit hIibII not be tli< 
stupid, as I Bupp«d late jestemiglit. 



In anticipation of his visit to Di 

TO MR JOHN TXMMA 

My dkar Friend— I eliall Me yoa b 
make thi* a bnsineM letter. I go on ni 
look of a fami near Damfriea ; when, 
accompiiny me, yonr judgment ahall dol 
accident abont ten week* ago, by tlie dr 
and dislocated tlie cap of my knee, wlii 
have bat jnst lately laid aside my cnitc 
my limb aa formerly, for «onie montbi, ) 

My beat eoniplimenta to all yonr f* 
preaent craied with thonght and anxi 
meeting.— I am ever, my dear««t air, yo< 



Heanvhile Bums vas not neglect 
Scottish MngB. The second volumi 
idetion, was indebted to him for 
the songs which ho contributoii to 
name; a few others th.it witc v 
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partially, his, appeared anonyinously. We find, in the eeeond 
volume, besides some already given here, the following acknow* 
lodged contributions ; 

WHISTLE, AN' I'LL COME TO YOU, MY LAD. 
whistle, an' I 'II come to you, my lad, 
whistle, an' I '11 come to you, my lad. 

Though father and mither should baith gae mad, — to^ro 

whistle, au' I '11 come to you, my lad. 

Come down the back stairs when ye come to court me, 
Come down the back staira when ye come to court me, 
Come down the back stairs, and let naebody see. 
And como as ye were na coming to me.* not 



M'PHERSON'S FAREWELL. 
TvVE—MTherton't EaTU. 
[The freebooter James M'Pher«on wa« a bastard of tlie Inverethie 
family by a Gypay motlicr. Of great personal strength, and an excellent 
violinist, lie liail held tlie counties of Aberdeen, Banff, and Moray in fear 
for some years, when, with liis Gypsy followers, he was selied by DnfT of 
Braco, ancestor of the Duke of Fife, and tried before the slierifT of 
ItanfT (Nnveniber 7, 1700). In the prison, while he lay nnder the sentence 
of death, he composed a song and an appropriate air, the former com- 
mencing tlmn ; 

I'ts spent mj time in rioting, 

Debunched my lM«lth snd strength ; 
I iqiundeTed fut *■ pillsge ouse, 
And fell to ibuue st length. 

But dmntoal;, uid vuitoaly, daHuitlr 

And FAbtinglf I '11 gso ; SO 

1 11 play s tone, snd dsnc« it Tonn' roond 

Benuth the gkUon-tree. 

When hmught to the place of execution, at the cross of RanfT (Nov. 
IB), )ie played the tune on IiU violin, and tlien asked if any friend was 
present who wonlil accept the instmment ss a gift at his hanils. No one 
coming forward, he snapped the fiddle across his knee, and threw away 

* Bnmi «nemnli iltertd snd eitmded Uili loiig. Baa Vol. IV. 
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STAY, MY CHARMER, CAN YOU LEAVE MET 
TUNK— ^» GiUe dabh ciar dAubh. 
Stay, my chttmicr, can you loave me t 
Cniel, cruel to deceive me I 
WuH you know how mueli you grieve me : 
Cruel chnrmer, can you go t 

By my love so ill-requited, 
hy the faith you fondly plighted, 
By the pangs of lovurs slighted. 
Do not, do not leave me bo I 



STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT.* 
Thickest night surround my dwelling! 

Howling tempests o'er me mve I 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling, 

Roaring by my lonely cave. 
Ciystol streamlets gently flowing. 

Busy haunts of base mankind, 
Western breezes softly blowing, 

Suit not my distracted mind. 



Tti tbo cause of Kight cugagM 

Wrongs injurious to redress, 
Honor's war we strongly wagM, 

But the heavens dtiny'd success 
Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us, 

Not a hope thnt dare attend. 
The wide world is all before us — 

But a world without a friend I 



• Wllllnni Druminond, rbnrth ^liicannl 
une, with thmt or hli elitwt ton Jmnira, wu 1 
msMttr. Jiiiiealwunannii VlMn(int,*nrl 
oatli of Ihs Mlcr that Uia p«t put Uw ' Uu 
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THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ItOVEK. 
TuNB— J/way. 
Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 

The ana wa the muuntaiiiH cover, 
Like winter on me Mizes, 

Since my young Highland Rover* 
Far wanders nutioriB over. 
CJtoriu — Where'er ha go, where'er ha stmy, 
May Heiiven be his warden : 
Return him safe to fair Stmthepuy 
Anil boiiic Castls-Gordon I 

The trees now naked groaning, 
Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging, 

Tlie binlies diiivie moaning, 
Shall a' be hlythely singing, 
And every flower bo springing. 
Cliiinis—Sae I '11 rejoice the lee-lang diiy, 
"When by !iia mighty Warden 
My yonth's return'd to fair Strathspey 
And bonie Ciistle-Gordnu. 



s 



KAVING WINDS AltOrXD HER IILOWING. 

Ti::iE—Ill'Grigor of liimra's Lamoif. 
I coiiipoHeil llieue vet-Hen on Mira iMabella M'Letxl <if RaatWiy, (Llladiiii 
Ui her feclingH on the dentli al licr i^istcr, anil tlie Htill more nieUnchol; 
ileiitli (17B6) of her Hiflter'a liiisliantl, Ilia lute Earl nf LoiiiJon, who sho 
himself uiit oF Hlieer licart-liieak al hiiiiie tiiortiiicjktions he Huflere<l, owinj 
til tlie tlemnged stAte of liis linanceR.— A 

Raving winds around her hlowinf;. 
Yellow lenvea the woodlands strowing. 
By a river lioarsely routing 
Isabella stray'd deploring. 
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Fsrewell, hours that lat« did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow. 

O'er the Past too fondly wandering 
On the hopeless Future pandering, 
Chilly Grief my life-blood freezes. 
Fell Despair my fancy seiEea. 
Life, thou soul of every blessiug. 
Load to Misery most distressing, 
Gladly how would I resign thee. 
And to dark ObliTion join thee I 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 
TUSB— Druimww Dubh. 



Musing on the roaring ocean 

Which divides my love and me ; 
Weaiying Heav'n in warm devotion 
For his weal where'er he b& 

Hope and Fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late to Nature's law, 

Whisp'ring spirits round my piUow 
Talk of him that 's far awa. 

Ye whom Sorrow never wounded, 
Ye who never shed a tear. 

Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded. 
Gaudy Day to you is dear. 

Gentle Night, do thou befriend me ; 

Downy Sleep, the curtain draw ; 
Spirits kind, again attend me. 

Talk of him that 'a far awa I 
VOL. n, ft 



290 LIFE AND WORKS OF BURNS. 

The volume contained also Clarinda's song *Talk not of love, 
it gives me pain,' with the improvements effected by Burns, and 
set to the tune * Banks of Spey.' The initial * M ' appears at the 
end of the song. Over the same initial appeared a canzonet. To 
a Blackbird,' with * its wings pruned by Burns.' 

Go on, sweet bird, and soothe my care. 

Thy tuneful notes will hush despair ; 

Thy plaintive warblings, void of art. 

Thrill sweetly thro' my aching heart 

Now chuse thy mate, and fondly love. 

And all the charming transport prove ; 

While I, a love-lorn exile, live, 

Nor transport or receive or give. either 

For thee is laughing nature gay, 
For thee she pours the venial day ; 
For me in vain is nature drcst, 
While joy 's a stranger to my breast ! 
These sweet emotions all enjoy ; 
Let love and song thy hours employ ! 
Go on, sweet bird, and soothe my care, 
Thy tuneful notes will hush despair. 

The volume, which was published on the 14th of February,* 
contained a preface, which, if not the com|X)8ition of Bums, at 
any rate beare evidence of his hand : * In the first Volume of 
this work, two or three Airs not of Scots composition have 
been inadvertently inserted ; which, whatever excellence they may 
have, was improper, as the Collection is meant to be solely the 
music of our own Country. The Songs contained in this Volume, 
both music and poetry, are all of them the work of Scotsmen. 
Wlierever the old words could be recovered, they have been 
preserved; both as generally suiting better the genius of the 
tunes, and to preserve the productions of those earlier Sons of 
the Scottish Muses, some of whose names deserved a better fate 
than has befallen them — "Buried 'mong the wreck of things 
which were." Of our more modem Songs, the Editor has inserted 

* Bums says so in a letter to Mr Skinner of that date. The volume is advertised on the 
20th of February as ' published this day,' but the prefkce is dated * March 1, 1788.' 
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the Autliora' names as far as be could ascertain them ; and as that 
was negluctcd iu the first Volume, it is annexed here. If he have 
made any mistakes in this affair, which he possibly may, he shall 
be veiy grateful at being set right 

'Ignorance and Prejudice may perhaps aflfect to sneer at the 
simplicity of the poetry or music of some of these pieces ; but 
their having been for ages the favorites of Nature's Jndges — 
the Common People, vaa to the Editor a sufHcient teat of 
their merit , . .' 



Five letters of Bums to Clarinda follow. The answers have 
Iwen lost. It appears that the apprehensions about the remarks 
of friends and neighbours had been realised. 

BYLVAKDER TO OLARINDA. 

>r«IUKlav, (rAnorv lttk% 

My BVBB dbasbst Clarinda — I moke a nDmeroDs dinner-party wait 
nie wliile I read yours and write tliis. Do not require tliat I «hoald cease 
to love you, to adore you In my soul ; 'tis to me impossible : your peace 
and lisppincM ore to me dearer tlian my sonl. Name the terms on wliicL 
yon wisli to see me, to correspond with me, and you have tliem. I must 
lore, pine, nioum, and adore in secret : this yon most not deny me. Yon 
will ever be to me 

Desr M the light thkt nrita thow nd •7«a, 
DesT u tha ruddy drops thsi wuiu my heufc* 

1 have not patience to read the Puritanic scrawl. Damned sophiBtiy. 
Ye heavens, tlion God of nature, thoa Redeemer of mankind ! ye look 
down witb approving eyes on a passion inspired by the purest flame, and 
gnanle<l by truth, delicacy, and honour ; but the jialf-inch soni of an un- 
feeling, cold-blooded, pitiful Presbyterian Ugot cannot forgive anytliiiig 
aliove Uls dungeon. bosom and foggy head. 

Farewell I I'll be witb yon to-morrow evening ; and be at rest in your 
nund. 1 will be yours in the way yon think most to your happiness. I 
dare not proceed. I love, and will love yon ; anil will, with joyous con- 
fidence, approach the throne of the Almighty Judge of men with your 
dear idea; ami will despise the scnni of sentimeul^ and the mint of 
sophistry. Sylvandkr. 
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some time, perhaps very soon, my Alii 
the advocate of Passion : }ye Thou m 
I plead the cause of truth ! 

I liave read over your friend's haug 
answerable to your God in such a 
creature of yours (a fellow-creature 
because not your peer) a right to ca 
and insult, wantonly and anhnmanly t 
not even wish, to deceive yon, Madan 
witness how dear you are to me ; bnt 1 
be still dearer to me, I would not even 
your conscience. Away with dedamat 
common sense. It is not mouthing ev 
ranting assertions ; it is not assuming, 1 
ing, the dictatorial language of a Bomi 
union like ours. Tell me. Madam, are y 
obligation to bestow your love, tenderaei 
soul, on Mr M'Lehose— the man who 1 
barbarously broken through every tie a 
you ? The laws of your country, indeed, 
policy and sound government, have made 
your heart and affections bound to one w 
either to you ? You cannot do it ; it is n 
you are bound to do it; the common i 
Have you, then, a heart and affections w 
have. It would be highly, ridiculously s 
Tell me then, in the name of common m 
supposition compatible with the plainest 
it is improper to bestow the heart and th< 
that bestowing is not in the smallest degi 
to your children, to yourself, or to 8ociet> 

This is the great test; the conseque 
widowed, forlorn, lonely situation, Avith ; 
tenderness, yet so delicately sitn^*^-' • 
nobler f<»"l'- 
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dresded tiut I bad acted wr<Mig. If I have robbed yon of a friend, Ood 
forgive lue I Bnt, CUruida, be comforted : let tu raise the tone of onr 
feelings a little higher and bolder. A fellow-creatnre who leavea Hi, who 
Bpanu 08 withoDt joat canse, tbo' once onr boaom friend — up with a little 
honest prid»— let them go 1 How shall I comfort yon who am the cause 
of the injury? Can I wrish that I had never seen yon? that we had 
never met! No: I never will! fiat have I thrown yon friendlmT 
tiiere is almoet distraction in that thonght. Father of mercies t against 
Thee often have I sinned ; through Tby grace I will endeavor to do so 
no more I She who, Then knowest, Is dearer to me than myself ; Ponr 
Tboa tiie balm of peace into her past wounds, and hedge her abont with 
Thy peculiar care, all her fntare days and nights I Strengthen her 
tender, noble mind firmly to suffer and magnanimously to bear t Make 
me worthy of that friendship, that love she honors me with. May my 
attachment to her be pure as Devotion, and lasting as immortal 
life I Almighty Goodness, hear me ! Be to her, at all times, par- 
ticnlarly in the hour of distress or trial, a Friend and Comforter, a Guide 
and Goard. 

How an Tb; semnta blert, O Laid, 
Bow sun is their dsfenoe I 

Eternal Wisdmn is their guide, 
Theii help. Omnipotence I 

Forgive me, Clsrinda, the injury I have done yon 1 TO'night I shall 
be with you, as indeed I shall be ill at ease till I see you. 

[SVLTAHDKB.] 

8YLTAKDKR TO CLAHINDA. 

Two fdoct [fffrrwDT ItUl. 

I just now received your Brst letter of yesterday, by the careless Di- 
ligence of the penny poeL Clarinda, mattera are grown very serious 
with lu ; then serionsly bear me, and hear me Heaven I 

1 met yon, my dear Clarinda, by far the Gist of womankind, at least 
to me. I esteemed, I loved, you at first sight, both of which attachments 
yon have done me the honour to retom. Tlie longer I am acquainted 
with you, the more innate amiablenees sjid worth I discover in yon. 
Yon have suffered a loss, I confess, for my sake ; bnt if the firmest, 
steadiest, warmest friendship ; if every endeavour to be worthy of yonr 
friendship ; if a love strong as the ties of natnre and holy as the duties 
of religion ; if all these can make anything like a compensation for the 
evil I liave occasioned yon ; if they be worth your acceptance, or can in 
the least add to your enjoyments, — so help Sylvander, ye Powers above, 
in his hour of need, as be freely gives these all to Clarinda I 

I esteem you, 1 love you, as a friend ; I admire yon, I love yon, tm a 
woman, beyond any one in all the circle of creation. I know I shall 
continue to esteem you, to love yon, to pray for yon, nay, to pn^ for 
myself for yonr sake. 




Th«t column ul 
or, iw tlie winie auLliui' * finely snj 

And lay rtntaf bold for 

I tan youra, Cluiiiila, for Uf«. Ne 
forward : in a f«m weeks I diaJl t 
Mbili^ of M^ng you : till tbm, I 
seitlom. Your fknw, yonr welfwt 
than ojiy gratlE cation wliatav«r. 
niomeut is the worat ; the lenient b* 
lightening the hnnlen, or making ui 

tlie*e frienda—I mean Mr and I 

worldly Hupport : and of their fiienc 
to be euy, and by anil hy to be hap 
livelihood in tlie world, an approvin 
one Gm trusty friend — can anybody tJ 
These ate youra. 

To-morrow evening I aliall be with 
last time till I retnm to Edinbnrgli. 
tbeM two anliicky friendt qneaUon y< 
moN, I do not think they are entitlet 
jealoimy and epying, I deepiM Uiom. 

Adieu, roy deacMt Madam I 



While the tinie vna thns draw 
he found time to write a few lelti;) 






- 'OI^HINUA. 290 

Qotliing. Diwipation anil biwiiieaB cDgroM every momeoL I un 
engftged iii tumUting on Imiiest ScoU «otliusUsl)* a friend of niiiie, 
who IB an engraver, and bos taken it into liis bead to pabliah a collection 
of all ODr Miigs Mt to music, of wliicli tlie words and music are done by 
gcotemen. Tliia, you will easily guess, is on undertaking exactly to my 
taste. I have collected, begged, borrowed, and stolen all the songs I 
could niecL ivitli. ' Fonipey's Ghost,' + words and music, I beg from yon 
imiiieiliately, to go into Ins second nnmber ; the fint is already published. 
I Hlinll shew yoa tlie tirst number when I see you in Glasgow, wliicli will 
be in a fortnight or less. Do be so kind as send me the song in a day 
or two : you cannot imngine how much it will oblige me. 

Direct to me at Mr W. Cmikshank's, St James's Square, New Town, 
Edinbuisli. K. B. 

Caiidlish replied : 

Your kind letter came to liand, anil I woald have answered it sooner, 
had I not delayed in ex[>ectation of finding some person who coald enable 
me to comply with your request. Being luyself unskilled in music as a 
science, I made an attempt to get the song yon mentioned set by some 
other band ; but, as I conid not acconiplish lliis, 1 must send yon the 
wniils without the music-. Some of Edina's fair nymphs may perhapa 
lie able to do yon tlie piece of service which I would liave done with 
greatest pleasure had it lieen in niy power. It is with the greatest 
sincerity I applaud your attem[it to give the worlil a more correct and 
more elegant collection of Scottisli songs than has hitherto appeared. 
They have been long and ninch admired ; and yet, perliapa, no poetical 
eoiiiiKiiiitions ever met with approbation more dUproportioned to their 
merit. Many, from an afTcctation, perhaps, of a more than nsual know- 
leilge of ancient literature, extol with the most extravagant praises the 
pastoral productions of the Greek and Roman poets, aiul attempt to 
)>er>iuade us that in them alone is to be found that natural simplicity, 
and the tenderness oF sentiment, which constitnte the true excellence of 
that species of writing. For my own part, though I cannot altogether 
divest myself of partiality to the ancients, whose merit will cease only to 
be Ailuiired with the nniversal wreck of nien and letters, yet I am per- 
snaded that in many of the songs of our own nation there are beauties 
which it would be vain to look for in the most admired poetical com- 
positions of antiquity. They are the olTiipring of nature ; they are 
expresseil in the language of simplicity : and the love songs, breathing 
sentimenU that are inspired hy the moat tender and exquisite feelings, 
are in unison with the human heart. There Is no one in whose veins the 
smallest drop of Scottish blood circnlates but ninst feel the most heart- 
felt pleasure when he reflects that those songs which do such honour to 
both the genius and feelings of his countrymen, which, in simplicity of 



urw A^v xjbu ov Kua. 



l<uiinM(^. •n' i> <^ win i hf y tlwt pwaJ** tken. b*'^ 
bjr fnringfien, will amUmmt U W anc wiiii lUight b; bMb 



TO MBS DITKLOP. 




Snnie thiDgi ia fonr late I*ttciB bart bm: Mt that f— a^ Ikmm, >■> 
lAt •/iiM Miufoitt mi. Kelt^on, uij ]miuimtd mmimm, Im ant ■■Ir ^M* 
I my life my cbicl de(<nniln><x, bat mtj diucrt fjnjuiwjiL I ba»B 
'|pr>l l««n lb« tiicklon iklin of «»;^afd folBn ; bat, alas ! I bare 
•ei lieen ' mote (mil Uian Icuve.' A matbemacidaB witlnat relijpoo b 
prolmlilc character ; an irrelii^'jiu jiuet b a motater. . . . 

K. B. 



L 



EciiBllu^l!. 1U* /'(brury ITSS. 

TEk.vkiikM) AXD dear Sis— I liave b«co a cripple nnvr near three 
liiiiiitlii', IIiuukIi I am getting vastly better, and hare been very mneli 
liiitriKil tieticlm, or elw I would have wrote yoa sooner. I miist licg 
your iMtrrlon for the epintle yon neat lue appearing in the Ma4,-aEiii< 
liiul ((ivRn a Piiiiy or two to itome ii( my intimate Irieniln, hnt iliil 
know of tlio printingof it till the pnlilicatioii of the Magazine. How 
evf^r, no it iJrieti i^ient horinnr to us both, yon will forgive it. 

Tim nec'iiiil viilniiio of the Mings I mentioned to you in my last is pnb- 
li*lii!il to-day. 1 ftenil yon n copy, wliicli I beg you will accept its a mar 
tiC the veneration I have long hail, and hIiaII ever liave, for your charact«i 
anil of the claim I make Ut your continued acquaintance. Y<mT son^ 
n]>|ii'ar in thu tliini volame, with yonr name in the inileic ; (is I ajtsnre 
you, Sir, 1 hftvolieard your' Tullocligomni.'parlicnlarly among our we»t- 
rouniry folkn, tc'ven to many difTerent names, and moat commonly to the 
Imniorlal anllior of ' The Minstrel,' who, indeed, never wrote any thing 
■lijierior tii ' (lie'ii a nnnjt, Montgomery cried.' Voiir Lrotlier • ban pro- 
iiiIhihI nil- your vci>e» tii llit; Mariiuis of Huntly'a reel, wliicli certainly 
dnKi;rvn ii ]ilncc in Ific collection. My kind host, JHfr CmikHhank, of the 
liil{li si:liorj] Ill-re. and said to lie one of the liest latins in this a^^, begs 
me to iiiiiku ynii liin (grateful acknoivledgmcnts for the entertainment he 






In Edit! burgh. 
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lias gob in * Latin pnblicalion of yoan tliAt I borrowed for liim from 
your Hcqn&intuice and inach respected friend in thia place, tlie Keverend 
Dr Weljster.* Mr Cniiksbank maintaiiu that yon write the beet Latin 
since [George] Buchanan. I leave Edinburgh to-morrow, bnt sliall retnm 
in three weeks. Yoar aong yoa mentioned in yoar last, to the tune of 
'Duiiibarton Drums,' and the other, which you say was done by a brother 
by trade of mine, a ploughman, I shall tliank you for a copy of each. I 
ant ever. Reverend Sir, with the most respectful esteem and iincere vener- 
ation, yoaiB, It. B. 



TO : 



OWN, 



UR BI< 

KDiiTBuaoB, llUt FibniaTTi 17M. 

My DEAB Friend — I received youia with the greatest pleasure. I 
shall arrive at Ulasgow on Monday evening ; and beg, if powible, yon 
will meet me on Tuesday, I shall wait you Tuesday all day. I shall 
lie found at Durie's, Black Ball Inn. I am hurried, as if hunted by fifty 
devils, else I should go to Greenock : bat if yon cannot possibly come, 
write me, if possible, to Glasgow, on Monday ; or direct to me at Mass- 
giel by Manchline ; and name a day and plac 
fortnight from this date, where I may meet yon. 
in Ayrshire, Mid return t 



1 Ayrshii-e, witliii 

I only stay a fortnight 

, my dearest friend, 

Robert Burns. 



TO Mitts CHALMERS. 

Edihbumih, Sundat [Fibruiry IT]. 

To-morrow, mydearmadam, Heave Edinburgh. . . . I have altered all 
my plans of futnre life. A farm that I could live in, I could not find ; 
and indeed, after the necessary support my brother and the rest of tlie 
family required, I could not venture on farming in that style suitable to 
my feelings. Yon will condemn me for the next step I have taken. I 
have entered into the excise. I stay in the west about three weeks, and 
then return to Edinhurgb for six weeks' instructions ; afterwards, for I 
get employ instantly, I go ofi il plait d Dun — el moH Roi. I have chosen 
this, my dear friend, aft«r matnra deliberation. The question b not at 
what door of fortune's palace shall we enter in ; but what doors does she 
0)>en to us ! I was not likely to get any thing to do. I wanted u>t 6w(, 
whicli is a dangerous, an nnbappy situation. I got this without any 
hanging on or mortifying solicitation ; it is immediate breail, and 
though poor in comparison of the last eighteen montlis of my existence, 
'tis luxury in comparison of all my preceding life: besides, the com- 
missioners are some of them my acquaintances, and all of them my firm 
friends. It B. 

of tha aootUili Xpluotal Chnrch In Edlnbaith. 
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Mrs Koso of Kilravock had, on Burus's visit there, under- 
taken to obtain for him copies of two Highland airs which 
he had heard sung by her sister-in-law, Miss Kose, at Kildram- 
mie. On the 30th November she sent him the airs he had 
desired. In an accom|>ajiying letter she says they are already 
' clothed with thoughts that breathe and words that bum ;' but 
' these being in an unknown tongue to you, you must again have 
recourse to that same fertile imagination of yours to interpret 
them, and suppose a lover's description of the beauties of au 
adored mistress — why did I say unknown ? The language of love 
is an universal one, that seems to have escaped the confusion of 
Babel, and to be understood by all nations.' She adds, with refer- 
ence to a letter of his : 'Allow me to believe that ** friendship will 
maintain the ground she has occupied " in both our hearts in spite 
of absence, and that when we do meet, it will be as acquaintance 
of a score of years' standing. • • . Farewell, sir; I can only contri- 
bute the widatifs mite to the esteem and admiration excited by your 
merits and genius; but this I give as she did — with all my heart'* 



TO MRS ROSE, OF KILRAVOCK. 

BDiNBuaau, Ftbmarjf 17(A, 1788. 

Madam — Yon are much indebted to some indispenBable hnsincw I 
liave had on my handn, otherwiHe my gratitude threatened Buch a return 
for your obliging favour as wonld have tired your patience. It Imt 
poorly expresses my feelings to say that I am sensible of yonr kindness: 
it may be said of hearts such as yours l<«, and such, I hope, mine is, mnch 
more justly tlian Addison applies it — 

Some souls by instinct to each other turn. 

• Mrs Slimbeth Roue, of Kilravock, who was bom In 1747, was a remarkable woman. 
In a Gtntalogieal Deduction of tMe FamUy of Rote of KUravoek, eilitad from oM docu- 
ineiits by Cosmo Innes (1848), she is described as ' the choice companion, the leader of 
all cheerful amusements, the humorous story-teller, the clever mimic, the very soul of 
society.' She was very fond of reading, and had a great a»lmiration for literary men. • In 
conversation, she was always animated and natural, fbll of pennine humour, and keen and 
quick perception of the ludicrous. . . . She sung the airs of lier own country, and she had 
learned to take a part in catches and glees, to make up the party with her fkther and 
brother. The same motive led her to study the violin, which she played like male artists— 
supiwrted against her shoulder. . . . She was enthusiastic and yet steady in her friendshipa; 
benevolent, hospitable, kind, and generous beyond her means.' Lady Kilravock, as she was 
ca11e<l, had married a gentleman of her own fkmily name, then dead, and was the mother of 
Hugh, twentieth laird of Kilravock, who is spoken of as a boy in Bums's letter. Hngh 
died in 1827. 



Tb«re vru aomeUiing id my reception at Kili&vock so different from 
the colli, obsequiouB, daticin){-Bc1iool bow of politenees, that it almoitgot 
into my liead that frienilBhip had occapied her gronnd without the 
iDterniediate march of acquaintance. I wish I could transcribe, or rather 
transfuse into langtingc, the glow of my heart when I reail your letter. 
My ready fancy, with colonrs more mellow than life itself, painted the 
beautifully wild scenery of Kilmvock — the venerable grandeur of the 
eafitle — llis spreading woods — the uinding river, gladly leaving hii 
unsightly, heathy source, and lingering with apparent delight aa be 
posaes the fairy walk at the liottoni of the garden ; — yonr late distreesfnl 
anxietiee * — your present enjoymenta — your dear little angel, the pride of 
yonr hopes;— my aged friend, venerable in worth and years, whose Inynlty 
and other virtues will strongly entitle her to the support of the Almighty 
Spirit here, and his peculiar favour in a happier state of existence. Yon 
cannot imagine, Madam, how much such feelings delight me ; they are 
my dearest proofs of my own immortality. Should I never revisit the 
north, as probalily I never will, nor again see your hospitable niansinn, 
were I, some twenty years hence, to see your little fellow's nanie making 
a proper figure in a newspaper paragraph, my heart would bound with 
pleoHure. 

I am assisting a friend in a collection of Scottish songs, set to their 
pro|ier tunes; every air worth preserving is to be included: among others 
I have given ' Morag,' and sonie few Highland airs which pleased me 
most, a dress which will be more generally known, though far, far 
inferior in real meriL As a small mark of my grateful esteem, I beg 
leave to present you with a copy of the work, as far as it is printed ; the 
Man of Feeling, that first of men,+ has promised to transmit it by the 
first opportunity. 

I l<eg to be remembered mnst respectfully to my venerable friend and 
to yonr little Highland chieftun.; When yon see the ' two fair spirits of 
the hill 'at Kildmraroie.l tell them tliat I have done myself thehononrof 
setting myself down as one of their admirers for at least twenty yeam to 
come, consequently they must look upon me as an acquaintance for the 
same period ; hut, as the Apostle Paul says, ' this I ask of grace, not of 
debt.' I have the honour to l«. Madam, Sec It. It. 



Burns left Eilinbaigh on Monday the 18th of February. He 
took Glasgow on his wny, chiefly to have a meeting with Richard 
Brown, whose vesset, the Marr/ and Jean, was now advertised as 
to be ready at Greenock on the let of March, to receive goods for 



■» pcotcctloD sod aatebllilinsiit of Un Roh'i uicaitnl iJihla hi 



tion uf ilie NewtoiiittD pliil..»o 
objects Here tn one anullier, t 
my system, every milestone 
awnkeiieil a keeniT [Hint; of a 
love! Is yo«r licart ill at i 
peisecutors slmulit liarasa that 
my OWD. Be aiwured I nliall evt 
nioments of devotion, pray (or , 
thonglit«, ' be that hour darkoet 
it not be numbered in the hoora 
When I foiset the 
Ba my tongue mntt 
And, dead to JDj, fi 

I have jnat met with my (Jc 
pleasure : to meet yon could alo 
Wiltiam, too, the young saddler,! 
Itere are we three spending the eve 

I arrived here too late to writ< 
theeta of blank paper together, ani 
of a parcel. You shall hear from n 
a longer letter, but for the present 

Adieu, my Clarinda I I am just 
of grace-drink. 



Mr lias just left me, after 1 

tion. I told him of the usage I hfti 
enndenined mucli, bh nnnianly and 
for Ilia call ; but ho told me it ' t 

• ' Fw OiBiin.lii.-Thp lien- i<1>>|i .V..i-,i, in. 
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friendahip from the world.' Think how I was mortified : I wu, indeed ; 
and effected so, u hardly to raBtraiii lean. He did not name yon ; bat 
•poke in terms thfit showed plainly he knew, Woald to God lie knew 
my Sylvander as I do I then might I hope to retain his friendship etill ; 
bnt I have made my choice, and yon alone can ever make me repent it. 
Yet, while 1 live, I iiiuat regret the loaa of audi a man'B friendsliip. My 
dear, generoiu friend of my aoul does so too. I love him for it 1 Yeeter- 
day I thought of yon, and went over t« Miw Nimmn, U> have the luxnry 
of talking of you. She waa most kind ; and praised yon more than ever, 
aa a nian of worth, honour, genius. Oh, how I coijd have listened to 
her for ever 1 She says she is siraid onr attachment will he lastiog. I 
stayed tea, was asked kindly, and did not choose to refuse, as I stayed 
laat time, when yon were of the party. 1 wish yon were here to-night to 
comfort me. I feet hnrt and depressed ; bnt to-morrow I hope for a 
cordial from your dear hand I I mnat bid yon good night Remember 
yonr Clarinda. Every blessing be yours I 

Your letter this moment. Why did you write before to-day I Thank 
yon for it. I figure yonr heartfelt enjoyment laat night. Oh, to have 
been of the party I Where waa it T I 'd like to know the very spot. My 
head aches so I can't writ« more ; bnt I have kiased yonr dear lines over 
and over. Adiea ! 1 'II finish this to-morrow. Yonr CURINDA. 

ITnliiadaiF, Son. 

Mary was at niy bedside by eight this morning. We had mnch cliat 
about yon. She is an affectionate, faithful soul. She tella me her 
defence of yon waa so warm, in a large company where yon were blamed 
for some trivial affair, that she left them impressed with tiie idea of her 
being in love. She laughs and says "tia pity to lukve the skaith 
[blame], and nothing for her pains.' 

My Bpirita are greatly beti«r to-day. I am a little antciona abont 
Willie : his leg is to lie lanced this day, and I shall be fluttered till the 
operation ia fairly over. Mr Wood thinks he will aoon get well, when 
tlie matter lodged in it is discuBsed. God grant it 1 Oh, how can I ever 
be ungrateful U> that good Providence who haa blest nie with ao 
many nndeserved mercies, and saved me often from the ruin I courted I 
The heart that feels its continual dependence on the Almighty is bound 
to keep His laws by a tie stronger and tenderer than any human 
obligation. The feeling of Honour is a noble and powerful one ; bnt can 
we be honourable to a fellow .creature, and basely unmindful of our 
Bonntlful Benefactor, to whom we are indebtod for life and all its 
blessings ; and even for those very distinguishing qualities. Honour, 
OeniuH, and Benevolence T 

I am sure you enter into these ideas ; did yon think with me in all 
p(dnts I should be too happy ; but I 'II be silent. I may winli and pray, 
bnt yon shall never again accuse me of preeumption. My dear, f writ« 
you this to Maueliline, to be waiting you. I hope, nay I am sniv, 'twill 
be welcoDW. 



Yol) ii-e Ml extriiiVagfiut prtxligRl in more fssentiitl tliingn tliMii &lleo. 
tiun. 'r<)-(lay'H pmi wuu1<l liave bronglit me yiiurs bxkI iwv«i1 yun 
six)<enc(i. However, it pleoaeU nie to luiow Uiat, Ihougb atsa&t m body, 
'yuii were present witli nie In npirlL' 

Do yon kDOwaMitaNolly HiLiiiiltDnin Ayr, ilauglil«r 10& Ci^tMnJnhn 
H. of the Excise cuttetl 1 stuid wiUi her at Kailxie [l*ee1>loBiiliire|, And 
love lier. She U a iletir, aiiiialile, romontia girl. I wish niucli to write to 
licr, Riid will eDclosQ it fur yuii to deliver, peTBonally, it agreeable. She 
rovetl nboiit your poems in summer, aiid wished la be arijuatDlail. Let 
me know if you have any objections. Slie a an intimate o( Miss Niinmo, 
too. 1 think the straete look deaerted-Uko siucc Monday ; and thera '■ a 
certaiu insipidity in kckmI kin<l of fiilka I onc« eujoyei) not n lilUe. Yon, 
wlio are a Cftsuisl, explain these deep enigniax. Misa Wardrali« snpped 
here on Monday. Slie once named you, which kept nie fmni falling 
Rslep]: I drank your lieAlLli in a glaas of ale— as tlie laasea do at 
Hullinve'en, — 'in to mysel.'* 

Happy Sylvander 1 to meat with the dear charities of hrotUer, «tsler, 
pai-Hiitl whilst 1 liAve none of these, and belong to nolxvly. Yo, I 
liavo my children, and my henrt's friend, Sylrander^tlie only nne I bttve 
ever found capable of that nainelem, delicate attachment, n-liicli none bnt 
n.iMe, romantic niinils ran comprehend. I envy yon ti.e Captain^ 
society. Don't tell him of the ' Iron Chain,' le«t he call ns Loth fools. 
I Kftw the happy trio in my mind's eye. So nlisence increases yonr fond- 
ness ; 'tis ever so in great souls. I^t the poor worldlings enjoy (pons«<s, 
I mean, for they can't enjoy) their golden dish ; we have eneh of ns an 
estate, derived from tlie Fatlier of the Universe, into whose hands I 
tnist we'll return it, cultivated, so as to prove an inexhaustible treaenre 
Ihrough the endless ages of eternity 1 



\Tr Wood has not come, so the affair is not over, t hesitate about 
sendinR this till I hear further ; but I think you said yoji 'd be at 
M[aHchliiie] on Thm-sday : at any rate you 'II get this on yonr arrival. 

Farewell ! may you ever ahiiie under the shadow of the Almighty. 
^oi"^. Clarinda. 

Bums proceeded on the IDtli to Paisley, and thence to Bunion 
Honse, where ho stayed two days. From Kilmarnock he gave 
Cbrinda an account of liifl progress. 

SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA. 

KiLUARKOcit, Friday [S3d Fchroar,]. 
I wrote you, my dear Mailam, the moment I alighted in Glasirow 
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Since tlien I have not had opportunity : for in P^ley, where I airivAd 
next duy, my vrortliy, wise frieatl, Mr Fattison,* ilid not allow me a 
luumeut'H respite. I was there ten hours ; during wliich time I wae 
intitMluced to uiue nieu wortii six tbuutiaiida ; live men wortli ten tlioa- 
saudij ; liia brotlier, richly worth twenty tliuusauds ; and a yuung weaver, 
who will' have thirty tlionti&nds good when his father, wlio lias no more 
children tliau the said weaver, and a Whig-kirk,t dies. Mr P. was bred 
a zealous Antiburgher ; but, duriog liis widowerbood, lie liai found tlieir 
strictneBB incompatible with certain coinprouiisea he is often obliged to 
make witli thuee Powers of darknem — the devil, the world, and t^e 
flesh : so he, good, merciful man 1 talked privately to me of the 
alianrdity of eternal tormenta ; the liberality of sentiment in indnlg- 
ing tlie honest instinete of nature ; the myBteriee of concubinage, &c. 
He bns a son, however, that, at ^xteen, baa repeatedly insisted on 
certain privilegeH, only proper for sober, staid men who can use the 
good thing* of this life without abusing them ; but the father's 
parental vigilance baa hitherto hedged him in, amid a corrupt and evil 

His only dangbter, who, ' if the beaat be to the fore, and the branks 
bide hale,' will have seven tbonsand ponnds when her old father 
Btepa into the dark Factory-ofBce of Eternity with h[a well'thnmmed 
web of life, liaa put bim again and again in a commendable lit 
of inilignatinn, by requesting a harpaicbord. '01 theae boarding' 
schools r exclaims my pTudeut friend. 'She was a good spinner and 
sewer, till I was advised by her foes and mine to give her « year of 
Edinbiir),'b !' 

After two bottles more, my much- respected friend opened up to me 
a project, a legitimate child of Wisdom and Good Sense; 'twas no 
leas than a long-thought- on and deeply-matured deaign to marry a girl, 
fully oa elegant in her form os the famous priest«sst whom Saul con- 
sulted in his last hour«, and who hud been second moid of honour to 
his deceased wife. This, you may be sure, I bighy applauded, so I 
hope for a pair of glovea by and by. I spent the two bypast days 
at Dunlop House with that worthy family to whom I waa deeply 
indebted early in my poetic career; and in abont two hours I siiall 
prexent your 'twa wee sarkies' [shirtti] to the little fellow. My 
dearent Clarinda, ynu are ever present with me ; and these honra that 
drawl by among the fools and rascals of thia world are only supportable 
In the idea tliat they are the forerunners of that happy hour that 
nnhera me U> 'the mistress of my soul.' Next week I shall visit 
Dumfries, and next again return to Edinburgh. My letters, in theae 
hurrying dissipated hours, will be heavy trash ; bnt yon know the 
writer. God bless you. Sylvandee. 

• Mr Alnindtr PsttUon. ' booVKller.' Bf p. lit. 

t ThIa pnlMbly nana that tlic Whig (Catnnontui) XIrk CipKlad tkt eqnlTSlint of * 
■oii'fi ahara In tlia fortDDS. 
t Tha nrlteh or Xndor. 



never iUiiibt«d it ; tint botli daje In 
tlioii'<anil conjectures have conspin 

have I BuHurcd iniicli disquiet fiuni 

yon, and you alone, I have ever foi 
accomplished ; nay, even niy fond 
anticipated t To what, then, can I 
line since Monday T 

God forbid tliat yonr nervoos ailn 
office, from which you dortved pleaan 
cat« of all enjoyment*, pleaaura red 
hear from yon. Hope, blessed hope, 
fill my boaoni with thy benign iDflnan 

I liave been solitary since tlie tei 
solicited to go to Dr Moyea's lectnra 
hers, a student ; one of the many stt 
Science of Puppyism, 'or the nioe c( 
that sovereign contempt did I eompa 
the intelligent, manly observation whii 
Sylvander. He is a glorious piece of 
Tlie subject to-night was the origin oJ 
ocean. Many parte were far beyon 
indeed that of most women. What 
altogether raised my thoughts to tl: 
goodness of the Deity. The man bimi 
a universal blank of Nature's wnrkSgt 1 
witli Celestial light. He concluded wit 
' All are bnt parte of one stupendous n 
read with sublime pleasure. 

Miss Burnet sat just behind me. ^ 
her, having never seen her so near. I r 
What felicity to wituoss hei 'Softly 
cnlild vou celclirnte any other Clarindn 
as Toiie of -"■■•■■' ■- 



hear to 

both! 
Good-niglit, God blew you, piuya 



□w, I elial] form ilreodfa] reasons. God forbid ! ItiHliop 
within A foot of me, toa Wlul iield of contemplation— 



Next day Bums airived at Moasgiel. 



TO ME : 



lOHARQ DROWN 



ORE 



INOCK. 



L, Ua Fibruary ITSS. 

Mv DBAR Sir— I cannot get tlie proper direction for my friciiil in 
Jamaica ; but tlie following will do : To Mr Jo. Hutcbinson,* al Jo. 
Brownrigg'B, Esq., care of Mr Benjamin Henriquez, merchant, Orange 
Street, KingBton. I arrived here, at my brotlier's, only yesterday, after 
lighting my way tlirougli Paisley and Kilmarnock, agunst tliOM old 
powerful foes of mine, the devil, the world, and the flesli ; so terrible in 
the fields of dissipation. I have met with few incideat* in my life which 
gave nie so much plessnre as meeting you in Glasgow. There is a time 
of life beyond whicli we cannot form a tie worth the name of friendship. 
' O youth I enchanting stage, profusely blest ! ' t Lite is a fairy scene ; 
Almost all that deserves the name of enjoyment or pleasure is only a 
charming delusion: and in comes repining Age, in all the gravity of 
hoary wisdom, ami wretchedly chases away the bewitching phantom. 
When I think of life, I resolve to keep a strict look-out, in the conrse of 
economy, for the sake of worldly convenience and independence of mind ; 
to cnltivate intimacy with a few of the companions of yonth, that they 
may be the friends of age ; never to refuse my liquorish humour a hand- 
ful of the sweetnieata of life, when tliey come not too dear ; and, for 
Fntnrity, — 



The prewnt mome: 
The nieat [nsxt] w. 

n my philosophy ! Giv 
I to be, my dear Sir, yoi 



my best compUmenta to Mn B. j 
ra moat truly R. B. 



avLVANDER TO CLARINDA.t 

IHoaoIIL, Sol., a Fib. 17«8.1 
I have just now, my ever ilear Madam, delivered your kind present to 
my sweet little Bobbie, whom I And a very fine fellow, Yonr letter waa 
waiting me. Your interview with Mr Kemp opena a wound, Ul-closed, 

■ Doubtleu tha eorrsi|»ndant of Bums who conpstabM biin on being nvsd (tom 
going to JurulcL Sm Vol. I., p. aet. 
I Thli wu to tha Isit s ntvoartl* qnoUUoi 
1 Pint printHi In th* BanfMrt Jmnal. t 
VOL. II. 



4:t\: 



...iiiLy, triprl U) coiii|>are licr wit 
glimmer uf a farthing taper be 
HUD. Here WRi' tnstelem iiidip 
fawiiini; ; there pnlislieil ROcxl s 
generiiuH, tlie iiinst <lelicate, the 
jicr, aiid Hlie with nie. 

I set off to-moTTOW for Dumfrii 
to Mr Miller ; for I know tha Im 
from DomfriM, U thcM bonid po 



Mr baatt, wrtntva 

Btmto'OariBda' 

And div at nth 

I jnat stay to write yoa a few 1 

Hr Gavin Hamilbin. I hat« mj 

tbew interviewa of old dear frienda 

forget Clarinda. 

Remember to-morrow evening, a 
Father of Mercira, at that hour on ) 
poet goes not to-night, 1 11 finieh tin 

P.&— Remember. 



It waa probably on Monday 
Damfriewtiire, with his friend J 
of Mr Miller's farms on the faai 
all confident of being able to find 
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eqiud to the insiilioiu decree of the Perai&D monareb's mkodato, when he 
forbade aaking petition of Gml or man for forty days.* Bad the 
venerable prophet been as throng [busy] aa I, he had not broken ttie 
decree ; at least not thrice a day. 

I am thinking my farming scheme will yet hold. A worthy intelligent 
farmer, my father's friend and my own, lias lieea witli me on the spot : 
lie thinks the bargain practicable. I am myself, on a more aerioos 
review of the lands, niacb better pleased with tliem. I won't mention 
this in writing to anybody bnt yon and Mr Ainslie. Don't accuse me 
of being fickle ; I have the two plana of life before me, and I wish to 
adopt the one nioet likely to procure nie independence. 

I shall be in Edinburgh next week. I long to see yon ; yonr image is 
omnipresent to me ; nay, I ain convinced I would soon idolatrize it most 
seriously ; so moch do absence and memory improve the medium through 
which one sees the much-loved object. To-night, at the sacred hour of 
eight, I expect to meet you, at the Throne of Grace. I hope, as I go liome 
to-night, to find a letter from yon at the post-olGce in Mauchline ; I have 
just once seen tliat dear hand since I left Edinburgh; a letter, indeed, 
which much affected uie. Tell me, first of womankind, will my wannest 
attachment, my sincereat friendship, niy correspondence — will they be 
any compensation for the sacrifices you make for my sake ! If they will, 
thsy are yonrs. If I settle on the farm 1 propoMt, I am just a day and a 
halfa riile from Edinbnrgh.t We shall nieet : don't you say ' Pcrhape, 
too often : ' 

Farewell, my fair, my charming Poetess ! Hay all good things ever 
attend yon. 

I am ever, my dearest Madam, Yonts, Syltandbb. 



TO HR VILLIAM ORDIKSRAHK. 

My dear Sir — Apologies for not writing are frequently like apologies 
for not singing, the apology better than the song. I have fought my 
way severely through the savage hospitality of this country — [the object 
of all Ijoatfl being] to send every gueat drunk to bed if they can, 

I executed your commission in Glasgow, and 1 hope the cocoa came 
safe. Twss the same price and the very same kind as your former 
parcel ; for the gentleman recollected yonr buying there perfectly well. 

I should return my thanks tor yonr hospitality (I leave a 

blank for the epithet, aa I know none can do it justice) to a poor way- 
faring Bard, who was spent and almost overpowered fighting with Prosaic 
wickedness in high places ; but I am afraid lest you should hnrn the 
letter wlienever ynn come to the passage, ao t pass over it in silence. 

I am just returned from visiting Mr Miller's farm. The friend whom I 
' Dinlel vl. 7. Tha number of tha diyi ii thirty, not foity. 

I Tha dlittnca la a titua over lavantj mlleai At thli tlms thars WM so piiblte oonh on 
aven ao Importuit ■ lloaof eominiinlcatlDii u tba rosd batwMO Edlnburib and DninftlM. 
A iiiill-eoub eoninanoadruDnlnguixin itDdU ----- ■ 
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told you I would take with me was highly pleased with the farm ; and 
as he is, Avithoat exception, the most intelligent farmer in the country, 
he has staggered me a good deal ; I have the two plans of life before me : 
I shall balance them to the best of my judgment, and fix on the most 
eligible. I have written Mr Miller, and shall wait on him when I come to 
toMm, which shall be the beginning or middle of next week. I would be 
in sooner, but my unlucky knee is rather worse, and I fear for some time 
will scarcely stand the fatigue of my excise instructions. I only mention 
these ideas to you; and indeed, except Mr Ainslie, whom I intend 
writing to to-morrow, I will not write at all to Edinburgh till I return to 
it. I would send my compliments to Mr Nicol, but he would be hurt 
if he knew I wrote to any body and not to him, so I shall only beg my 
best, kindest compliments to my worthy hostess and the sweet little rose- 
bud. So soon as I am settled in the routine of life, either as an excise 
officer or as a farmer, I propose myself great pleasure from a regular corre- 
spondence with the only man almost I ever knew, who joined the most 
attentive prudence with the warmest generosity. 

I am much interested for that best of men, Mr Wood. I hope he is in 
better health and spirits than when I saw him last. I am ever, my 
dearest friend, your obliged, humble servant, RoBT. Burns. 

Mauchune, 8 March 1788. 

TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE, 
AT MR SAML. MITCHELSON'S, W.S., CARRUBBER*S CLOSE, EDINBURGH. 

Mauchlinc, 3d Marek 1788.* 

My DEAR Friend— I am just retume<l from Mr Miller's farm. My 
old friend whom I took with me was highly pleaj<ed with the bargain, 
and advised me to accept of it. He is the most intelligent, sensible farmer 
in the county, and his advice has staggered me a good deal. I have the 
two plans liefore me : I nhall endeavour to balance them to the best of 
my judgment, and fix on the most eligible. On the whole, if I find Mr 
Miller in the same favourable disposition as when I saw him last, I shall 
in all probability turn farmer. 

I have been through sore tribulation, and under much buffeting of the 
wicked one, since I came to this country. Jean I found banished, like 
a martyr — forlorn, destitute, and friendless ; all for the good old cause : 
I have reconciled her to her fate : I have reconciled her to her mother. . . . 

I shall be in Edinburgh the middle of next week. My fai-ming ideas I 
shall keep private till I see. I got a letter from Clarinda yesterday, and 
she tells me she has got no letter of mine but one. Tell her that I wi-ote 
to her from Glasgow, from Kilmarnock, from Maucliline, and yesterday 
from Cumnock as I returned from Dumfries. Indeed, she is the only 
person in Edinburgh I have written to till this day. How are your soul 
and l)ody putting up?— a little like man and wife, I suppose. Your 
faithful friend, ROBT. BURNS. 

* This letter is undated, but hss been so endorsed by Ainslie. 
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[TO T]* 

HicCHLUd (Jfaret 1TB9). 

My DEAR Sir— My life, unce I saw yon last, liu been one conlinned 
harry ; that savage hoepitality irliich knocVs a man dowa with strong 
liquors is the devil. I have a sore warfare in this world : the devil, the 
world, and tlie flesh are three fonuiilable foes. Tlie first I generally try 
to fly from ; the second, alas I generally flies from me ; hut the third b 
my plague, worse than the ten plagues of Egypt. 

I Iwve been looking over several (anns in this country; one, in particn; 
lar, in Nitlisdale, pleased me so well, that if my offer io the proprietor is 
accepted, I shall couimence farmer at Whit-Sunday. If fanning do not 
appear eligible, I shall have recoarse to my otlier shift ri hut this to a 

I set out for Edinbnrgh on Monday morning ; how long I stay there ia 
ODcertain, bnt you will know so soon as I can inform you myself. How- 
ever I determine, poesy mnst he laid aside for some time ; my mind has 
been vitiated with idleness, and it will take a good deal of eRbrt to hab- 
ituate it to the roatine of bnsiness. I am, my dear Sir, yours sincerely. 



Jean AnnouF was, for the second time, about to become a 
mother. From his letter of 3d March to Robert Ainalie it fully 
appears that Bums had no design at that time of renewing his 
offer of marriage to Jean. On the cotitmry, anxious perhaps to 
keep himself free to secure Clarinda, and not perhaps without 
some apprehension that the marriage certificate of Kforch 1786, 
though destroyed, might prove an impediment to that consumma- 
tion, he tells that he had taken a solemn promise from Jean — 
'never to attempt any claim u|K>n me as a husband, even though 
any one should persuade her she had such a claim, which she 
had not, neither during my life nor after my death.' Jean he re- 
garded as one, in short, to whom he was not bound by any moral 
tie, though he held himself under an obligation of humanity to 
protect lior in her present circumstances. 

When Jean was expelled, in the middle of winter, from her 
father's house, she was sheltered by the wife of the Poet's 
friend, William Muir, the miller of Tarlioltnn. He now secured for 

* ADlii Cunnlnghmnpubllihftd thUlett«uuldinHdtflItotKnAln>llB.BKi..anilui>dcr 
d>U July ITSr. The letter wi-mt hiva b«n writtan at tlili p«iixl or Biimi'i life, anliig 
thiit It ullgda to hli DtTei tot Hilln'i Iknn. Slneoire hivs slnwljr sn ondoubtsd Isttar of 
thlttitnato Allulls, Itiurnot ba Ineomct to inniilH tint tha luparacrtpllon oflHUiaBt 
Allan,' IJka th» dat«, hai been gixtm upon conjactuis, sod In «qu«U/ ar 

t TheSiciH. 
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her a room in Mauchline.* There she was visited by her mother, 
who attended her during her confinement. 

No allusion is made by Burns in any of his letters to the second 
accouchement It is recorded in his family-Bible thus — ' March 3, 
1788, were bom to them twins again, two daughters, who died 
within a few days after their birth.' t 

CLARINDA TO 8YLVANDKB. 

EDmuROB, Uartk 6, 1788. 

I received yours from Cumnock about an hour ago ; and to show you my 
good-nature, sit down to Aviite to you immediately. I fear, Sylvander, 
you overvalue my generosity ; for, believe me, it will be some time ere I 
can cordially forgive you the pain your silence has caused me I Did yon 
ever feel that sickness of heart which arises from ' hope deferred 7 ' That, 
the cruelest of pains, you have inflicted on mc for eight days by-past. I 
hope I can make every reasonable allowance for the hurry of business 
and dissipation. Yet, had I been ever so engrossed, I should have found 
one hour out of the twenty-four to write you. No more of it : I accept 
of your apologies ; but am hurt that any should have been necessaiy 
betwixt us on such a tender occasion. 

* Previously to this time, death h«d relieved Jean of the charge of her daughter, bom In 
September 1786, and named after herself. The infant lived only fourteen nunitha. The 
other child, Robert, still remained under the care of his grandmother and uncle at MoesgteL 
Jean's own account of this portion of the story {Memoranda by Mr M*Diarmidi from Mn 
Burru't Dictation, in Dr llately WaUdeirs Critical Edition of The Work$ of RobeH Bums) is : 
* The fkther was no doubt angry that his daughter continued to correspond with the Bard — 
after he had written to her— but he had no opportunity of turning her out of doors. Her 
mother had warned her that her father was angry, and that she had better remain fkt>m 
home a little. She was then on a visit to William Muir, miller, Tarbolton Mill.' The houae, 
opposite Nance Tannock's hostelry, in which Bums took a room, is still pointed out. At 
present the house has two apartments, kitchen and room. 

' I am infurmeil that the Poet only rente<1 the kitchen. It is in its original fbrm, but 
nothing else remains of interest. This house Biu*ns rented for Jean in the month of Feb- 
ruary 1788, and it was in this house she gave birth to the second twins, on the 8rd of March, 
previous to the month of August, when, according to the Kirk Session records, she and the 
Poet were publicly rebuked and possibly re-married (but there is no proof of the fkct) 
according to the ecclesiastical law. This statement may surprise many who hold that these 
twins were bom at Willie's Mill, where Bums had procured an asylum for Jean with his 
friend, William Muir ; but fhjm a poem by Alexander Talt, in a collection of poems and 
aongs printed and sold by the author only, of date 1790, 1 quote the following lines, which 
point in the same direction : 

*' Mackenzie he does her deliver 
In Mauchliue ' Toun.' " 

Mackenzie was then a doctor in the village, and is identified with the "Common Sense** of 
the "Holy Fair," and the correspondence of the Poet'— John Taylor Gibb, in Bnnis 
Chronicle for 18M. 

t The birth of these infants is not recorded in the parish register of Manchline— probably 
because they did not live to be baptised. 
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I ani liftppy lli«t tlia fsnuinu RcLenie pruiuim ao well. There's no 
BcklenesB, my dear tiii, in clianging for tlie better. I never liked tlia 
Exciae for yoa ; uid feci ft »ensible iileaenre in the hope of yoiir becoming 
a sober, indiiHtrious fanner. My prnyera, in this alTair, are heard, 1 hope, 
so far : may they be answered completely I Tlie diatance i« the only 
thing I regret ; but whatever tends to your welfare overweigbs all other 
considerations. I hope ere then to grow viaer, and to lie easy nniler 
weeks' silence. I had begun to think that you had fully experienced the 
truth of Sir Isaac's phlloeophy. 

1 have been under unspeakable obligations to your friend, Mr Ainslie. 
I bad not a mortal to whom I conld S|ieak of your naine but him. He 
liaa called often ; and, by synijnCby, nut a little alleviated my anxiety. 
I tremble lest yon shonld have devolved, what yon oaed to term yonr 
* folly,' Qpon Clarinda : more 's the pity. 'Tia never graceful but on the 
male ude ; but I shall learn more wisdom in future. Example hat often 
good effects, 

I got both your letters fn>ni Kilmarnock and Mauchline, and would, 
perhape, have written to yoii unbidden, had I known anything of the 
geography of the country ; but 1 knew not whether yon would return by 
Mauchline or not, nor could Mr Ainslie inform me. I have met witli 
several little rube, that hurt me the more tliat 1 had not a boeom to pour 
them into — 

On BODie fond bmrt the feeling tonl reliea 

Mary I have not onee set eyea on since I wrote to yon. Oh, that I 
should be formed snsceptible of kiiidneiw, never, never to be fully, or, at 
least, habitually retnmedl 'Trim,' (said my Uncle Toby,} 'I yiitit, 
Trim, I were dead.' 

Mr Ainalie called just now to t«tl me be hod heard from you. You 
would see, by my last, how anxious 1 was, even tlien, to hear from yon. 
Tis the first time 1 ever bad reason to be so : I hope 'twill be the last. 
Aly thoughts were ymira botli Sunday nights at eight Why should my 
letter have affected yon 7 Yon know I count all things (Heaven ex- 
cepted) but lom, that I may win and keep yuu. I supped at Mr 
Kemp's on Friday. Had yon been an invisible spectator with what 
|ierfect ease I acquitted myself, you would have been pleased, highly 
pleased, with me. 

Interrupted by a virit from Miss R , She wa« inquiring kindly 

tor you. I delivered your compllmenta to h»r. Blie means (aa you onee 
sMd) all the kindness in the world, but site wanta that 'finer chord.' 
Ah 1 Sylvander, happy, in my mind, ore they who are void of it. Alaa t 
it too often thrills with anguish. 

I hope yon have not forgotten to kiss the little chenib for me. Give 
him fifty, and think Clarinda blessing him all the while. I pity his 
mother sincerely, and wish a certain affair happily over. My Willie is in 
good health, except his leg, which cnnfinea him close since it was opened ; 
and Mr Wood aays It will be a very tedious affair. He has prescribed 



Farewell. Yoiir», 
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I own niyftelf f^iilty, Clariuda : 
But when you recollect, my dean 
poet ia only the third I liave from . 

I have Bent to you, you will not 

II n kindness. I have always some \ 
letter except I have time and posse 
justice to my letter; whicli at p 
instance, yesterday I dined at a f 
hospitality of this country spent m 
nauseous potion in the bowl. Thit 
miserable — fasting, except for a dn 
eight o'clock at night ; only able to < 
line, to wait the post, in the pleasural 
of my soul. 

But truce with all this. ^Vhen 
happiness and peace. A hundred 
your taper — your book or work lai 
How happy have I been ! and ho 
of time, called the life of man, ii 
transport. 

I could moralize to-night, like a dei 

O what is life, that th( 
A drop of honey in a d 

Nothing astonishes me more, when 
life, than the thoughtless career we 
saith, where is God. m^^ "*' ' 



I coold not lutve vritt«ti a paga to any mortal except yoaraeU. 
1 1) write yon by Sunday's post. Adien. Good nigbL 

Sylvandeb. 

sylvandek to clarikda. 

HovonL, TM Mank ITM. 

Clorinda, I have 1)een no stung witfa ymiT Teprooch for nnkindneaa — a 
■in so Qutike nie, a sin I detest more tliau a breach of the whole Deca- 
logne, fifth, sixth, seveoth and nintli articles excepted— that I believe I 
shall not rest in my grave about it, if I die before I aee you. You have 
often allowed me the bead to jndge, and the heart to feel, the inflnence of 
female excellence : was it not blasphemy, then, against your own charms, 
and against my feelings, to snppoee that a short fortnight could abate 
my passion * 

You, my love, may have yonr cares and anxieties to disturb yon ; bnt 
they are tiie nsnal occurrences of life. Your fnture views are fixed, and 
yonr mind in a settled routine. Could not yon, my ever dearest Madam, 
make a little allowance for a man, after long ahaence, paying a slmrt 
visit to a country full of friends, relations, and early intimatesT Cannot 
you guess, my Clarinda, what thongbts, what cares, what anxious fore- 
bodings, bojies and fears, mnst crowd tlie breast of the man of keen 
sensibility, when no less ia on the tapis than his aim, his employment, 
bia very existence throngh future life T 

To bo overtopped in anytliing else, I can bear ; but in the testa of 
generous love, 1 defy all mankind I not even te the tender, the fond, the 
loving, Clarinda — she whose strength of attachment, whose melting soul, 
may vie with Bloisa and Sappho, not even she can overpay the affection 
she owes me I 

Now that, not my apology, but my defence is made, I feel my soul 
respire more eauily. I know yon will go along with me in my justifica- 
tion : would to Heaven yon could in my adoption, too I I mean an 
adoption beneath tlie stars— an adoption where I might revel in the 
immediate beams of 

Sbe the bright sim of dl her mi. 
I would not have yon, my dear Madam, so much hurl at Miss NCimmoJs 
coldness. Tis jilacing yourself hehiw her, an honour she by no means 
deserves. We unght, when we wish to \ie economists in happiness, — we 
ought, in the first place, to fix the stauilard of our own character ; and 
when, on full examination, we know where we stand, and how much 
ground we occupy, let ns contend fur it as property i and those who seem 
to doubt, or deny us, what is justly outs, let us either pity their prejudices 
or despise tlieir judgment. I know, my dear, you will say litis is self' 
conceit ; but I call it self-knowledge : the one is the overweening opinion 
of a fool, who fancies himself te 1>e what he wishes himself to be thought ; 
the other is the honest justice that a man of sense, who has thoroughly 
examined the subject, owes te himself. Without tliia standard, Ihia 
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ooliiTnn in our om-o tniuil, we are [lerpetiiBlly ftt tbu marvj nl the 

[>etiiku<^, lUc iiiii>takcs, tlie |in;jtidicvs, nay, the very weokneie bnii 
wickedness, of uur fellow-crvaturc*. 

1 nrge thbt, my dear, both to coabrm tnycelf in the doctrine, wfaidi, 1 
a»into you, 1 noiiietiraea Deed, &ud becauM 1 know, IhM tliis cansea yoa 
often much dtaiiuieh To retaru to Misa NLliiuuuJ. She is, moetcertiuuly. 
a wortliy soul ; and equalled by k'ery, veiy few in gouJuuefi of lieart. Uul 
can she boaal more (^uodaew of heart tlian Clarind&T Not even prejadice 
will dare to Day k> : for penetration and diHcemment, Cl&rimlA Bee» hx 
beyoDil her. To wit. Miss N[iinmo] dare make do prct«ace : to ClaKadai 
wil, scarce any of her aex ilare make pretence. Personal cliomiE, it 
would be riilicuIouB to ran the imrallel : and for condact in life, ilua 
Nlimino] was never called out, either much to do, or to autTer. Clariuda 
boa bpun both ; anil hna perfonned her port where Mixs N[iiDiDo} would 
have sunk at the bare idea. 

Away, then, with these dinqnictudcs '. Let ns pnty with th» honest 
weaver of Kilharclian, ' Lord, send uaagude conceit o'ourW t' ur ia Uie 
wuids of the auld sang, 

Who doei mo dlsdMo, I on sGoni thom scsiti) < 

And 1 'U D«vcr mind any such (ow. 

There is nn error Ln the commerce of intimacy [on brief aoqnainUnee- 
tibip] wliicli lins leil nie far astray. [We are apt to lie taken in by] Uhm 
who, by way of e>:c]iaii){e, Jiave not an equivalent to give ns ; and what 
is Btill worse, liave no idea of the value of our gooda. Happy is our lot, 
indeed, when we meet wilh an tinnest merchant who ia qoalified to deal 
H'itli us on onr own tdniia ; but this b a rarity. With almoxt everybody, 
we innst pocket our pearls, leHs or more; and leam, is lbs old Scots 
l>hrase, ' to ^ie sic like as we geL' For tliia reason, we should try 1« 
erect a kind of bank or storebouae in our own minds ; or, as the Psalmist 
i-econimendn, 'commune with onr own hearts, and be still.' This is 
exactly tlie [course to adopt with those who interfere with our clioica of 
friends ; for] if the friend be bo peculiarly favored of Heaven oa to have 
a soul as noble and exalted as yours, sooner or lal«r your boaooi will 
ache with disap|Hiintiiient. ' 

I wrote yuu yesternighl, which will reach you long before tliia cvi. 
I may write Mr Ainslie before 1 Bee liini, but I am not sure. 

Farewell 1 and remembei Sylvamdeb. 

CLAKINDA TO SVLVAKDEI). 

KDiHBUBaa, Uk Uank ITBS. 

I wns agreeably surprised by your answer to mine of Wednesday 
conLinj,' this morning. I thonglit it alway took two days, a letter from 
this to Mauchline, and did not expect yours sooner than Monday. This 

' "The Utl^r pnrlioii ot the MS. of till* Icltrr ts In s dilnpiditeil coiidlLion. and tlift 
inamgns wtlhLu KiiiBro bnicfcela irc supplied hy conjccturt.'— W. Scon Douoi^ui's Bditkn 
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li tlie Bftli fmni yoD, aiid the fourth time I am navi writing you. 1 bate 
calculating tlicin : like some things, they don't do to be numbei-ed. I 
wish yoa had wiitt«n from Dumfries, as yau promised ; hut I do not 
impute it to any cause but liurry of business, Ike. I hojie I shall never 
live to reproach you with nnkindnees. Yun never onglit to put off tUl 
you 'have time todo justice to your letten.' I have sufficient memorial* 
of your nbilitles in that way ; and last week, two lines, to have said 
'Howilo ye, my Clarinda,' would have saved me days and nighta of 
cmel disqnletnde. 'A word to the wise' yon know. I know hnmaa 
nature belter than to expect always fine flights of fancy, or exertion* of 
genius, and feel in myself the eflects of this ' craiy mortal coil ' upon ita 
glorious inhabitant To-dny, T have a clogging headache ; hot, however 
stnpiil, I know (at least 1 hope) a letter from your heart's friend will be 
acceptable. It will reach you to-morrow, I hope. Shocking cnstoni I 
one can't entertain with hospitality, wilhont taxing their guests vMi tiia 
consequences yon mention. 

Your reflections upon tlje effecte whicli sickness has on our retroapect 
of ourselves, are noble. I see tiiy 8ylvander will be all I wish bin), 
before he leaves this world. Do you remember what simple enloginm I 
pronounced on yon, when Miss Ninimo asked what I thought of you : — 
*He is one of God's aSn; bnt his time's no come yet.' It was likea 
speech from your worthy mother,— whom I revere. She would have 
joined mc with a heartfelt siglj, wliich none but mothers know. It is 
rather a liad picture of ub, tlint we are meet prone to call upon God in 
trouble. Ougljt not the daily blessings of healtli, peace, competence, 
frieiiiU,— ought not these to awaken our constant gratitude to the Giver 
of all! I iningine that the heart which does not occasionally glow with 
filial lo\'e in the hours of proaiierity can hardly bo)>e to feel innch 
comfort in flying to God in the time of distress. my deor Sylvander I 
that we may be enabled to set Him before us as our witness, benefactor 
and judge, at all times, and on all occanions I 

la the name of wonder how couhl you spend ten hours with sucli a 

aa Mr PattJsont What a despicable character) Keligion I lie 

know* only the name; none of lier teal vol&rics aver wished to make 
any such shameful compromises. But 'ti* Scripture verified — the 
demon of avarice, his original devil, finding liim empty, called other 
seven more impure spirits, and so completely iufemalizeil hint. Dea- 
titate of discernment to perceive your merit, or taste to relish it, 
my astonishment at his fondneas of you, is only surpassed by yonr 
more than Fiiritanio patience in listening to his sliocking nonsense I 
1 hope you renewed bis certificate. I was told it was in a tattered 
condition some months ago, and that then ha proponed putting it on 
parchment, by way of preserving it. Don't call ine severe ; I hate all 
who would turn the 'Grace of God into licentiousneas ;' 'tis com- 
monly the weaker jiart of mankind who attempt it. 

Bi-ligion, TlioQ the soul of bappiiMia 
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YcBterdoy moniini; in bed I 1iapfien»l Ui think of yao. 1 nU tn 
niyaelf 'My bonnie Lizne tiaitlie,' &c., and laugbed j Intt I felt ft 
delicious swell of heart, and my eyes ewnni in 1«an). I know not if your 
iex ever feel tbis burst of aSectioa ; 'tis an emotion iudevcrilHible. You 
see I 'ra grown a fool since you left me. You know I tros lulioniU. nlieu 
you lint knew me, but I nlwayi grow more foolisb the farther I am fruni 
those I love ; by and by I »appaae 1 shall be insaue alti^etiicr. 

I nni happy your little lamb la doing so well. Did yon execute my 
conimliwiont* Von liad a great stock in hand; and.if any atp«eablecD«< 
tomerscame in the way, you would diaposeof some of them, I fancy, hoping 
Boon to be supplied with a fresh assortment. For my i<art, I can truly 
say I have had no demand. 1 really believe you liave taught me dignity, 
which, partly through good nature and partly by mi^ortnne, had be«n 
too much laid aside ; which now I never will part willi. Why should 1 
not keep it up T Admired, esteemed, beloved, by one of the Brst of man- 
kind t Not all the wealth of Peru could have jiurcliBsed tliese. Oh, 
Sylvnnder, I am great in my own eyes, when I tliink how high I am is 
your esteem ! You have sh'iwn me the merit I poBsew ; 1 knew it not 
before. Even Joseph t trembled t 'other day in my presence. ' Huabands 
looked mild, and savages grew lame !' Love and cherbli your fiiend Mr 
Ainslie. He is your friend indeed. 1 long for next week ; happy ^ays, I 
hope, yet await us. '^YIlen you meet young Beauties, think of Clarinda's 
atleclion — of her situation — of how much her happiness depends on yon. 

Farewell, till we meet. God lie with you. Clabinda. 

P.&— Will you take tiio trouble to cend for a small parcel left •( 
Dnnlop and Wilson's, Booksellers, Trongate, Glasgow, for me, and bring 
it with you in tiie Fly 7 



TO MR RICHARD UROWN. 

HAUCHLrKE, TU IToRt 1TBS. 
I have been out of the country, my dear friend, and have not bad an 
opjiortunity of writing till now, when I am afraid you will l)e gone ont 
of the country too. I hat'e been looking at farms, and, after all, perh^« 
I may settle in the character of a farmer. I have got so vicious a bent 
to idleness, and have ever been eo little a man of business, tliat it will 
take no ordinal? elTort to bring my mind pn>|)erly into the routine : But 
you will say a 'great effort is worthy of you.' I say so myself; and 
butter up my vanity with all the stimulating compliments I can think of. 
Men of grave, geometrical minds, the sons of ' which was to be demon- 
strated,'* may ciy up Itenson as much as they please ; but I have always 
found nn honest passion, or native instinct, the tiiiest auxiliary in the 

■ The'klMtw'reremd tolna4rtnd»'HprBvioinlctter{M«rcliS). 

t ' Ji>seph' WB3 |>rolnb1y thBpoTt«r who carried tho lovers' leltfln. 

: Q.B.V. — Quod (ml rfoiwi"(raiiilnin (Wbicli w»s W bs demonitnted) ii the lonial 
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Wftrfftre of thia world. Reason alinost always cornea to me like u 
unlucky wife to a poor devil of a basband, just in BoHicient time to adt 
Ler reproaches to his other grievances. , . , I ani gratified witli yoni 
kind inquiries after her [Jean], u, after all, I may say with Othello-^ 

Exaellcnt wratoh. 

Perdition oatdi my losl, but I do lore thee t 
I go for Edinbiugli od Monday. Sec, R. B. 



TO HB BOBEKT II U I R. 



HoaraiiL, TU JTordt 1T«1 

Dear Sib — I have partly changed my ideas, my dear Friend, ainee 
I saw yon. I took old Glenconiier with me to Mr Miller's faim, and he 
nas BO pleased with it, that I have wrote an ofTer to Mr Miller, which, if 
he accepts, I shall sit down a plain farmer, the happiest of lives when a 
man can live by it. In this case 1 shall not stay in Edinburgh above a 
week. I set out on Monday, and wonid have come by Kitmaraock, bnt 
there are several small sums owing nie for my first edition, abont Galston 
and Newmills ; and I sliall set off so early as to dispatch my buBinesa 
and reach Glasgow by night. When I return, I shall devote a forenoon 
or two to make some kind of acknowledgment for all tlie kindness I owe 
your friendship. Now that I hope to settle with some credit and comfort 
at home, there was not any friendship or friendly correspondence that 
promised me more pleasure than yonrs ; I hope I will not be disappointed. 
1 trust the Spring will renew your sliattered frame, and make your 
friends happy.* Yon and I have often agreed that life is no great 
blessing on the whole. The close of life, indeed, to a reasoning eye, is 

Dark u mm ofaaoa, ere the infant son 
Wss ToU'd together, or h*d Ufi hi* Uuns 
Athwart the (loom profound— 

But au honest man has nothing to fear. If we lie down in the grave, 
the whole man a piece of broke machinery, to monlder witit the clods of 
the valley,— be it so ; at least there is an end of pain, care, woes and 
wante : if that part of us called Mind does survive the apparent deetrae- 
tion of the man— away with the old-wife prejudices and tales 1 Every 
age and every nation has had a difTerent set of stories ; and as the many 
are always weak, of consequence they have often, perhaps always, been 
deceived : a man, conscious of having act«d an honest part among his 
fellow-creatures; even granting that he may have been the sport, at tiroes, 
of passions and instincts ; he goes to a great unknown Being, who conld 
have no other end in giving him existence bnt to make him happy ; who 
gave him those passions aud instincts, and well knows their force. 
• Th* wlih wis not tUlBlM : Bobsrt Hair died on nd April fbllowlii^ 
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(irLhy friend, tie my idcM t and I know they &re not (u 
yourti. It bevoDiM a man of eea»« to tliink for liinwelf i 
a case whero nil men aro Dqually inUirmled, and where, 
I arc equally iu tlia dark. . . . 
Ailieu, my dear Sir ! UoiJ seud iia a clieai-fiil lucetiiig 1 

Itoin-. BCRNs. 



These, my 

dillerent froi 
[larticuUrly i 



i DIJNLOP,* 



rdklTSL J 



llaeaaaa, ■nil alalia 
Madam— Tlie lost paragmph in yours of the 30th Febniary aiTccied 
me moat, so I shall begiu my answer where you end«d your letter. That 
1 am often a sinner with any little wit I have, I do confess : but I Iia>-e 
tiived niy reeolkcliiin to no purpose, to find out when it was emplc^'eil 
n<^ainst yon. I liale an ungeneronB Barratm, a great deal wni>e than 1 
do the devil ; at least ns Milton describes him ; and tliongh I may he 
rascally enough to be sometime guilty of it myself, I cannot endoie it 
in others. You, my honored friend, who cannot appear in any light but 
you are sure of being respect able— yon can afTonl to pass by an occasion 
to display yonr wit, because you may depend for fame, on your sense ; 
or if you chuse to be silent, you know yon can rely on the gratitude of 
many and the esteem of alt ; but God help ns who are wits or witlings 
l>y profession, if wc stand not for fame there, we sinic unsnppoKed I 

I am liighly flattei-ed by the news you tell me of Coila.t I may Bay to 
the fair painter who does me so much honor, as Dr Beattie says to Rosa 
the poet, of his muse Scota, from which, by the bye, I took the idea of 
Coila : (Tis a poem of Seattle's in the Scots dialect,^ which perhaps yon 






n.) 



mr head, l,ut, o' my fegs, 
luld Scota on her Isga : 
the lien wi' bu<Ti! uid Begs, 

Bombai'd and diuie, 
wanted atringa and pag^ 

Waes me, poor hiuie 1 



Bhake-br nir (Uth 



Bums, if he abode ljy his intention, left Uauchline on the lOth 
of March, on his return to Edinburgh. A letter to Misa Cholmen 
announces a notable event in his life : 

•Thl«letlBr l> Indoiwl In Ciirrle's ndcond vol, (1800 dditlon) : 'To a lady. Tth Mareb, 
ITSa. Iffto Imd htard thai hi lad rldiadcl Atr.' 
I A ilsugliUr of Mm Dunlop waa painting a ikstch o( Coila. 



TO HISS CHALIIEBS. 

Edihbuuh, JfarcA 1(, ITSS. 

I know, my ever dear friend, that yon will he pleased with tlie n«wB, 
when I tell you I have at laat taken a leSM of a (anii. YesterniBht I 
compleated a bargUD with Mr Miller, of DalswintoD, for the farm of 
Elliitland, on the btuika of the Nith, hetween five and aii miles above 
Dunifriea. I begin at 'Whitannday to build a honra, drive lime, &e., and 
heaven be my help ! for it will take a strong etTort to bring my mind into 
the routine of business. I liave iliscbarged all the army of my fonner 
puranits, fancies, and pleasurea ; a motley host I and have literally and 
strictly retained only the ideas of a few friends, which I have incorporated 
into a life-t'uard. I trust in Dr Johnson's observation, ' Where niDcU is 
att«mpt«d, something is done.' Firmness both in sufTeranca and exer- 
tion, is a character 1 would wish to be thought to possess : and have 
always despised the whining yelp of complaint, and tlie cowardly, feeble 

Poor Miss Kennedy* is ailing a good deal this winter, and begged me 
to remember her to yon the first time I wrote yoo. Surely woman, 
amiable woman, is often made in vain. Too delicately formed for the 
rougiicr purauits of ambition ; too noble for the dirt of avarice, and even 
too gentle for tlie rage of pleasure ; formed indeed for, and highly sns- 
ceptible of, enjoyment and rapture ; but that enjoyment, alas I almoat 
wliolly at tlie mercy of the caprice, malevolence, stupidity or wickedness 
of an animal at nil times comparatively unfeeling, and oft«n bmtal. 

R a 

Afl has already been noticed, Patrick Miller was proprietor 
of the estate of Dalswinton, situated in the lower portion of the 
valley of the Hith. The lands and castle had once been the 
property of the family of Comyo, the ruin of which is dated from 
their opposition to Robert Bruce, by whom the then chief vm 
slain in the Greyfriars' Church, Dumfries. The estate consists 
partly of soma fine holm-land adjacent to the river, and partly 
of a series of woll-wooded terraces ascending tovrards the neigh- 
bouring hills. Miller, we have seen, had actively befriended Bums 
in Edinburgh. Besides sending him a present, he had expressed 
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a strong wish to have him for a tenant BarnSy vrith some 
reluctance, had gone at the end of autumn to see the lands 
Mr Miller had to offer; he had returned to see them again in 
March, when, contrary to his expectation, ho found reason to hope 
that a living might he made out of one of the Dalswinton farms. 
Three were offered to him — Foregirth, a fine piece of the hangh, 
bearing heavy crops of wheat ; Bankhead, only a little less rich ; 
and Ellisland, close to the river, on its right bank, opposite the 
mansion-house. The factor, father of Allan Cunningham, showed 
Burns over them, and pointed out their various merits. There 
seems to be little room for doubt that the poet ought to have 
pitched upon Foregirth — of which it is related that it yielded 
£40 an acre in the famine year of 1800, and that the tenant of 
that period left it a gainer by £3000. Bums, however, was 
captivated by the fine situation of Ellisland, with its views up 
and down the river, and of the pleasure-grounds of Dalswinton; 
and made what the factor called a poet's, not a farmer's, choice. 

There is no reason to suppose that Mr Miller* drove a hard 
bargain with Burns. He granted a lease for seventy-six years^ at 
an annual rent of £50 for the first three years, and £70 for the 
remainder ; agreeing further to give his tenant £300 to build a 
new farm-steading and enclose the fields.! The only reservation 
he made wos one which the poet must himself have been pleased 
with — a right to plant a belt of about two acres to screen the 
farm on the north-west. Mr Miller was himself one of the 
attractions of the place. His mind was active, cultivated, and 
inventive. He had made three boats with paddles, driven by 
manual labour, before 1788 : and on the 14th November of that 
year a small pleasure-boat, fitted with a steam-engine made by 
William Symington, an ingenious mechanic at the Wanlockhead 

• Mr Miller Kivett an account of his estate at the time of his purchase, in the Genmd Vino 
of iht Agriculture, dkc., of DumfrUuhirt ; 8vo, Edin. 1812. Hia letter is dated S4th 
September 1810. 'When I purchased this estate, about flve-and-twenty years ago, I had 
not seen it. It vku in the most miserdbU ttatt of exhaustion, and all the tenants in poverty. 
Judge of the flrst when I inform you, that oats ready to be cut were sold at 2&s. per acre 
upon the holm.grounds. When I tetnt to view my purcha$e, I wit so tnveh disgusted Jbr eigki 
or ten days, that I then meant never to return to this county.' 

t The account which Gilbert Bums gave Dr Currie as to his brother's lease of Ellisland 
diflTers slightly Troxn the foregoing. ' I never understood,' he says, * that Mr Miller gave my 
brother the choice of any farm but Ellisland, on which Mr Miller fixed the rent himself, 
but allowed uiy brother fifty-seven years of a lease, and to point out what restrictions he 
should be under in the management.' 
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mines, yras tried with perfect succobb on a small loch in the 
grounds of Dobwintoii House, James Nasmyth, in bis auto- 
biography, says that Bums and Lord Brougham (then a boy) were 
present on the occasion. Lord Brougham certainly did not visit 
Dalswinton until the year afterwards ; and there is no positivo 
evidence that Bums was there, though it is not impossible. Miller 
made further experiments with a lai^er boat, also engined by 
Symington, on the Forth and Clyde Canoi, in 1789, but withdrew 
Boon after from his costly experimenting. 'He spent his life and 
fortune in that adventure,' says Cariyle, 'and is beard no more of 
in those parts, having hod to sell Dalswinton, and die quasi- 
bankrupt, and I should think broken-hearted.' This is obviously 
exa^^mted : the Dieiionary of National Bioyraphy, from materials 
supplied by his descendants, shows that Miller carried on agri- 
cultural experiments with success long after, and died at Dalswinton 
House in 1815. Symington resumed the scheme of steam-naviga- 
tion, and in 1801-2 designed, constructed, and engined, for Lord 
Dundas, a large steamboat for the Forth and Clyde Canal, which 
worked successfully, but was disapproved of by the Commissioners, 
as it would, they said, destroy the banks by the wash. This boat, 
the Cliarlotte Dundas, was examined both by Robert Fulton and 
by Henry Bell, who successfully established steam-navigation on 
the waters of America and Britain respectively. 

While in Edinburgh on this occasion, Bums concluded two 
other transactions of no small importance to him : he obtained an 
order from the Board of Excise for tuition in the duties of a ganger, 
and settled accounts with Creech, hia publisher. In the following 
four letters to CInrinda, nndnted, but undoubtedly belonging to this 
period, allusion is made to these matters : 

SVLVAKDKR TO CLABINDA. 

I will meet you to-niorrow, Clariiida, as yon appoint My Excise 
affair is just concludetl, and I have got my orders for inHtructians : so 
fur gooil. Wednewlay niglit I am enfjoged to aiip among some of the 
princiiiala nf the Excise: so can onlymakeacall for you that evening; 
but next day, I stay to dine with ooe of tlie Commissioners, so cannot go 
till Friday morning. 

Your hopes, your fears, your cares, my love, are mine ; so don't mind 
them. I will take you in my hand tlirongli the dreary ivilds of this 
world, and scare away the ravening bird or beast that would annoy you. 
VOL. 11. O 
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I saw Mary in town to-day, and asked her if she had seen yon. I shall 

certainly bespeak Mr Ainslie as you desire. 

Excuse me, my dearest angel, this hurried scrawl and miserable pape|r; 

circumKtances make both. Farewell till to-morrow. 

Sylvandkb. 

Monday Noon [llth Marek.]* 



SYLVANDBR TO OLABIMDA. 

I am just hurrying away to wait on the Great Man, Clarinda ; bat I 
have more respect to my own peace and happiness, than to set out withont 
waiting on you ; for my imagination, like a child's favourite bird, will 
fondly flutter along with this scrawl, till it perch on your bosom. I 
thank you for all the happiness bestowed on me yesterday. The walk — 
delightful ; the evening — rapture. Do not be uneasy to-day, Clarinda ; 
forgive me. I am in rather better spirits to-day, though I had but an 
indifferent night Care, anxiety, sat on my spirits ; and all the cheer- 
fulness of this morning is the fruit of some serious, important ideas that 
lie, in their realities, beyond ' the dark and the narrow house,' as Ossian, 
prince of i)oct8, says. The Father of Mercies be with yon, Clarinda ! 
and every good thing attend you ! Sylvander. 

Tuesday Morning ll9tk Mardi], 

SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA. 

Wedne$day Morning [IMA Mardi.} 

Clarinda, will that envious night-cap hinder you from appearing at 
the window as I pass 7 1 ' Who is she that looketh forth as the morning ; 
fair as the sun, clear as the moon, terrible as an army with banners?' 

Do not accuse nie of fond folly for this line ; you know I am a cool 
lover. I mean by these presents greeting, to let you to wit, that arch- 
ra<tcal, Creech, has not done my business yesternight, which has put off 
my leaving town till Monday morning. To-morrow, at eleven, I meet 
with him for the last time ; just the hour I should have met far more 
agreeable company. 

You will tell me this evening, whether you cannot make our hour of 

* In the autliorised edition of the Clarinda correnpondence (1848X a date two weeki later 
in corxjecturally as!iigne<l to this letter; while the three following are assigned dates 
three weeks later. 

t Probably the pootat this time was lodging with Nicol, whose house was in Bncclench 
Street ; in which cane the Potterrow, where Mrs M'Lehose lived, would be on the line of his 
walk into town. The renidence of Mrs M'I>;hose, at the time when Bums visited her, was, 
as has already been obRerve<l, a small flat, or floor of a house, situated over an alley, part 
of which still remains, and which bears the name of General's Entry, in consequence, it is 
Bai<l, of General Monk having lived there when in command in Scotland. Alison's Square, 
where Miss Nimmo lived, being right opposite, it is easy to nnderetand why Cluinda 
thought it necessary to be cautious about the number of Bums's visits. Through this 
entry Walter Scott daily limped in the winter of 1787-8 to attend the civil law classes in 
the University. 
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meeting to-morroir, one o'clock. 1 Iistb just now written Creech incli & 
letter, tliat the very KOoee-featliCT iu my Itand shrunk liack from the line, 
■Jill aeemeil to uy ' I exceedingly fear and quake '.' I ftm forming ideal 
Bcheniee of vengeance. for a little of my will on liim I I just wished 
he loved as I do — as glorioua an object as Cl&rinda — and that he were 
doomed. Adien, and think on Sylvahdeb. 

SYLVAXDER TO GLARIMDA. 

rtidat. Kit B-eleci, NI«U plK tfondt). 

I am jnit now come in, and have read yonr letter. The fint thing I 
did naa to tliank the Divine IKspoeer of events, that he has had auch 
happineea in store for me as the connexion I have with you. Life, my 
Clarinda, is a weary, barren patii ; and wo !« to him or lier that 
ventaret on it alone I For nie, I have my dearest partner of my soul : 
Clariuda and I will make ont oitr pilgrimage together. Wherever I ani, 
I shall constantly let her know how I go on, what I observe in the 
world aronnd nie, and what adventures I meet with. Will it please yon, 
my love, to get, every week, or, at least, every fortnight, a packet, twoor 
tliree sheets, full of remarks, nonsense, news, rhymes, and old songs ? 

Will yon open, witli satisfaction and delight, a letter from a man who 
loves you, who has loved yon, and wlio will love yon to death, through 
dealli, and for ever T Oh Clarinda ! what do I owe to Heaven for blessing 
me with such apiece of exalted excellence as you I I call over your idea 
as a miser counts over his treasure I Tell nie, were you studious to 
please nie last nightT I am suro yon did it to transport How rich am 
1 who have such a treasure as you t You know me ; you know how to 
make me happy, and yon do it most elTectnally. God bleM yon with 
Long lifa, long foutb, lone pleutue, snd > frlendl 

To-morrow night, according to your own direction, I shall watch the 
window : 'tis the star that guides nie to paradise. TIm great relish to all 
is, that Honour, lliat Innocence, that lteli(,'ion, are the witnesses and 
guarantees of our happinexs. 'The Lord God knoweth,' and, perha|iH, 
' Israel he tiliall kiinw,' my love and yonr merit. Adieu, Clarinda I 1 ani 
going to rememlier you in my prayera. SvlvaHDER. 

Tlie poet, on leaving Sdinburgh, aont Clarinila a pair of small 
drinking-glasGeB, along vith the following verses : 

TO CLARINDA. 
Fair Empress of the Poet's soul, 

And Queen of Poetesses, 
Clarinda, take this little boon, 

Tills humbla pair of glasses; 
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And fill them up with generous juice, 

As generous as your mind, 
And pledge me in the generous toast 

' The whole of humankind 1 ' 

* To those who love us ! ' second fill, 

But not to those whom we love : 
Lest we love those who love not us. 

A third, * To thee and me, love ! ' * 

Burns would appear to have come to a reckoning with Creech on 
the 20th^ and thus, after spending the evening of the 22d 
(Saturday) with Clarinda, to have been enabled to leave Edinbui^h 
on the 24th. The amount of his profits from the Poema has 
been variously stated, but cannot now be ascertained. The 
most authoritative statement we have on the subject is contained 
in a letter from the poet himself, dated January 1789, to 
Dr Moore, where he says : 'I believe I shall, in whole, £100 
copyright included, clear about £400, some little odds; and 
even part of this depends on what the gentleman [Creech] has yet to 
settle with me.' William Nicol wrote to John Lewars of Dumfries, 
after Bums's death : * He certainly received £600 for the sale of 
the first [Edinburgh] edition of his poems, and £100 more for the 
copyright.' This report from so intimate a friend as Nicol would 
bo entitled to weight, if it did not differ so widely from tlie 
poet's own statement. Dr Currie, who derived his information 
from Gilbert Bums, sets down the poet's profits at £500. Mrs 
Begg named the same figure. It may, then, fairly be surmised 
that, when Burns spoke to Dr Moore of £400 and some little 
odds, he mentally discounted the expense he incurred in Edin- 
burgh while seeing the work tlirough the press, A rough 
calculation of the receipts and expenses gives the author a surplus 
of about £420 ; if £100 for copyright be added to that, the total 
is only above the sum stated by Currie. t 

• Charles Kirkpatrlck Bharpe obtained, as a gift from Clarinda, a copy of Toung's Ifight 
ThmighUf bearing inficripUon : 

'To Mrs M'Leliose, this Poem, the sentiments of the heirs of Immortality, told in the 
numbers of Paradise, is respectfully presented by Robt. Burns.* 

t Heron, in his Life of Burnt, says : ' Mr Creech has obligingly infonned me that the whole 
sum paid to the poet for the copyright, and for the subscription copies of his book, 
amounted to nearly £1100. Out of this sum, indeed, theexjMnces of printing the edition 
tor the subscribers were to be deducted.' 



'CLABIHDA. 



Probably Bums had not more tbaii £400 when he te-started 
fanning. His tours, his accident, and the time he spent in £dia- 
bui^h, must liave caused a diain on his little capitaL 



TO MB RICHARD BROWN. 

OLAraoa, MU Hank 17M. 
1 ani monBtroualy to bUme, my dear Sir, in not writing to yon, and 
■ending you the Directory. I have been getting my Tack extended, as 
I have taken a farm, and I have been racking shop acconnts with Mr 
Creecb ; both of wliicli, togetlier with watcliing, fatigue, and a load of 
care tdnioit too heavy for my shouldere, have in some degree actually 
fevered me. 1 really forgot the Directoiy yeatenlay, which vexed me ; 
bat I wa« convalsed witli rage a great part of the ilay. I bave to tliank 
you for the ingeniouB, friendly, and elegant epistle from yonr friend, Mr 
-tainty write to him, but not now. This is merely 
I posting to Dunifriesahire, where many perplexing 
e. I am vexed about the Directory ; but, my dear 
^ eight days I bave been positively crazed. My 
. I shall write to you at Grenada. I ani ever, my 
BoBT. Burns. 



Crawford. I shall 
a card to yon, as 1 1 
arrangements await 
Sir, forgive me : tin 
complinienta to Mra 
dearest friend, yourt 

Mr Crawford * here alluded to was the laird of Cartshum, near 
Greenock, an open-hearted, worthy inan, who, having read the 
Poems of Bunis, and heard of him from Richard Brown, sent 
him this letter ; 



FROU THOMAS CSAWFOBD, OF CARTBBUBM, ESQ., TO 
BOBERT BURNS. 

Ciaminia, 1«U JfarcA 1788. 

My DEAR Sib — For congeniality of mind entitles me to the freedom 
nf this appellation, and never did I use it with more cordial sincerity. 
Through tlie medium of onr mutual friend Brown, I hazard inviting you 
to tlie jiarticipation of an agreeable rural retirement, at a convenient 
distance from a town where there are many of your adniirers (hut indeed 
it is not distingnislied by that from any town in Great Britain] : n library 
I hope not ill chosen ; a cellar not ill stored ; a hearty cock of a landlord, 
whom bis perhaps t«o partial friends regard as destitute neittier of taste 
nor letters. He bas reached his eighth lustre nnti«mmelled by the 
nwtrimnnial chain ; and having neither wife nor ostensible child to 
disturb Ills tranquillity or divide his affection, he can offer yon a whole 
heart. Halt ! — tbia is going too far; for he is n ' 



>t so forlorn a wretch as 



• ThoinuCnwtbnl(1T«l'I79l)liid>aeeMd*d toUi<««Utaorcarbitnimlnl7f 
lent much of Mm tims on th« eontJnMit, uil VM S taon Uwn onHiuill; k 
tantrj gentlnun. 



[sbid 




tu be wiLliout botb a. /ritnd &tid a midiiui — a Davie and a JiMH ; Imt 
tliU d«ca not liinilt^r liU bftviog a very wami pUc« in that same he&it (fai' 
tlioiij^h tlie fellow's pertou be little, IiU lieart is largt\ most cordially &t 
yout nervice [ How do yoa like tlie bill of fkicT Notuntaa, provided it 
he not a vB.pouring sign to a wielcbed ale-honae — 'Good wine needs no 
"I)ii8h."' WeH'Cojne try (I nmsl pLin)i »mA vxicmne, and I hii|<eyon will 
lind it delicleut neither in spirit nor flavour ; but tliia sage reflection of 
yiiiire prevents my proceeding to mise your expectations too liigli. Thi» 
iniicli 1 will, liowever, in justice to myself, add— namely, tliat if yon 
Rliiiiild be disappointed, I sEiall be much more so. Shall I, tttea, be 
blest will] your society ! Answer nie, niy dear boy I 

But I forget myself : you are no classic — no Latin one, I niean^tliongh 
certainly to be classed (allow me a jingle) aiiioug tlie firet CaltMlonian 
diusict. Tell me where yon lu^. God knows I would glndly come for 
you in peraon ; but as tliia is not in my power, will you allow me to send 
n servant and a. hon«e for you T Do, my dear Bums, and bless nie with 
your assent. Your tiearty friend, T. Crawtokd. 

This letter ahowa the kind of feeling with wLich Bums wu 
hailed on iiis itpjjcuraiico as a poet hy men of wnrni liL-art and 
unsuspicious teiupor. At an ordinary time, nothing could have 
given him greater pleasure than to cultivate the friendship of so 
frank niid generous a man as his correspondent, but now be was 
hardly in tlio mood for making iie« friends. Between Wednesday, 
2Gth March, and the cud of the week, he had travelled from 
Glasgow into Dumfriesshire, and attended to businese there. 
During his recent absence in Eilinburgh, be must have received a 
succession of letters from home, telling liim, first, that Jean had 
again given birth to twins ; and next, that tliey were dead. A 
letter of the Sunday after bia return from Duuifrieashiro reveals 
the depressed state of his mind : 



TO MR robi:;rt gleghorn. 

M.ucHLiNB, sill Martk 17B8. 
Yesterday, my dear Sir, as 1 was riding thro' a track of iiielancboly, 
joyless nmirs, between Galloway and Ayrshire, it lieiiig Sunday, 1 turned 
my tliou;^1its to psalniK, and bynms, and spiritnal songs ; and your 
favorite air, ' Captain O'Keaii,' coming at length into my head, I tried 
these worls to it. You will Hce that the first jiart of the tune niuat be 
repeateil. 

llie Bnmll birds rejoice in tho gceea IcaveB returning, 

Tho murmuring Btreamlct winds clear thro' tlie v»l8, 

Tlie hawthorn trees blow in the dews of tho morning. 

And wild scattered cowalijis bedeck the green dale : 



Bat what «»u gire pleuaie, or vlut oui Mam fuT, 
Whils the lingBtiuj; mameota ue Dninbered wi' oue ! 

Ko flowen ga;l; ■pringiiig, nor tnrdi BweeUjr nuging, 
Cui soothe the nd boaom of ]07leu deapkir. 

I lun tolerably pleased witli these veises, but as I have only a sketch 
of the tone, 1 leave it with you to try if tliey suit the measuie of the 

I am so harasged with cate and anicicty almnt lliia farming project of 
mine, that my muse liu degenerated into the veriest prone-wench that 
ever picked cindeni or followed a tinker. When I am fairly got into the 
lontine of bneiness I shall trouble yon with a longer epistle ; perhaps 
with some queries respecting farming ; at present, the world aibs such a 
load ou my mind, that it has effaced almost eveiy trace of the poet in 



Cleghom replied on the 27th April, otforing his Bssiatance in 
fanning oud expressing much gratification vith the verses. He 
added : ' I wish you would send me a verse or two more; and, If 
you have no objection, I would have it in the Jacobite style. 
Suppose it should be sung after the fatal fiehi of Culloden by the 
unfortunate Charles.' Dums consequently added two verses, and 
called the whole 

THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT. 
The small birds rejoice in the green leaves retuminj^ 

The muiuiuring streamlet winds clear thru' the vale. 
The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the morning, 

And wild scattered cowslips bedeck the green dale : 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair. 
While the lingering moments are numbered wi' careT 

No flowers gayly springing, nor birds sweetly singing. 
Can soothe the sod boBoiu of joyless despair. 

The deed that I dared, could it merit their malice? 

A king and a father to place on hie throne : 
Hin right are these hills, and his right are these vallies 

\\1iere the wild beasts find shelter, but I can find none. 



■("•lorj. Creocli a'h,„i"of Ih 
»»«ey lh.l „„ ,,j, j„^ "" 



'top*? It, will do form, 
Bora, ,„ „„, ^ 

« TO lokB posBeBBion of lii« ft 
l»m Mroggliog jo„, 

"■JU1«^ n™.."£S™ «""■"' « 
*»" u m BM u. n ^ ° "latact. mn,t h. . 
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after year deeper into debL The following undated letter was 
probably addressed to Gavin Hamilton, on a proposal being made 
to relieve Gilbert, by his brother becoming his guarantee to a 
considerable amount. The Poet, at no time imprudent in the 
management of money, declined the proposal. 



TO [HB QAVIN HAMILTON?] 

8lR — the language of refnsai is to me tiie moat difficult lajiguage on 
earth, and you are the lusii of the world, excepting One of KL Houble. 
designaljon,* to wliniu it gives me tlie greatest pain to hold such 
language. My brotlier has already got money, and shall waut nothing 
in my power to enable hint to fulfil liis eugagement idth yon ; but to be 
secarity on so lar^ a scale, even for a biuther, is what I dare not do, 
except 1 were in sacli circuinatances of life as that the worst that might 
liappeu could not greatly injure me. I never wrote a letter which gave 
nie so much pain in my life, a* I know the unliappy consequences; I 
•liall incur the dbpleasuTe of a Gentleman for whom I have tjie highest 
respect, and te whom 1 am deeply oblidged. f am, ever, Sir, your oblidged 
and very humble servt, BOBT. BuRNS.f 

lI<MOl■^ tridat tftnu 

When, however, he realised the proceeds of his Poems, Bobert 
advanced to Gilbert the sum of £180. In his letter of the 
ensuing January te Dr Moore, he says ; *I give myself no aira 
on this, for it was mere selfishness on my part : I am conscious 
that the wrong scale of the balance was pretty heavily charged, 
and I thought that throwing a little filial piety and fraternal 
affection into the scale in my favour might help to smooth matters 
at the grand reckoning.' According to Mrs Begg, the family 
understood the transaction to mean that the money was lent to 
Gilbert without interest^ and was to be considered as Robert's 
contribution for the future support of his mother, on the 
occasion of his marriage, and consequent departure from the 
household. It will be found that this loan had a somewhat 
curious and protracted history. 

• Pratsbly Uie Eirl of Qlanulrn. 

I Thli letter hu bMD publufasd \a jbc-dnlli. Appended to It I* th<i noti; 'Thli 
iplitted reply, » cli«ncUriit[c of the Independent mind of Ciledonia'e AivoiIM Bud, wu 
fmind iiboiit Mn Axyi ago covering * dnftll panJiue nuda K ■ Butter Shop to LodiIod. It 
litobe rrgnUed tlnttlui iddrMi tud betnuieil forolmllnptiipowtfliiiatliarcuatoniir, 
ud tli«t no tntee ot It cu b* touud.' 



dZO UFB AND WOBK8 OF BURNS. 



TO ALBX. BLAIR, ESQ., OATRINB HOUSE, OATRINK. 

Mauchlxxi, 3d April 1788. 

Sir— I returned here yesterday, and received your letter, for which I 
return you my heartiest and warmest thanks. I am afraid I cannot at 
this moment accede to your request, as I am much harrassed with the 
care and anxiety of farming husiness, which at present is not propitious 
to poetry ; hut if I have an opportunity yon shaU learn of my progress in 
a few weeks. 

I cannot hut feel gratitude to you for the kindly manner hy which you 
have shewn your interest in my endeavours ; and I remain, yourohedient 
servant, Kobert Burns. 



TO MR WILLIAM DUNBAB, EDINBURGH. 

Mauchuks, 7tk April 1788. 

I have not delayed so long to write you, my much respected friend, 
because I tliought no farther of my promise. I have long since given up 
that kind of formal correspondence wliere one sits down irksomely to 
write a letter, because we are iu duty bound to do so. 

I have 1)een roving over the countiy, as the farm I have taken is forty 
miles from this place, hiring servants and preparing matters ; but most 
of all, I am earnestly busy to bring about a revolution in my own mind. 
As, till within these eighteen months, I never was the wealthy master 
of ten guineas, my knowledge of business is to learn ; add to this, my 
late scenes of idleness and dissipation have enervated my mind to an 
alarming degree. Skill in the sober science of life is my most serious and 
hourly study. I have dropt all conversation and all reading (prose 
reading) but what tends in some way or other to my serious aim. Except 
one worthy young fellow,* I have not one single correspondent in Edin- 
burgh. You have indeed kindly made me an offer of that kind. The 
world of wits, and gens conime ilfaut which I lately left, and with whom 
I never again will intimately mix— from that port. Sir, I ex|»ect your 
Gazette : what les bcaiix esprits are saying, what they are doing, and 
what they are singing. Any sober intelligence from my sequestered 
walks of life; any droll original ; any passing remark, important, forsooth, 
because it is mine ; any little poetic effort, however enibryoth ; these, 
my dear Sir, are all you have to expect from me. When I talk of poetic 
eff()rts, I must have it always underst'Ood that I appeal from your wit 
and taste to your friendship and good nature. The first would be my 
favouiite tribunal, where I defied censure ; but the last, where I declined 
justice. 

"^ rrobably AinsUe. 



I Lave aeaXeely miule ft Mngle diBticb since I aaw you. Wbeu 
I meet with ou uld ticuta air tliat htm any facetioiu idea in it* 
uaae, I Lave a pecalior pleasure in following out tlial idea for a verae 

I truNt lliat this will Gnil yoa in better health than I did last time I 
called for you. A few lines from you, ilirect«d to me, atMaucliline, were 
it but to let nie know liow you are, will net my mind a good deal [at rest]. 
Now, never slinu the idea of writing nie because, perhaps, you may be out 
of humour or npiribi. I could give you a humlred gooil consequence* 
attending a dull letter ; one, for exa>iij>1e, and the remaining ninety 
nine some nllier time ; it will atwayn serve to keep in countenance, 
niy much respect«d Sir, Your obliged friend, and humble een'ant. 



TO MISS CHALMERS. 

HiccHijin, TIA Jprtl ITB9. 

I ani indebted to you and Sliss Nimmo for letting me know Man 
Keuuudy. Strange ! iiow apt wb are to inclulge prejudices in our 
judgments of o[ie another I Even I who pique myself on my skill in 
marking cliaracters ; because I am too proud of my character as a 
man, to 1ie dauled in my judguieut /or glaring wealth ; and too proud 
of my situation as a iMK>r man t« be biassed agairut squalid poverty ; I 
wos unacquainted with Miss K.'s very uncommon worth. 

1 am going on a good deal progreasive in num grand but, the sotier 
science of life. I liave lately niade some sacrilices, for which, were 1 
vivd vote with yon to paint the situation and recount Die drcunistauces, 
you would applaud me. K. B. 

Tlie allusion in th« last sentence is probably to bia cbauge of 
intention towatdB Jean Armour. A crisis had, indeed, now 
arrived in the life of Bums. How and when he faced it can 
never be accurately ascertained. But when ho did face it, he 
took the only course that could meet with the approval of his 
conscience, which Bometimes elunibcicd, but invariably awoke to 
the punitive duty of infiictiug 'stabs of remorse.' Bums's 
views of the rcktione between the sexes are among the tilings 
lie kept to himself. It is, to say the least, not improbable 
that, considering how eagerly he read the literature which 
heralded and accompanied that great social as well as 
political cataclysm, the French Bevolution, ho had imbibed, 



•iiZ LIFE AKD WOBKB OF BURKB. 

altiiougli poBsil>Iy in & mixlifitiJ form, cettaiu of Boufiaeau's 
views on theEe relations. lu Edinburgh, as in Mauchline, 
lie appeara to have legardtJ an intrigue with a servant girl, an 
Eiizalwtli I'aton or a May Camcton, as a 'thoughtless foUj,' a 
mere ' sowing of wild oats,' and iu tliis view lie was suslaiuod by 
tliii practice not only of many of the men he was iu the habit 
of meeting, such as James Smith and Robert AiusUe, but by the 
' lax views ' which undoubtedly ^irevailed in that period of tranu- 
tion and revolt For the acceptance ot such views, bis own nattuc^ 
with its extraordiiisry endowment of jassion, undoubtedly pTC|iand 
him. At the same time, while he looked with no aust«ro eye 
on ' tlie sowing of wild oats,' he had always recommended niamage 
to others, and Imd contemplated il for himself. When he was 
deserted by Jean Armour, and considered himself n bachelor, ha 
turned — such, at least, is the all but nniversal belief — to Muy 
Campbell. During hia first winter in Edinburgh he had wisfaod 
ti) make Margaret Clialinera his wife. We have his own word for 
it that he almost ]iersimd.'d tlie daUKbter of an luist I.r>tlH:iu fnraier 
to accompany him to Ayrshire. During the winter of 1787 Clarinda 
had driven every other image from his thoughts. Whether he ever 
really reached the Sapphic stage of 'crazing the faculties of bis soul ' 
about her may be doubled, in spite of his own assertions to that 
cfFect. But tliere can be no question whatever that the attachment 
of Mrs M'Lehose for liiirns had, before he left Edinburgh, become 
an absorbing passion. There is no means of deciding what she 
contemplated as the outcome of this entanglement, although 
it is not improbable that she entertained the idea of obtaining 
a divorce from her husband and marrying Bums. He, on his side, 
had been jwrfectly frank with her ae to his relations with Jean 
Armour. If she married him, or entered into any sort of con- 
nection with him, slie did so with her eyes open, and aware of the 
fact that he was already burdened with a mistress and two illegiti- 
mate children. It may seem strange that Mrs M'Lehose, whose 
religious convictions were strong enough to control her affections 
for .1 time, should hove been willing to sacrifice another woman. 
I'roni the standpoint of the higher morality, her conduct was inde- 
fensible. Something, however, must be allowed for the power of 
the strongest ]ias!;ion known to humanity. The excuse of aiitret 
tenijm aufres m(eiini is also not without some force. Burns and 



Clirinda lived, as has been seen, in a centniy of ' unsettled ' views J 
upon the relations between the sexes. It may, at least, be said ( 
of him that, even from the seventh commandment standpoint ) 
be was a * better man ' than Charles James Fox, while she may 
be favourably compared with Bousseau's Madame de Warens, 
and even with Voltaire's ' divine Emily.' Kor should it be i 
forgotten that Mrs M'Lehose cherished for Jean Armour the / 
contempt that is often entertained by a woman of superficial ( 
culture for a woman who can lay no claim to culture at alL j 
She maintained to the day of her death that Bums's marriage ' 
was a fatal mistake. 

Bums, on his part, was, while living in Mauchline, brought 
face to face with the fact that, on hie account, a poor girl — Jean 
was only twenty-three years of age at this time, though he believed 
her to be but twenty-one — had been boycotted by her father and 
family. No impartial evidence has ever been adduced in support 
of the story that, while he was in Edinburgh, she had taken 
another lover; on this point the testimony of Bums's relatives, 
who, at first, at all events, disapproved of his connection with her, 
cannot in fairness be accepted. Even if she wavered in her 
loyalty during his absence, her old love returned in full force vrhen 
he appeared once more on the scene. It may be regarded, too, 
as probable, if not morally certain, that although, while fresh from 
Edinburgh and the undoubted fascinations of Mrs M'Lehose,* lie 
could not help — at all events, when writing to her — contrasting her 
accomplishments and the sweet, reluctant, amorous delay of her 
finished coquetry with the simplicity and 'meek surrender' of her 
rival, he could not fail to notice the solid sense, which, when 
allowed scope for development in the management of a household, 
secured for Jean Bums the respect of all who knew her either as 
his wife or his widow. Possibly Margaret Chalmers or Clarinda — 
who certainly had studied bis nature more closely and would, to 
judge from her letters, have scanned his 'follies' more gently than 
any other woman he came across — would have come nearer to the 

* 'On ntumlng from Sillnliiirgh (In aprlng "88], Biini* mn ■ bnut-pln vith m tninli- 
tun or CUirtndi, vblcti she hid pnunttil to him, Attrt hli m«Ti>«a, htHntlil* broUwr 
WlUJwn to 01iKK<>«, with bonnr Jean on > hone bthlnri him, urban in utjit took ■ 
mlnlituni of h«. which wu pUnd In thapln, with Iha motto : "To err [• bnmin, to (br- 
glvt. AWine." ■~llnelltellam af Mn Btgf. The mlniitun of CUrindi li iiow(IBM) In tb« 
poBKHwloii of Ur Jiino Barbour, UuiiiMe*. 



;h« oil^^ 
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ideal wife for a pnt-t. But wouM oillier the one or th« 1 
have nm<le tho iileal wife for a fiirineT oi an exciwrnanl lu 
Any cjutp, it is irile to conjocture. It is Wyonil nil qiination that 
Burns, when he mnii'icd Jean Amkoiir," Inok tlio only isoune t^t 
waa open to him ns a man of hononr.t 



TO MIt JAHBS aUITII, LINLlTuaOW. 

B);wRr« of your SlTuliurgh, ray {rood Sir I Lnok on Uii» m tlw 
opening of t, correspondence, like tite upraing of a twenty-foar gun 
battery I 

TImre ia no nndcretanding a m&n properly witltont knowing Mme- 
tiiiics of hia previoiia idea* (lliat i* to eay, if the man hns ony ideas ; foi 
1 know many wlio, in tlie animal -niuleT, {mus for men, that ftr« the 
scanty mostora of only one idea on any given enbject, and by far the 
Ki"eiit«it jiart of yotir acgnfiintancea and mine can barely boast of iJcas, 
1 '25—1 -0 — 1 '75, or some such fractional matter) ; so to let yon a little 
into the secrets of niy pciicraniam, there is, yon must know, a certain 
clenii-liiiil>o<l, liandEinnic, liewikliing young husay of ynnr ocquaintMiee, 
to wlioni I bave lately and privately given a matrinionial title to my 
coqiuH. 

Bode t. robo and wear ft, bW *r 

Bude ■ pock and bear it,t poke, baegar'i wilM 

Hi;i-ii the wiflO ol<1 Scntii ailoge I I hato to presage ill-luck ; and aa my 
nirl htis Iwen doubly kiniiev to me tlian even the best of women usual^ 
ate to Llieir paitners of our sex, in similar circnnistances, I reckon on 
twelve times a brace of cbililren against 1 celebrate my twelfth wedding 

' Linlit 's lieartBonie ' quo' tbe wife wben she was stealing slieep. Yob 
Bee wliat a lamp I liave bung up to lighten your paths, when you are idle 

• ' n»J nunii ilcs*rt«l Jmn, he had merely been i htartlMa vllUln. In nuking h«r bia 



nil.lli>i! befor* God.'— Joim (PBorasanB) Wiuo» In 18*0. 




It i. not unworthy or i.oW. th.t in th.- ui.ie ywr. irsa. In which Bnm 


brok«offhi.™. 






mnior liy ten jHn. iin.l htH »M*r brother, not Forlalnlr In nilsrortimr 


biitlnthemuH 


ill emtic puslon. broVs off hJK intiniuy with lbs CoiniUu von 


BMn. .nd ^ 


isllana Vulpiiia to live »11h hini u liii wtr«, ullhonEh he did no 


EO tbmnih the 






■B|nak b««rUly uid «ipect good, ind it will full out mamllngly.' 


-Keu.T-« SoOU 
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flnoagh to explore the conibin&tioaa and relfttionfl of my ideu. Tis now 
as ]>lfiiii as a. pike staff, why a twcDty-four gun b&ttery was a metaplior 
I could readily employ. 

Now for batiineBS. I intend to present Hra Bnnia with a printed 
■liawl, an article of which 1 dareMy yon have variety: 'tis my first 
present to her since I have irrevocably called her mine ; and I have a 
kind of whimsical wish to get the first said present from an old and 
valued friend of hers and mine— a trusty Trojan whose friendship I 
connt myself poBsessed of as a liferent lease. 

Look on this letter as a ' beginning of bottowb ; ' 1 will write you till 
yonr eyes ochs reading nonsense. 

Mrs Bums ('tis only her private designation) begs her best eomplimenta 
to you. B. B. 

This letter contains the first known reference to Bums's 
marriage. It does not imply a ceremonial marriage, bat perhaps 
that verbal acknowledgment of marriage which in Scotland binds 
man to woman for all legal purposes. The eldest daughter of 
Gavin Hamilton a£Einned that Bums nude the first intimation of 
the fact at her father's breakfast-table, when Robert Aiken was 
present. ' Mrs Unmilton having to express regret for not being 
able to give llr Aiken his cuBtomnry egg, the poet said that if she 
would send over the way to " Mrs Burns," she might have some.' 
According to local tradition, Bums and Joan met in Gavin 
Hamilton's house,* and acknowledged each other as man and 
wife, and Hamilton, as a Justice of the Peace, gave them a mar- 
riage certificate. According to another story, the marriage took 
place in one of the hostelries of Manchline, kept by one Hugh 
Morton, and the officiating Justice of tlie Peace was Farquhar Giay, 
laird of Gilmilnscrofl, an estate in the parish of Som, which was 
formerly part of Mauchline, but had been disjoined before Burna's 
time.! 

*ThUi tioiiH !■ (t protnt occnpitd by Hr Williun Wllian, loipector or poor fBr 
HinchUn* r"l<b. 
4 ' Rntirnilnjc to Muchline, m «ntc»d the houu of iiild Ninc< Tunoek. . . . Pro. 
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■tool nngfil along the itrpet like so manr attle ; md there being i rlgbt-oT-var through 
the ehnrchynnl to the hoitelry tfbnnld, tbey wen conducted over the gnvee of the rude 
tbmMhen at the hamlet b; their matlc admlren, to tread a mcunre , . . to tlia 
■tfsine of the vUUge Bddler. The icandil wai put an end to by ODCloilDg the giaTejaid, 



UPB AND WORKS OF BURNS. 



TO MRS DLNLO 



Madam— Your powen of reprebenKinn must be great indeed, aa I I 
kssiire you tliey mnde my heart ache with penitential pangs, « 
tliou),'h I was really not giiilly. Aa J eooiinenoe fanner at VV'hileanda;, ,' 
you will easily giiesB I niust be pretty busy ; bnt that is not all. Aa [ | 
got tlie offer of the excise bniiiness witlioat solicitation ; and as it costi I 
me only eix weeks' * attendance for instmctiou, ti> entitle me to a 
mission, which commission lies by me, and at any future period, o 
ainiple [tetition, can I>e resumed j 1 thought live and thirty pounds s 
was no bad ttertiier rctsort fur a poor piiet, if fortune in her jade tricks 
Hhoiild kick him down from tlie little eminence to which she has lat«Ij 
hetpcil him up. 

For this reason, I am at present attending these instrnctions, to have 
tiliem completed before Whitsunday. Still, madam, I prepared with tfafl 
sincerest pleasure Co meet yon at tlie Mount, and came t<> my brother** 
on Satunlay night, to set out on Sunday ; but for soTne nights precaliog 
T had slept in iiri nparlment nlieic the force of llie windi ami ruins was 
only mitigated by lieing sifted tlirough numberless apertures in the 
windows, walls, && In consequence I was on Sunday, Monday, and 
part of Tuesday unable to stir out of lied, with all the miserable efTects 
of a violent cold, j 

You see, madam, the truth of the French maxim Le vrai h'uI I 
pat lo'ljoiiri le vrai-seiitblable ; your last was so full of expostula- 
tion, and was something so like the language of an olfendeil friend, 
that I began to tremble for a correspondence, which I had with grate- 
ful pleasure set down &s one of the greatest enjoyments of my future 
life. . . . 

and i1>>iiiollBhlnfl ths hostelry. It wna In thii hostelry Uint Biimi «u nurrletl bjr x Jnstice 
'"""" "" ■-'.■-- - 'byi pTi«sL . . , Th«niiMd to 

rlorr, tli« rmUlpnts of Oivln Buiiil- 
which one coiild. In ■ atep or two, 
pa|> mil Di uin rriory iiiui Lns piioiie-nome Dtiore nipiitioned. or Into the church. By thia 
w«r Bnmi went anil caina when ha look the lainous iioteH of the urnnon preached by " Ths 
Cair," in<l by thta way ntep[,eil Oavin Hainlllon when he ict«d ni n vifiua to Bnma'a 
irrogiiUr inarriaKB by the J. P., the Uird of GllnillnKron.— W, OtPXirroii, In KiJiionuiOt 
SlaodarJ, Sept. 28, 18(17. A thfnl local tradition may be uiven : • Miss Calilwell. a lady 

uy that Mn Aleianiler, John Rlchuiond'a rliuehter, with whom she vaa penonally 
acqimlnted from chllilhood, otlen (old her that Bnrns and Jean Armnnr wen marrted In 
John Ronnld'a, who, It will be renieiiibere-l, was the carrier between Glat^w and Uauch- 
line. There wa* a man of that name who kept a piitiKc-hoiiae In Lomtonn 8tt*«t, on the 
■lie now occupied by Thomas Learnionl'a hoiiae and baker's shop. Bnt I hare been unable 
to get any eorroborolion of Mlsa Caldweir* sUtenient. All the siine. it la a very probable 
one, i^iiilnit. aa It doen, almoit at first hand, trvn the ton^e of the daughter of him who 
muit ha™ known more of the private life of the Poet than any of hia contempofulM.'-. 
Jo>iN Taylor (Iibb, in Arxi Chronicle for HOC. 
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YoDr books h&To delighted me : Virgil, Diyden, And Tmm i 
equally Btrangen to mo j bat of this more at large in my next 



TO FROPBSSOR DUOALB STEWART. 

HaucBume, U May ITB8; 

Sir — I enclose yon one or two more of my bagatelles. If the fervent 
wisliea of honest gratitude lisva any inAnence with that great nnknown 
Being who frames the chain of causes and events, prosperity and 
happiness will attend your visit to the Continent, and return you safe to 
your native shore. 

Wherever I sui, allow nie, Sir, to cisiiti it as niy privilege to acqaainb 
yon with my progress in my tnule of rhymes ; as I ani sure t conid say 
it with truth, that, next to my little fame, and the having it in my 
power to make life more comfortable to those whom nature has made 
dear to nio, t shall ever regard yonr countenance, your patronage, your 
friendly good offices, as the most valued consequence of my lat« success 
in life. R. B. 



< MRS DUKLOP. 



Madah— Dryden's Virgil has delighted me. I do not know whether 
the critics will agree with me, but the Georgia are to me by far the 
best of Virgil. It is indeed e. species of writing entirely new to me, 
and has filled my bead with a thousand fancies of emulation : hut alas I 
when I read the Georgia, and then survey my own powers, 'tis like the 
idea of a Slietland pony drawn up hy tlie side of a thorongh-bred hunter, 
t« start for the plate. I own I am disappointed in the /Eniid. Faultless 
correctness may please, and does highly please, the lettered critic ; but 
to tliat awcfnl clmracter I have not the most distant pretensions. I ito 
not know whether I iln not hocard my pretenuone to be a critic of any 
kind, when I say that I think Virgil, in many instances, a aervilt copier 
of Homer. If I had the Odyisty hy me, I could parallel many passages 
where Virgil has evidently copied, hut hy no means improved, Homer. 
Nor can 1 think there is any thing of this owing to the translators ; for, 
from every thing I have seen of Dryden, I think him in genius and 
fluency of language. Pope's master. I have not perused Tasso enough 
to form an opinion : in some fnture letter yon shall have my ideas of 
him ; though 1 am conscious my criticisms must be veiy inaccumt« and 
imperfect, as there I have ever felt and lamenteil my want of learning 
most. R.B. 

VOL. II. V 



LIFK A>-D VOBKU OF BURNS. 



TO 



IBKD 



ALD. 



HoHoiti, 4a Mat ins- 
Deah Uncle— This, I hope, will find yon ami jonr conjogal yoke- 
fellow in your gooil old nay. I am inipatipnt to knon' if ihe Ailiw * 
fowling be coiiiiiienp«l lor tliia bphsoii yet, as I want three or four 
fltonva of feetliere. and I li'>|>c you will bespeak tliciii (or nie. It n-ould 
be a vaiu atteiii[>t for me to euuiiierate tlie vaiious tranaactioiiB 1 have 
been engaj^ in sinoe I Nan you laAt ; Imt thii kuow— I engaged in a 
amiiyyliiig irat/c, and God knows if ever any poor man experienced 
better reCamii — two for one : but as freight and delivery have turned ogt 
so dear, I am tbinkiug of taking out a licence, aiid beginuiug in fair 

I have taken a farm on the borders of the Nitli, and in imitation of 
the uld |iatriarche, get nien-Bervanlti and iiiaid-tiervnnts, and Socks and 
hetdH, luid beget sons and daugbtflra. Your obedient nephew 

BDBT. fiUKRX. 



TO MR JAMBS JOHNSON. 

M*DCHLiNB. SSrt Hay 1TS8. 

Mr DKAR Sir— I am really uneasy about that money which Mr 
Creech owes me per note in your band, and I want it much at present, aa 
I am engaging in business pretty deeply both for myself and my 
brother. A hundred guineas can be but a triUing aflair to him, and 'lis 
a matter of most serious importance to me. To-morrow I begin my 
operations as a farmer, and God speed tlie plough J 

I am BO enamoui'ed of a certain gill's prolific, twin-bearing merit, that 
I have given her a legal title to the best blood in my body, and eo fare- 
well rakery 1 To be serious, I found I had a long and much-loved 
fellow -creature's happinefs or misery in my hands ; and tliough Pride 
and seeming Justice were muiderous King's Ailvocatca on the one side, 
yet Humanity, Generosity, and Forgiveness, were such powerful, auch 
irresistible, council on the other side, that a jury of all Eodeartnenta and 
new attachments brought in a unanimous verdict Nol Guilty! And the 
Panel, he it known unto all whom it concerns, is installed and instated 
Into all the rights, privileges, inimunit-ies, franchises, services, and 
paraphernalia that at present do, or at any time coming may, belong 
to the name, title and designation [MS. torn away.] 

Pi-esent uiy Iwst Compliments to . . . 

• It )■ worth noting that Bnnis, mithongh Uvlng tluuMt In light of ' Ptddft HIlHtoiu,' 



TO MB KOSBBT AIM8LIK. 

Haocbuki, Mag W, ITH. 

Mr DEAB FrIBMD— I am tvro kind letters in your debt, 1>at I h*Te 
been from bouo, and horridly biuy buying eukI preparing for my 
[amiini; boaineBa, over and above tiie plague of my Excise iiutniction*, 
wbicb tills week will fiuisli. 

Ab I llntter my wiHliea that I forsee many future yean' corre8pond«iie« 
between ae, 'tis foolisli to talk of excusing dull ejiifitles; a dull letter 
may be a very kind one. I have the pleasure to tell you lliat I have 
been extremely fortunate in ail my Luyings and bargainings hitherto ; 
Mrs Bums not excepted ; which title I now avow to the world. I am 
truly pleased with this laat alFair : it has indeed added to my aQxietiea 
for futurity, but il liaa given a stability tn my mind and my resolutions, 
unknown before] and the poor girl lias the most sacred enthusiasm 
of attachment to me, and liaa not a wiah but to giatify my every idea of 
her deportment. I am internipted, Farewel ! my ilear Sir. 



TO URS DUNLOP. 

[IfxDcaun.] ITrt Hoy 1TS8. 

Madam — I have been torturing my philosophy to no purpose, to 
account for tliat kind partiality of yours, which unlike . . . han 
followed iiie in my return tu tiie shade of life, witii astidnous 
benevolence. Often did I regret, in the fleeting hours of niy lata will- 
o'-wisp ajipcurance, that ' here I bad no continuing city ; ' and, hut for 
llie consolation of a few solid guineas, could almost lament the tiua 
that a momentary aratuaiii lance with wealth and splendor put me so 
mucii out of conceit with the sworn companions of my road thnmgfa 
life, insignificance and poverty. . . . 

There are few circuin stances relating to the unequal distribution of 
the good things of thU life, that give me more vexation (I mean in what 
I see around me) than tiie iiii|H>rtance the opulent bestow on their 
tridirig family afioirs, compared with the very same things on the con- 
tracteil scale of a cottage. Last afternoon, I had tlio honor to spend 
an linuv or two at a gooil woman's tirs side, where the planks that com' 
(HiHcd the lloor were decorate^l with a s|>kndid carpet, and the gay 
table Hparkleil with silver and china. "Hs now about term day, and 
there has been a revolution among those creatures who, though in 
appearance partaken, and equally noble partakers, of the same nature 
with Mailame, are, from time to time — their nerves, tiieir sinews, tbeir 
health, strength, wisdom, experience, genius, time, nay a good part of 
tbeir very tlioughta — sold for months and year*, . . . not only to tbe 
neceHHiticK, the convenience*, but the caprices, of the important few,* 

■ lDBeotluid,iBmnliu«uiiillr«ngiEBrIbyth>lulf-Ti«',tliateinuMiiBWIi[lniDdar 
(Ilmr»)ln<l Mlrtlninu(NoTginb«rSl). 



340 1.1 PX AKD WORKS OP BUnSK. 

We talked of the iDdgnilioaiit creUurcs; nay, notwithManding thdr 
general Ntupidity aiiil mscnlity, did Home of t)ie poor deviU the honour bo 
coiimieDil them. But li^'Ul ba the turf upoa hu breast -nlio taught 
' Keverence thj-soU 1 ' We looked down on tl* uniKilislicd wretdies, 
their impertinent wives and cloaI«tly bmte, as the loi-dly hull does on 
the little dirty ant-hill, wbaae puny inhabitants he crashes in the 
carelessness of hia nuuble, or tosses in air in the wautonness of liii 
liride. R. B. 

"With these lettors, indicating incnjosing eatiaf action on 
Buriis'» part with the etep which ho Iwd takeu, the Edtnbuigh 
period of hia life cornea to a close. That he bore himself til 
thmuyh it at onee with manliness and with modesty lias never 
been disputed. It was admitted by all who came in contact with 
him during the winter of 1786 and the spring of 1787 that 'in 
this prodigy will had dung [defeated] fate,'* But he never lost 
his head. He saw from the first that his reputation, so for u 
sncinty in Edinburgh was concerned, must be evanescent, and 
ho acted accordingly. His second Gomroon-place Book proves 
that he measured himself deliberately against the men ke met. 
He perceived his own superiority to them in natural force ; he did 
not repine at tlicir better fortune. It is morally certain that had 
Burns visited Edinburgh in the days of the literary supremacy of 
Scott and Jeffrey,! a vigorous and successful effort would have 
been made to secure for him a position which would have per- 
mitted free exercise for his extraordinaiy faculty. It is beyond all 
question that Scott, the least jealous of all the sons of letters, 
who welcomed genius in others as cordially as Goethe himself, who 
held out the right hand of brotherhood to James H(^, would have 
bestirred himself in his usual effective manner to secure adequate 
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'OLABINDA.' 341 

recognition for the geniua of Robert Burns. Bums, however, asked 
- nothing from hie Edinburgh friends ; when they helped him to 
/ a farm and a position in the Excise, believing, as they 
' apparently did, that they were thereby gratifying bis own wishes, 
~j be made no complaint, but cheerfully prepared himaelf for the 
/ necessarily uncoDgenial career which alone appeared open to him. 
Burns was but twenty-seven years of ^e when be caoie to 
Edinburgh from Ayrshire. Of few men of warm temperament 
and exceptionally endowed by nature with those strong passions 
which are the sources at once of selfishness and of unselfishness can 
it be said with truth that ' the battle between the flesh and the 
spirit' which ends in the ruin or the consolidation of character 
has been fought out so early in life. His sociable temperament, 
his eager wiliinguess to observe all sorts and conditions of men, 
inevitably led him into ' scenes of life,' the survey of which meant 
the enlargement of experience, but not— at least immediately — the 
enrichment of motive. But it is as certain that he never lost cuni' 
mand of himself, amidst the Crochallan festivities, as that he 
acquitted himself with modesty and manliness at the tables of 
professors nnd senators of the College of Justice TJiere was an 
undoubted risk that, with his extraordinary susceptibility to female 
inflaence, he might have suffered mornl shipwreck ou the rock 
either of libertinnge or of calculating selfisliness. His nature 
miglit have been coarsened by a succession of essentially vulgar 
intrigues, sucli aa that with May Comeron. He might have yielded 
to tho growing passion of Mrs ^['Lehose, and — -perhaps only half- 
heartedly — have entered into a dubious connection with her. He 
might have contracted a marriage of prudence with Margaret 
Chalraera. But hie better instincts guided him to the only right 
course. By marrying Jean Armour he deliberately cast libertinage 
behind liim. He entered upon his farm at Ellislund by no means 
free from the moral embarrassments entailed by bis past, and 
knowing well that, with his Tesponsibilities as a married man, ho 
could only trust to circumstances to fulfil the high mission which 
he had clearly pcreeivcd to be his when ho wrote ' The Vision.' 
But he had taken the one step which made for — if it cottld not 
at once ensure — mental peace. He hod a character to lose or to 
strengthen, as well as a reputation to sustain and increase — at 
intervals, and as opportunity offered. 



CHAPTER V. 

Till I8LS (JDKX — DBCBHBm 1788). 

^^gV URNS ujuwars to liave conig to rcaiJa at hia tana on 
t^f^ "'" '^''' ^'^ JHie- As tho fteadiny had to be T«built, 
J^^ lio coiiM not yot coiumunco liciu^ekcejuiig with his 
1 wifa ftiiit thild. It was, thQi«foi«, airan^'cJ thai, 
uiili[ the new iiouae vaa raady, Jean ami her sou should 
remain at Mauchlinc, and tlmt Bunia eliould live slone at 
EUiaknil. As a matter of fact he Heems to have lived, not at Ellis- 
land, but ill a hut, with the outgoing tenant,* about half a mile 
below the farm, under the shadow of the ivy-covered tower of 
tho Isle — a keep which dates from the days of the Red Comyn. 
Obliged to settle, in cheerless ctrciinistaiices, and in a place where 
he was an entire stranger, lie seema to have been at first far from 
happy. 



TO MRS DUXLOP, 
AT MR DUNLOF'S, HADDINaTON. 



U[i4U|j«Mina. 

Wlien'sT I Muu, wh&teTer reklmi 1 tea, 

Mj betrt, nntnvelt'J, fondljr tarna to theo ; 

Still to nij f rienii it tuma with ocMeleaa pain, 

And dnkgi at cacIi rcmore & lengthening chain. — OOLDSMrrB. 
the seeonil dnj-, my lionoreil frienJ, that I have lieen on my 
Bolitary inmat-e of an oM, Htnoky Spenix (apartnieut) ; far from 
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THB IBLB. 313 

every object I lore, or fay whoiu I am beloved ; nor any acquuntauee 
older than yeaterday, except Jenny Gtddet, tbe old mare I ride onj 
wliile uncouth carea and novel plans hourly iniolt my awkwai'd IgnoT' 
ance and banhfal inexperience. There is a foggy atniospliere native 
to luy «oq1 in tlie hour of care, consequently the dreary ohjecte aeem 
larger than the life. Extreme sensibility, irritated and prejudiced on 
tlie gloomy side by a series of niiafortimes and disappointments, at 
that period of my existence wlien the soul is laying in her cargo of 
ideas for the voyage of life, is, I believe, the principal cause of this 
unhappy frame of mind. 

The valtuit, in hiinwlf whi^t owi ha nifbr! 

Or wh&t need he n^4rd his tingle voea? ko. 

Your surmise, madam, is jnnt : I am, indeed, a husband. . . . 

I found a once much-Iovetl and still much-loved female literally and 
truly cast out to tbe mercy of the naked elemenbi, but as I enabled her 
to puTcheue a shelter, and there is no sporting with a fellow- creature's 
happiness or misery. . . . 

The moHt placid good-nature and sweetnets of dispoeition ; a warm 
heart, gra^fully ilevoted with all its poweis h> love me ; vigorous health 
and apiightly cheerfnineas, set off to the best advantage by a more than 
oommoD handsome figure ; these, I think, in a woman, niay make a good 
wife, though she should never have read a page but * The Scriptures of 
the OM Biid New Testament,' nor liave danced in a brighter aMenibly 
than a penny-pay wedding.* H. B, 



TO MK KOBERT AIMSLIB. 

BLueuim, Jinu it [IE], ITS8. 

This is now the third day, my dearest Sir, that I have sojourned in 
these regions; and during these three days you have occupied more of 
my thoughts than in three weeks preceding : In Ayrshire I have several 
variatiottt of friendship's compass, here it points invariably te the pole. 

IstlMrsKoD'arDrarKe-thliiksr. DiviilCiillisiiuaiilii wlh wereiwsraorthli; MctlUhough 
tbay liulscl hliu civilly u tlie liioiiiilng taiiaiit, .luring the Ave inoiithi lig realiled under 
their roof, gtill the; felttOr hlin uone who vu by no tneani on tlie right pelb. On ong 
occuion Kuce (Hn CuDlg) end the tsril wen eitUng in the epence, when the former 
tnnied the eoiirenablon on her Ikvoarite lopio, nliglon. Bnnu, l^n whilarer 
motive, ajniialhiied with thg iiielron, sua quoMd so much ecrlptHre tint >he waa 
nilrljr ailoniHhe^. Whon >he nont bi-ii tbe aaiil la her hnnbaiul— " Oh, Devhl CiiUle, 
how they have vnnited that min. for 1 think he haa malr o' the Bible off hli longne 
tiali Mr IngHg hlinwl'." The banl eiijoye<l the co>ii|>llmeiit, and about the nnt thing he 
~ on herurlvalwaa" the KRhe had got froin 'Old Nance. ""—J(n 






344 LIFE AND WOIIkI> OF BURKS. 

My farm glvce me a good mnny unoouUi cares Kiid nnxietlae, tint 
the language uf coiiiplaiiil. Job, or nouio one of liis fnend*, wiyi 
■Why sliuuld a living mui oniii|ilBin !' 

I linve lately Won niueb mortiCed with eontemplatiug au iiulueky im- 
perfecliou in the very franiiUK and contilructiuu of my soul ; nftiucly, a 
blundering inaccuracy ol Iter olfactory orgajis in hitting itie ,seent nt 
craft or design in niy felluw-ereaturcB. I du not mean any comjiliinait 
to my ingenaouanew, or to hint that the defect is in conwtiaence of Uw 
unRnai'icions simplicity of eonscioaa tmili and honor : 1 t«ke it to l>e. In 
Home way or other, on imjierfectiun in the iiiGntnl sight ; or, m<'tApbot 
apart, some modiUcalion of ilutneRB. In two or thre« antalt inatanotB, 
lately, I have been most xhamefnlly out. 

I have all along, hitherto, !ii the warfare of lif«, 1ieen Iir«(I U> am)« 
among the light-horse — the piquet-guards of fancy : a i(tnd of llnMan 
and Ilighlaoden of tlie Brain : but I am Urnily resolved to teil out of 
these ^ddy battaliona, who have no ideas of a buttle hut fighting titv 
foe, or of a siege but Btarming the town. Oat what it will, I am deter- 
niiiieil to buy in among the grave sqiiiulrana of Iteavy-armeil tbongbt or 
the artillery cor]n of plodding contrivance. 

What books are yon reading, or what te the mbject of yoar Ihonghia, 
besides (be great studies of your profetviion T Yon nud tiometbing ntiont 
Religion in your last. 1 don't exactly remember what it was, aa the 
lett«r is in Ayrshire; but I thought it not only prettily »wd, bot 
nobly thought. Von will ninke a nohle fellow, if once yon were 
ninnled. I make no reservation of your Wing uw/f-married r Yon 
have HO much sense, and knowle<lge of human nature, that though yon 
may not realize perhaps the ideas of i-omance, yet you will never be 
ill married.' 

Were it not for the terrors of my ticklisli situation respecting provision 
for a family of children, I am decidedly of opinion that the step I have 
taken is vantly for my happiness. Aa it is, I look to the excise scheme 
as a certtunty of niaintenance ; a maintenance, luxury to what either 
Mrs Bums or I was Iiom to. Adieu I R. B. 



Tlie thoughts of Burns are further revealed by an entry iu his 

second Common-place Book. 

Bllisland, Itl* Junt 17SS. Suiu<ow. 

This is now the third day I have been in this country. Lord, what is 
mnii '. u'lint a liuHlling little liuixlle of passions, appetites, ideas and 
fan ci en I and what a capricious kind of existence he has here 1 If 
legendary stories be true, there is indeed an Elsewhere, where, as Tlioiu- 
Boii says, ' Virtue solo survives.' 

UeuU-Cul. JEiiiH CiiuuiUHliiin ot lb 



ToU OS ye Deid; 

WQl none of yoa in pity diwloBe the secret. 
What 'tis yan *re, ud ire mnit shortly be ! 

k little time 

Will mmka ni Iwned u yon mn Uld M doee.* 

I am auoh a cowanl in Life, so tired of the Service, tbat I would almoel 
at any time with Milton's Adam— 

gbully Uy me in my Hothei's Up, 

And be >t peue. 

but a irife and children, in poetics, ' Tlie fur PartDer of my soul, and 
the little dear Pled^-ea of our miitDnl love,' tliese bind me to struggle 
with the stream ; till some chopping squall overset the silly vessel, or, in 
tbe listless return of years, ila own craziness drive it to a wreck. Fare- 
wel, uovi, to those giddy Follies, those varnialied Vices, which, tliough 
half sanctified 1iy the bewitching levity of Wit and Humour, are at best 
but thriftless idling with tbe precious carrent of Existence ; nay, often 
poisoning the whole, that, like the Plains of Jericho, ' The water is 
naught, and tlie ground barren,' and nothing short of a eiipematurolly 
gifted Elisha can ever after heal tbe evils. 

Wedlock, the circnmstsjice that buckles me hardest to Care, if Virtue 
and Relit'ion were to be anything with me but mere names, was what in 
a few seasons I must have resolved on ; in the present case it wan un- 
avoidably necessary. Humanity, Generosity, honest vanity of character. 
Justice to my own happiness for after-life, so far as it could depend, 
which it surely will a great deal, on internal peace, all tiieae joined their 
warmest HutTrogeR, their moft powerful solicitations, with a rooted 
Attachment, to urge the step I have taken. Nor have I any reason on 
her part to me it. I can fancy /loic, but have never seen tckert, I could 
have niaile it better. Come then, let nie return to my favourite Motto, 
that glorious passage in Young— 



In a different strain Burns addressed an early Kilmarnock friend 
on the circumstances of his life : 



T<11 ■>■. ye ilMd : mil none of yon In pity 
To these yon left behtnd. fliiclane the necntT 
Oh '. lliit Kinie conrtwiia ghott woiilil bllb It oat, 
Wliit 'Un yon nrc and we mn»t ehortlj' be. 
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EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER. 

In this strange land, this uncouth dime, 

A land unknown to prose or rhyme : 

Where words ne'er crost the muse's heckles,* 

Nor limpet in poetic shackles ; 

A land that prose did never view it, 

Except when drunk he stacher't thro' it ; 

Here, anibush'd by the chimla cheek, 

Hid in an atmosphere of reek, 

I hear a wheel thrum t i' the neuk| 

I hear it — for in vain I leuk. 

The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel, 

Enhusk6d by a fog infernal : 

Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures, 

I sit and count my sins by chapters ; 

For life and spunk like ither Christians, 

I 'm dwindled down to mere existence, 

Wi' nae converse but GiUlowa* bodies, { 

Wi' nae kond face but Jenny Geddes.§ 

Jenny, my Pegasean pride ! 

Dowio she saunters down Nithside, 

And ay a westlin leuk she throws, 

While tears hap o'er her auld brown nose ! 

Was it for this, wi' Ciinny care 

Thou buro tlie Bard througli many a shire ? 

At howes or hillocks never stumbled. 

And late or early never grumbled ? 

0, had I power like inclination, 

I 'd heeze thee up a constellation. 

To canter with the Sagitarre, 

Or loup th' ecli[)tic like a bar, 

Or turn the ])ole like any arrow. 

Or, when auld Pliebus bids good-morrow. 



limped 

sUggered 

chimney « fireside 

smoke 

corner 



spirit— other 

no— folk 
known 

Sadly 

look westwards 

drop 

gentle 

bore 

hollows 



raise 

Sagittarins 

leap over 



* Ilackles— an instrument for dressing flax. 
t 'Thrum' = sound of a spinning-wheel in motion. 

t Rllisland, although in Dumfriesshire, is situated near the borders of the Stewartry of 
Kirkcudbright, which, with Wigtownshire, forms the district known as Galloway. 
$ His mare. 



Down the zodiac uige tho race. 

And caet dirt ou his godehlp'a fnoe : 

For I could lay my bread and kail broth 

He 'd ua'ei caab aaut upo' tliy taiL —it 

Wi' a' this care and a' this grief, 

And BDia', ema' prospect of relief, null 

And nought but peat reek i' my head, unokt 

How can I write what ye can read ) 

Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o' June, 

Yo '11 find me in a better tune ; 

But till we meet and weet our whistle,* *st 

lak this excuse for nae epistle. .uSlTiIrt «?i"Jui 

■'■">™«- EOBEHT BUBNS. 

In hia lonely wanderings by the Nitb, his heart reverted to the 
girl whom he had lately made his wife. We have a memorial 
of the feeling of such a moment in hia popular song — 

I LOVE MY JEAN. 
Tune— ^tM Admiral Gordon'* Stratbtpey. 
Of a' the airts the wind can blaw, direction..— blow 

I dearly like the west, 
For there the bonie I^aaie lives, 

Tho Lassie I lo'e best : lor* 

There 'a wild-woods grow, and riven row, rail 

And mony a hill between ;t 
But day and niglit my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair; 
I bear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm tho air : 

* 'Wntoui whl>l1«'m«i]i -hive ■friindtr drink.' 
ImplylnG tli» tutun of the sccnerj 

'Thouoli wlldwoodi grow Mid Tlvtn row, 

Wt' mony K lijll brtwrxn, 
Btlth lUy ind night,' Ac,— 
crldentlr an iltAnUon dulgnol tolmproTathtrMuantngorthtrsiM. It* 
rwdlngi in wrong, tbr tn the original nunuwrjpt (Bnnu'i coatrlbutloo ti 




There 'a not a bonie flower that B[>ringa 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; "ooi 

There's not a bonie bird that siugH, 
But niindd me o' my Jean.* 

TIte same period produced, in honour of Jean, one of the most 
fervid of his lyrica. To understand it, tlie poet, living iu solitude 
ut the Isle, must be supposed to be gazing towards the hilt of Cor- 
sincon, at the bead uf Nithsdale, boyoud which, some ten 
distaut, was the vuUey in which Jeau lived. 



O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS HILL. 
TuNK— JIfy low w lott la me. 
O, were I on Parnaseus hiU, 
Or liad o' Helicon f my fill, 

Tliat I might cutch poetic skill 
To eing how dear I love thee. 

h MuMmn, the lino [9 writwii ; "niorr'« wHJ irooili BTOw.'ie., u li 



miles J 



.. it*"' 



^»f^ 



e lUiiEU nppflATed In lli« tliin) voluir 



11 Hiii>ntoi>, iiitislr-i 



Th«tri.re*=l!!«d.w»l 


went i»y 






(To whom the hart is «en) 








Ab my rnveet, lovely Jeoii. 




poet* h»vB (VDiii 11 i-ery ™rly perit-l IjMn 




Ilplicon mt> Ihs hiuiil or th« MiiH», iiiil Its foi 


ntnins Aganippe iikI Hippocnn-. 


e. la TAc Cluny iiul Hi Sloe, hu 'it fOnUIn 


Helicon ;'>ndtheionK, ■l>«eUn 




toun-i eJIUoo br th-, Scottiib Itol 
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THE ISLE. 



But Nitli maun l)o my Muses' well, 
^ly ^Ruse maun be thy l)onie sel',* 
On Corsincon 1 '11 glow'r and spell, 
And write how dear I love thee ! 
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Then come, sweet Muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a' the lee-lang simmer's day Uve-iong summer's day 
I couldna sing, I couldna say, could not 

How much, how dear, I love thee. 
I see thee dancing o'er the green, 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean, t neat 

Thy tempting lips, thy roguish een — eyes 

By Heaven and Earth I love thee ! 

By night, by day, a-field, at hame, 
The thoughts o' thee my breast inflame ; 
And ay I muse and sing thy name, 
I only live to love thee. 
Tho* I were doom'd to wander on 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun, 
Till my last weary sand was run. 
Till then — and then I love thee I 



TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ. 

MAUCHLiinE, 28nl /««« 1788. 

This letter, my dear Sir, is only a basiness scrap. Mr Miers, profile 
painter in your town, has executed a profile of Dr Blacklock for me : do 
me the favour to call for it, and sit to him yourself for me, which put in 
the same size as the doctor's. The account of both profiles will be 
fifteen shillings, which I have given to James Connel, our Mauchline 

Society, 1887 ; see also the Appendix to Vol. 1. of this work, pp. 485-6) points the same 
way. Spenser has 'Pamasse . . . whence floweth Helicon the learned well,' a usage 
expressly defended in a gloss. Nor was he the only English poet to write thus. It has 
been pointed out that Pausanias describes a small stream called Helicon north of Mount 
Olympus, which, however, seems to have had no special connection with the Muses. See 
Notes and QuerUi, 4th series, ii., 248-475. 
* A writer in Notes and Queries has pointed out a similar idea to this in Propertius : 

* Non haec Calliope, non haec mihi cantat Apollo, 
Ingenium nobis ipsa puella Ikcit.' 
t ' Gean/ in this relation, means ' well-shaped, handsome.' 
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carrier, to pay yon when yon giva liini tUe paioel. Yon ranst not, nijr 
friend, refuse to sit Tba time is eliort ; wLeo I sat to Mr Mier?, I hiii 
sure he ili<l not exceed two iiiiimtes. 1 proimne huogicg Lonl Glencaim, 
the DucUir, and you, in trio, over luy oew cMiuoey-pieee Uiat is to be. 
Adieu ! K. B. 



^igtvf 



At the lale, Burns was fortunate in having for hia neareat 
bour, less than a inilo distant along tho bank of the Nith, Captain 
Robert Riildel of Glenridde), a nmn of literary ami antiquarian 
tastes, and of n warmly sociable teuipoTameiit, Riddel possesseil a 
beautiful small estate, with a mansion romantically situated ou ii 
rocky promontory nt a bend in the river, which was formerly the site 
of a small monastic establish m on t that recalled the days when the 
munka of Melrose owned this fertile portion of Nithsdole : a Ion^< 
carse (alluvial plain) extenda to tlie eastward, bounded by beautiful 
shrubberies, which reitcli nearly to Eltisland. Tho proprietor of 
Frinrs' Carae* gave Burns a key admitting him to tho grounds^ 
and it seems to have been one of tho poet's chief pleasures to 
wander in these grounds, and meditate in a little cot or Hermitage 
which Captain Riddel had built. On the 28th of June he com- 
posed, assuming the character of a bedesman, or mendicant 
recluse, lines 

WRITTEN IN FRIARS' CARSE HERMITAGE. 

(FIRST VERSION.) 

Thou whom Clmnce may hither lead. 
Be thou clad in russet weed. 
Be thou deckt in silken stole, 
Grave those maxims on thy soul. 

• Prlira' Curie pmad In Iha oitly pirt of Iha preieuC cenWir)' JDlo the huUs of Dr 
Crtchtop, Mhoso nsine Is carnnienionted in the Urge iDalltiitlou foundAd bf bli tnisten at 
Diiiiirrles for the treatiuBiit of Ihe iniuiiie. At Iha death of hli widov the »U1t n-u 
bouKbt by Hr Thoniu Nelnun of Curllale, who rebuilt Uie ininsloii-hoDse tad mtared the 
HannlUge, pliclnn on lU winilowa liiscrlptioiie in fiK-aimllt of the lenet Buras coiiipivinl 
within It. He bought Uib origlnnl wlodaw of tba HenniUge In nii old cuiioalty shoi> In 
London ; It Is iiaw praaerved in the inuaeuui of Duinfriee ObBemUry. In 1899 the nun. 
■lon-hoiuB, which coiittilos the rounis In which Robert Riddel conversed with his neigh- 

with tbeeaUte Into the hsnda ot the Crlchloii tnistsea, and is tobeuwilM&aiippleinentary 
u/lnni ki the Inatltiition in DnnirrleK. The old ustle of Olenriddel, froin which CKptaJn 
Riddel took iiia ' style,' and the site of which Is now mHked by i circle of yew-trees, was in 
Oleucalrn pariah, and stood ou an emlnenra ovarlooklnf- the Ciiini, a tribataiy of Uie NIUi, 
having tho Msxneltoi. I.raes, oelebnUd lu 'Annie Laurie,' taU iu Tlew, 



Life is but a Day st moat ; 
Sprung from Night — ia Darknesa loBt : * 
Hope not Sunahine every hour, 
Fear not Clouds will ever loui. 
Happinesa is but a name. 
Make Content nnd Ease thy utn. 
Ambition is a meteor-gleam ; 
Fame, a restless idle dream ; 
PleiLSures, insectH on the wing 
Round Peace, the teuderest llower of Spring ; 
Those that sip the dew alone, 
Make the Butterflies thy own ; 
Those that would the bloom devour, 
Giush the Locusts, save the Flower. 
For the Future be prepar'd, 
Guard, wherever thou con'at guard ; 
But thy Utmost duly done, 
Welcome what thou canst not shun. 
Follies past, give tliou to air; 
Make their Consequence thy cara 
Keep the name of Man in mind, 
Aud dishonour not thy kind. 
Reverence, with lowly heart, 
Him whose wondrous Work thou art ; 
Keep His Goodness still in view. 
Thy trust, and thy example too. 
Stranger, go ! Heaven he thy guide I 
Quod, the Bcads-mane of Kitlie-side. 

This is a reproduction of the text entered by Bums in the Edin- 
burgh Common-place Book. A second version is entered later in 
the volume, with the heading 'Alteration of the hues wrote in 
Garse Hermitage.' In this version the couplet 

Day, how rapid in its flight I 

Day, how few must see the night I 

is inserted between lines 6 and 7 of the original, and after line 8 
the text, down to the concluding couplet, is entirely new. The 
poem as given in the 1793 edition is os follows ; 

* ComiiuB Bplcunu'i lTlV•^'ll >■) (Ire/ii. 
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\YUITTEN IN FKIARS-CAKSE HEKMITAGE, 
ON NITH-SIDE. 
Tuou wUoni cbaiico tnaj- hitber lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed, 

Be t)iou dackt in silken stole. 
Grave these comisijls on tliy soul. 

Lifii is but a day at most. 
Sprung from night — in dnrkneos hist : 
Hope itot sunshine ev'ry hour, 
Fear not clouds will always l<nir. 

As Youth and Love with sprightly dance 
Beneath thy morning star ailvoiice. 

Pleasure with her siren air 
Muy delude the thoughtless pair : 
Let Prudoiice Uesa Enjoyment's cup. 
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high. 
Life's meridian ilaming nigh. 
Dost thou spurn the humble valef 
Life's proud summits would'st thou scale t 
Check thy climbing step, elate. 
Evils lurk in felon-wait : hiding with reionioiu i 

Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold. 
Soar around each cliffy hold. 
While cheerful peace, with linnet song, 
Cliants the lowly del la among. 

As thy shades of ev'ning close, 
liock'ning thee to long repose ; 
As life itself becomes disease, 
Seek the chimney-nook of ease. 
There ruminate with sober thought 
On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wrought; 
And teach the sportive younkers round, 
Saws of experience, sage ami sound. 
Say, man's true, genuine estimate, 
The grand criterion of his fate. 



Is not, art thou high or low 1 
Did thy fortune ebb oi flow ) 
Did many talents gild thy apan T 
Or fnignl Nature grudge tliee one 1 
TelL them, and pi'esa it on their mind, 
As thou thyself muat shortly find, 
The amile or frown of awefnl Heav'n, 
To Virtue or to Vice is giv'n. 
Say, to be just, and kind, and wise — 
There, solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
llmt foolish, seltish, fnithless ways 
Lead to bo wretched, vile and basa 

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep 
To thy bed of lasting sleep : 
Bleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, whore dawn shall never break, 
Till Future Life, future no more. 
To light and joy the goo<I restore, 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide I 
Quod the Beadsman of Nitb-side.* 



TO MR ROBEKT A I N 3 L I E. 

Kllulird. Mk Jmu Vm. 

Mv DEAR Sir— I jnst now received yoor brief Epistle; and to take 
vengeance on yoiir lozineiw, I have, you see, taken a long sheet at writing 
paper, and begun at the top of tlie page, intending to scribble on to 
the very last corner. 

I am vexed at that affair of the girl, hat dare not enlai^e on the 
subject until yon send nie your direction, as I suppose that will be 
altereil on your Iat« Master and Friend's ileath.t I am concerned for 
the old fellow's exit, only as I fear it may be to yonr ilisadvantage in 
any respect — for nn old man's dying, except he have been a very bene- 
volent character, or in some particular sitnalion of life, tliat the welfare 
of the I'oor or the Helpless depended on bin), I think it on event of tlic 
most trilling moment to the world. Man is naturally a kind, benevolent 

* 'Qnod Dunbir'li printtd iCthe «nd of msiiT ot Donbsr'i passu, Bo tlaa wEth muy 
orth* poetni of olhar 'nuklun.' 
t annuel Ullclialiion, W.8.. hud bMn Ainnlle'i rmplorn : he died Junt 11, 1TB8. 

vou ir. w 
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animal, but lie w drni>t into «ncU a ilmnn'il needy Bittuttion here in tlifa 
vexatious world, tuiil ha.i siieh a whonwoQ, Uuni^y, growling, iiiiiltipl.nfig 
pack of NeceesitieM, Appetites, PoantoDit, Mid DMires abont him, r»iiiy tu 
devour tiim for wiuit of otiier food ; tliAt in fact be mnst lay lUiidc libi 
cai-cs fovotliere that he may loolc proporly Ui liimself. Every One, more 
(ir lev, in the words of tlie old BooU Proverb, ■ Has his rads in a cloven 
Mtkic,* aiid njBiin wyxc [must draw out] tlieni oul tb« bet>l nay becAn.' 
You have been iinpoaed npoa in ]>aying Mr Mioni for tlio profile of a Mr . 
Hamilton. I did not mention it in my letter to yon, nor dtil I ever givaJ 
Mr Miers any aueb oriler, I went once, indeol, with young Hamiltoafl 

of B , to shew him some profiles I wm getting ilona for Mm Black* ^ 

lock, and be sat to Miera of hta own accord to unil It, as he said, to ft 
NH'cetheart ; but for my own pftTt, I would as aoon think of ordering a 
Pronle of Tibby Nairn or Julie Hutlierford as of Kuch a contenijitibie 
piilijiy as HfamiltAn]. I beg yim will take the trouble to reliiru the pro- 
file to Mr Miera : 1 have uo objection tn low the money, but I won't have 
any hiicIi ProHle in my jtosMssion. I desired the Carrier to pay yon, bat 
aH I iiieiitioited only tif teen Bhiltlnga to him, I will rather inclose yon a 
guinea note. I have it not Indeed to spare here, as I am only a sojourner 
in a Htrango land in thin place i bat In a day or two 1 ratiirn to Manch- 
linc, and tbm, I Iuivl. the lliink-notca tbioiiKU the house lik,! s;ilt 
pen 1 1 its, t 

There is a great degree of folly in talking unnecessarily of one's private 
ntTaiifl. I have just now \ieet> interrupteit by one of my new neigbbonrs, 
who has ma<le liimself alnolutely contemptible in my eyes, by bis silly, 
garnilons prnriency. I know it lias been a fault of my own too; but 
from this tiioiiient I abjure it as I would the service of Hell ! Yotir Poets, 
spendthrifts, and other fools of that kidney, pretend forsooth to crack 
their jokex on Pnideiics ; but 'tis a squalid Vagabond gloiyiitg in his 
ragn. Still, Imprudence respecting money -matters is much nioi-e paitloii- 
nblc than imprudeiice respecting character. I have no objection lo prefer 
prodigality to avarice, In Honie few instances ; but I ap]>eai to your obser- 
vation, if yon have not met, and often met, with tlie same disingenitoiiB- 
ness, the same liollow.|iearte<l Insincerity, and disintegritive depravity of 
jmiiciple, in the hackneyed victims of Profusion, as in the nnfeeling 
cliitdren of Pai'simony. I have eveiy possible reverence for the much- 
talkeil-nf world beyond the Grave, and 1 wish tliat which Piety believes, 
and Virtne deservee, may lie all matter of fact ; but in things lielonging 
to, and terminating in, this present scene of Existence, ntan bos seriniis 
and interesting business on band. Whether ft man shall shake hands 
with Welcome in the distinguished elevation nf Respect, or shrink from 
Contempt tn the abject comer of Insignificance. WlieLher he shall wanton 
under tlie Tropic of Plenty, at least, enjoy liimself in the eonifortable 

* ' I Tinre hln cols In ■ cleft «tlek ' la said by fine "hpn he him mrother »t an mivantsge. 
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IfttltndM of M^ ConrmiiMiM, or ■terra in the Aratle drds of dreuy 
Povertj. Wh«tlier lie *liftll risa In tlie niaiily ooDHlousneM of « Mit- 
approving mind, or link InnMtli % fpilling load ot Kegret And Reniotw— 
tlieaa are altenuitlve* of ths lost niunienk 

You see liow I preocli. You aaed oecaslonally to *eminn<fa too i I 
wliU you would, In cliarlty, fnvor uie wltli a tlieet full In yunr own way. 
At any rat« write me wttU your cnnvenlenoe, to let ma knnw your dlrao- 
tlnn. I admire tlis elowi nf a letter Lord Bollngbroke write* to Dean 
Swifti 'Adieu, dear Swift I with all tliy faitlta Hove tlieesntlrelyi make 
an eftbrt to love ms witli all mine I ' Hnuible tervaut, and all tliat trum- 
pery, U now Buoh a perveralnn, inoli a Sodomy of Language, tliat Honeit 
Frieudaliip, In lier lineere way, lunst have reoonrM to lier primitive, 
alinple— FarewsU I II. B. 

P.S. — I am a aalnMrlber to Alnella'i large map of Seotland i It yon are 
in tlie b1io|i, please uk after the progreia i and when publlahed, Mca?a 
nie one of the eorlleel ImprewilonB of tlie Plate. Forgive me for all tlila 
trouble. I Mldom re» a Newopaper, ra do not know tlie etate of Pnhllea- 
tlone, the Stage, &e. R. K 



Petfir Hilt, who liad been Creech'a chief assistant, had now set 
np in business for himself, with the afterwards notable Archibald 
Constable as his apprentice. Bums liked Hill for his lively 
conversation and kindly disposition, and had already become 
intimate with him. Considering his relations with Creooh, it 
was natural that he should send to Hill for any books be might 

TO IIB PBTKR HILU 

HAQCBun, Itth Jtit iV*. 

Yon lojnred me, my dear Sir, in your GOnstniction of the cau»e of my 
silence. From Ellisland in Nitliadale to Haucliliue In Kyle is forty and 
Hve miles. Thtre, a houM a- building and farm enclosures and improre- 
ments to tend ; here, a new — not so much Indeed a tmn as a yoting wife ; 
Komt God, Sir, could my dearest brother expect a regular carresponilenee 
from me [ . , . I am certain that yon, niy liberal -minded and mueh- 
resjtected friend, would have acquitted me, tliougli I had obeyed to the 
very letter that famons statute auiong tlie Irrevoealde decrees of the 
Mcdes and Peraiani, 'not tn ask petition for forty daj's of either God 
or man, save thee, O Queen, only I ' 

I am highly ohligeil to you, my dearest Sir, for ynnr kind, yonr 
ele^nt, coniplliiients nn my becnnilng one of that most reepectahle, that 
mont truly venersble, cmpH, they who are, wlthont a metaphor, the 
tathera of poKterily, the benefactors of all coming generations i the 
editors of Spiritual Nature, and the authors of Immortal Being, Now 
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Diat I Rill 'ono ot you,' I Hlikll hiitnWy Imi tervmtiy emieai-iitir to teJ 
k cfliiHpicuoiu niuiiiber. Nuw It u ' -called Ui-ilfty ' Willi my jiowen utd 
me, and the time fust approocholh wlion, beliolitluK tlie debiliC«I«>l 
victim of allaubdning Time, Ui«y titiall exclaim ' How arc Uie tuiglity 
hllpn, And the we*p«nB of w»r (loruilml 1 ' 

Yaur IxHik came tuifc, Mid I am gning to trauMe yva witli fnrtber 
cniiitiiUiKions. I call it tronbling you— l*cauw I want oidy books; 
tlie cheftpait way, tlie beat : no yon iiiiiy linvc to liunt for them in tlie 
eveninjj auctiiiiu. I want !:JniolleU's worka, for tlie sake o( Itis incuiu- 
paralile huuionr. I liave already ' Roderick Randoiii ' luid ■ Riiiiijiliry 
Clinker" ' Peretjrine Pickle,' 'Ijuncelol Greaven,' aud 'Petdinand 
Count Fatbom ' I still want i bnt, aa I said, the verimt onlinary wipica 
will serve me. I ani nice only in the a)>iiearaace of my poets. I furgel 
the price of Cowpei'a " I'oems,' bnt I believe 1 niiiHl liave iheiii. I saw, 
the otbor day, propoaals [or a pnlili«ation entitled, ' Uanks'* New luid 
Com]ilete Clirinliim's Family Bible,' printed tor C. Cooke, PatenioMer- 
row, Ijondon. He proniisca at least to give in the work, I iJiink it ik, 
three hundred and odd engntTings, U> which he has pnt llie nanien of (lie 
firet artiata in London.* You «ill know the character of tite perfomi- 
ance, as some nanibera of it are pnlilished ; and if it ia T«ally what it 
preteridn to he, set me do«'n oa a subscriber, and send nie the published 
numbers. 

Let iiie hear fmni you your fiist leinnre minute, and trust me, you 
shall in future have no reason to cuniplaiu of luy Riknce. The dazzling 
peridexity of novelty will dissi])at«, and leave me to purane my course 
in the quiet |>alli of iiiethoilical routine.t 

I might tpi "u Ic) nil up the i>age, hut I dare say you are already 
Buttictently tii-ed of, my dear Sir, youre Btucerely 

Bout. Burns. 

■ 'Perhapiiiiaiietarinen mors «frecti»11y aviiU t1>Fni<ie1v«of tlic fuycreilullty oflhe 
public thsn a carUlii dewrlpUan of PiUnioiiter Row boo):Rl1tn. ThiH hundred and odd 
engravincii !— and by tlie Hnt srllstl In London, loo ! No wonder tbst Bums wu duiled 

iUiisti«to the Holy Soriptnrai liy pIMM orlgliiillyengrHvwl for tho Hittnrf) of Kxflatul: 
mid 1 hava irtnilly bwii iml|)eclii ilsHlgneil by our cslebnlAl irUat SlotliiKl. from Oarian 
Hiirlaivf and thg .Vnvrflil'i Magvlne, convcrtfO, with IncreiUbla d<it*rily. by Itimr 
baak>H'll>nBDra>Uw*,inloBcri|>t<in>1 cnilvlllxliinenta ! Ona of thna vmdon of '-Funlly 
Blblfi" Ulfly csIUhI on nie, to consnlt nis prorsulnnilly sbout ■ tullo Hieravlng he 
brought ullli hlin. It r«|irr8eiit«f1 Noiiii. BnlHin anted, contcmptitlng viiions groiipa of 
uilinnli that surrounded hhn : He nietely vlihed, be eald, to be inforuieil nhRthpr. by 
unclothing tha natunllHt, iiid givinK lilni knthPrmore resolute look. Ihe plala could not, 
■t ■ Iriniiig cifponaa, be inide In pua Ibr " Dsniel In the Lions- Den !"'— Ckomeh. DresUu, 
■ eonlureror Banholomaw F«ir, [• tlie orlRln*! of the prreoiuge Tttupemled by Croineli. 
Iffcving advattl^ei] s |ierfonuance ' for tlie beneHt of the poor.' lie took the proceeds for 

■aid the church wanl mil. ■ this in a Irick.' ' I know It,' eald tlie i»i\|urrr ; ' 1 live by my 
trielu.' See ft-<K« aid Qarrln. U aeries, vlll.. laa. 

I Cnmeh printed only tlie |iart of Ihl* letter from 'Your book cania aafa,' and he 
haa uniFrriniiljihty placed it in connection with a letter of Bume to Peter Bill dated 



TO UB QEOBQE LOCKUART,* 
UBBCHANT, AT HISS GBAY'S, OLA8 



OW, 



Hr DR. Sir— I am just going for Nithsdole, else I woald certainljr 
have tranBcribed BOtne of my rhyniing things for you. The Mias 
Bailies I liave aeen in Edinr. ' Fair ani) lorely are Thy Works, Lord God 
A1ii)ig1ity ! who would not praise Tliee fur these Ttiy (iifts in Ttiy Good- 
ness to the Sons of men ! ! !' It ne(Mle<l not your fino tAste to admire 
IhciH. I declare, one day I hail the honor of iliiiing at Mr Bailie's, I 
was almost in the predicament of tlie Children of Israel, when they could 
not look on Mob»i' faoe for the glory that shone in it when he 
deacended from Mount Horebt 

1 did once write a poetic Address from the Palls of Bmar to his 
Grace of Atliole, when I was in the Highlands. When you retnm to 
Scotland let me know, and I will send such of my pieces as please 
myself best. 

I return to Mauchline in about ten days. My Compliments to Mr 
Parden. I am in truth, but, at present, in haste, Youis sincerely, 

RoBT. Burns. 

Hlt'CHLINE, Jvlt IStt, 1T8S. 

Bums had never fully appreciated the beauty of his poems till 
he heard Jfr Aiken read them. Mr Lockhart, of Glasgow, did 
him a similar service in respect of his songs. On hearing Ixickhart 
for tho first time sing some of his pieces, he exclaimed, witJi great 
naivete, 'I'll be hanged if I ever knew half their merit till 
now I' 



TO MR ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM.t 

WRITER, ST JAHES' SQUABB, EDINBURGH. 

blluuk), nithhiui, Jidf ira, 1 
Mt Godlike Friend — 

Nay, do not stare, 
You think the phrase is odd-like ; 
But ' God is Love ' tho saints declare, 
Then surely thou art God-like. 

* Thf niins, ' Qeorgs Loclilurt, msrchBnt »nd insnuractunir,' ippon Id Uie lint Gl 
VlncUity (liery in ths siiawnllng iuua of tho nirKtaly It Ih noUKl thiC -UIm] 
Owy letU lodnlnes »bovB tho po"l-o(Boe, Pnrceii-8t>«t.' Probsbly Lodliliirt IoiIbbI 

I CuDiiliiglMin beuine ■ W.S. In tTdS : but liter Jalii«.l m uncle u Jeweller. Ho r' 
KU. • Anns' yia.% Ml« Anno SUwirt, deuRhter of John Slewt of Eut Cnlgn. H 
nnsr till <lal« of wrlUuK UiK At beoma wirs of Ur FonHt I>ewiir, •i.rKHiii In Eillnl 
Cunningham's rival. Although CunnlngluiQ murlod tour yean liter. It li uld tl 
never coNiplaWji recovarwl (Win the I 
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Anil is tliy anlour still llie same 1 

And kitiiilod etill at AkbaI 
Otiicira may iKtaet n imrtinl flama 

But thoil art a vokaito I 

Et"!! Wedlouk naJcB not lore beyoad 

Dentil's tia^isBolviiig ]Kntal ; 
But Ihoii, oiuniiioteiiUy (oud, 

May'st jiruniiw ]ovo immortBl I 

Tljy wounds such liealing jiowcre defy, 

Sucli Bjinptoiiii dire attend tUi'iii, 
That last great antilisctic Iry — 

Marriaob |Kii'haps niny mend tlicm. 

Bweet Anim has an nir — a grace 

Divine, iiioj,'iiplic, toucljing ; 
Slje talks, she clinniis — but who cnn usee 

The prucuBs of bewitcliiiig 1 

My ti]iii]'-gfille<l, hiitLvcueil l'e);asua iiiakes so lioljliling a prn(p»« over 
the course of Ext«tiii>ore, tliat I iiiiiFit here aliglit aiid ti? Ilie footpalli 
of plain pi-ose. I liave not met Willi anytliing tlil« Innft while, my dear 
Sir, that hna K>*'en my inward mail eiicli a fillip na your kind ei>i)itle. 

For niv own Itingrnpliicnl stnrv, I can only eay with the veiiei-ahle 
Hebrew Patriarch—' Here I am with the cliildren Go<l lias (liveii me ■' 
I have been a Tarmer ctnce Whitsiinilny, and am just now liiiihling a 
hoiise— not a I'alace to attract tlio train -ntten d eil stepn of pride-fwollen 
Greatness, lint a plain, 8ini]ilc ilnmicile for Humility and Coiiteiitiiieiit. 
I am, too, a niarHt'il man. Thi8 wah a step of which I had no idea when 
ynti and I were together. On my return to AyrBhii*. I fonnil a much- 
loved female's positive happiness or alxiolnte mlneiy among my lianils, 
and I could not trillo with such a siacreil iI^poalL I am, since, douhly 
jileased with my conduct. I have the consoioiinnena of acting np to that 
generosity of princijde which I would be thought to possess, and I am 
really more and more pleased with my choice. When I tell you that 
Mrs Biiriia was once 'my Jean,' you will know the real. Of four chihlrcn 
ahe bore nie in aevcnteen months, my eldest lioy is only living. By tlie 
bye, I intend breeding him up for the Chnrcli ; and from an innate 
dexterity in secret nuBchicf which lie pORsesHes, and a certain hy\>a- 
critical gravity aa he looks on the consequences, I have no small hopes 
of him in the sftcenlotal line. 

Mrs Durna doea not come froni Ayrshire till my aald new bouse Ite 
realty, so I am eight or ten dayit at Mauchline and this place alternately. 
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Hitlierb) my tlirectlon wbb only ' at Mauchllne,' but ' at Ellulaod, near 
Dumfriu ' will miw likewise find nie t tlmiigli I prefer tiie former. I 
need not tell yon tlial I eliiUI expect to liear from yon totm. Adieu I 

KOBT. liUBKS. 

Lowe's* poem I shall tranwribe in my first leisure Loiii. 



TO HK8 DUMLOr. 

UADCHLm, UAuffuil 1T8S. 

Honored Madam— Yom klud letter welcomed me yestenii^lit to 
Aytsliire. I am, indeed, eerionily angry with yon at the quantum of 
your tttckpamy ; but vexed and hurt as I was, 1 could not help laugh- 
ing very heai-tily at the noble lord's apolo(,-y for the niweed napkin. 

I would write yon from Nitlisdale, and give you my direction there, 
but I have scarce an opportunity of calling at a port oflice once in a 
fortuight I am six miles from BunifrlM, am scarcely ever in it myself, 
anil, as yet, have little acqnainlanee In the neiglibonrliood. BeMidea, 
I am now very busy on my farm, building a dwelling-bouse; as at 
present I am ahnust an evangelical man in Nithsdale, for I have 
scarce * where to lay my head.' 

There are some passages in your last that brought teaia in my eyee. 
' The heart knoweth its own sorrows, auil a stranger intemieddleth 
not tlietewitb.' The repository of these 'sorrows of the heart' is a 
kind of •anefurn tanetortim i and 'lis only a chosen friend, and that ton 
at particular, sacred times, wlio daree enter into them. 
Heav'n oft tears the bosain-oliants 
That Dstoce finest *tnilig.t 

You will excuse this qnotation for the sake of the anthor. Instead 
of entering on this subject farther, I shall transcribe you a few lines 
I wrote in a hermitage belonging to a gentleman in my Nithsdale 
neighbourhood. They are almost the only favore tlie muses have con- 
ferred on me in that country. 

[Here the poet traiiBcribed the venee written in Friara' Carse 
Hennitiige. {First version.) Sec a/tfe.] 

Since I am In the way of transcribing, the following were the pro- 
duction of yestenlay, as I jogged throngh the wild hills of New 
Cnninock. I intend inserting them, or something like them, in an 
epistle I am grnng to wiit« to tlie gentleman on whose friendship iny 



t • Fiitf oft tnn the bosom chorii 

Hot Niiliin nnnt iitnin;:.' 

wFoat'lliiHa'ODUisdaUiDf JohBlf'Lwil, EKi.,' VMM l(Mt p. INX 
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cxcU« liopw depaul, Mr Gmliaiii oi Fiolry: nnc of the wortliieet and 
iiu«t iLCciiniplblinl ^ntlenicn, not nnly of this country, but 1 wUI dare 
to Hiy il. of this h^- Tlie lolloning hk jiut tLe firet crud« tlioagliM 
'nnhoub^rd, untuioiuted, unAneni'il.' * 

I'ity the tuneful mitsea' helplen tmin; 

Wc«k, Unitd landsmeu on life's stormy main : 

The world were blest, did bliss oa tbeu doj>eiid ; 

Ah, that ' the frieiidly e'er should want a frieud ! ' 

The little fate tjestowa tliey share aa soon ; 

Unlike Mge, proverb'd irisdom'a hard-wrung boon. 

Let prudence number o'er each sturdy eon 

^^'ho life and visdom at one ntce begun; 

\VI)o feel by reason, and who give by rule ; 

Instinct 's a brute and sentiment a fool ! 

Who make poor ' will do ' wait upon ' I should ; ' 

We own they re prudent, but who owna tJiey 're good 1 

Ye wise ones, lienee ! vft hurt the social eye ; 
God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy I 
But comet • • • • 

Here the mnsc left nie, I am astonbhed at what you tell me ol 
Anthony's writing me. I never received it. Poor fellow 1 you vex me 
much by telling nte that lie is unfortunate. I shall be in Ayrshire 
ten days from this date. I have just room for an old Reman farewell ! 

It. B. 



H 



TO MR ROBERT M'INDOE, MERCHANT, QLASOOW. 

M«i'eHi.i»E, Hk An}. i;&t 
Mv Dear Sir— I am vexeil for nothing more, tliat I have not been 
at Glssgoiv, than not meeting with you, I have seldom found my 
friend Andrew M'CuIIucIl wrong in his ideas of mankind ; hut resiiect- 
ing your worship he was as true as Holy Writ. Tliia is the night of 
onr Fair, and 1, as you see, cannot keep well in a line: bnt if you 
will send me by the bearer, John Ronald, earlier between Glasgow 
and Maucliline, fifteen yanU of hlnck silk, the same kind as that of 
which I bought a gown and |>etticoat fi-oni you formerly— lutestring, 
I tliiuk, ix its name- 1 shall scn<l you the money and a move coherent 
lettei-, when he goes again to your good town. To be brief, send me 



le Poet's 'Fint Epistle to Rnbei 



raluin, E*i.'(pp. MB-BTS). 
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fifteen yards Uack Intecrtring ulk, eucli ss they used to make gowiu and 
petticoKts of, and I shall choose, some sober morning before breakfast, 
and write you a sober answer, with the sober sum* which will then 
be dne from, dear Sir, fa' [fall, especially of liquor] or fasting, yonre 
sincerely, Kobt. Bubns. 

Bums WM very busy at Ellisland, taking an active part in farm 
woTk, and at the same time superintending the construction of 
his new ettading. According to Allan Cunningham, he had to 
'perform the dnty of superintendent of the works; to dig the 
foundations, collect the stones, seek the sand, cart the lime, and 
Bee that all was performed according to the apeciGcations : these 
were the uncouth cares of which he comploincii.' He even helped 
the masons at their woric. The dwelling-house was a neat cottage, 
about fifty feet long, placed near the edge of the ecaw, or broken 
bank, overhanging the Nith. The sitting-room in the east end 
had a window looking down the valley, and commanding beautiful 
glimpses of the stream. At the west end was the epenee, or room 
reserved for 'company' occaaions. A email kitchen and a bedroom 
lay between, while in the garret was accommodation for domestics. 
On the bank below was a spring of pure water. Assisted by his 
brother-in-law, Adam Armour, who helped to build the house, 
Bums made the spring into a well for the supply of his household. 
Running back from the house in two parallel lines were a bom, 
terminating in a Htackyaid, and a byre and stable. 

It was not till now that tho union of Bums with Jean was 
ratified by the Church. The communion was administered at 
Mauchline on the second Sunday of August, and, as usual, it was 
preceded by a 'purgation of the characters' of thoee who, until they 
had atoned for their transgressions to the satisfaction of the kirk- 
session, were debarred from partaking of the sacrament. Bnrna 
took this opportunity of making his peace with the Church. The 
entry in the kirk-eeseion record r^atdtiig his case is as follows : 

178S, Atiffutt 5.— Compeared Robert Bnms, with Jean Armour, his 
alleilged Sponse. Tliey both acknowledged their Irregnlar marriage, and 
their sorrow for that irregularity, and desiring that the Seminn vill take 
sDcb steps as may seem to tliem proper, in order to the Solemn Confirma- 
tion of the said marriage. 

* A mamonnilnin on tbe US. of Uia IctUr itttM tint tba prle« or ths illk wu Al M. or 
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Tlia H«aaio&, t«klnK tliu uH'Mr unilor Uieir conBideMUo&i t^pwm that 
Lliey liolh l>e relinked (or Ibia ackiioH'ltidged irregulAiit]', aiiil lluil tliuy 
be tnkeii soleliliily elifpifieil Ui iwlhenjfullifulljr M uoe onolltot M tiUkUutd 
ftiiil ivire &11 tlio litkyn ot lliejr lifa. 

In regai'd the Seaeion hiLvo a title iii Iaw lo E*)iiie fine tor IMwd Of 
tilt' I'lior, they Rgree U> refer to Mr Biirnfl his own gGnrimity. 

Tlio ftliove Sentence was ucoonlingly exeeui«il, and Ui« Seuiun alM^Tod 
tlie Miiil pnrtien fitnii any Muuidal on 

William Att-u, MwUralvr, 



(.Mr lluina gave a guinea note fui- licliucf uf Uic ihjot.) 



TO MK8 DUKLOP, 

H.t'CIILIHI. lOM A<,gu^ ITS. 

Mv MUCH QoNOREt) FfiiKND— Youn o{ ttie 24I.U June ia 1«fore me. 
! fniuiit It, iw wpl! an anotlier viilned frit-nd — my \\M\\ \.n.\\ing to 
welcome me b> Ayn>1ijre : I met both «'ith the nincerest pleaeare. 

AVIien I write yon, niadnm, 1 do not nil down to answer every pan- 
graiiii of youi-H, \iy eclioiiig every Bentiment, like tlie foitliful Conimoiw 
of Great Itritain in ]>nrlianient aaaemliled, answering a xpeecli from tlie 
bcHt of kiii(,-s ! I cxjn'cna mynelf in the falness of my lieart, and may 
perha]ifi lie (fntlty of neglecting Pome of yonr Itlnd inqnlriei ; but not 
fron) yonr very ndd rensnn that I do not read your lettem. All yonr 
epiNtleH for several ninnthn hava cmt mo nothing except K swelling 
throb of gratitude, or a dcc|>-felt nentinient of venei-atlon. 

Mm Biiins, miidani, is tlie identical woman ' * * . AVIien she first 
found herself ' as women wisli to lie wlio love tlieir lordit,' as I loved her 
nearly to distraction, we took uteps for a private marriage. Her parenU 
got tlie liint ; and not only forbade me her company and their house, bnt 
on my riimoure<l West Indian voyage, got a warrant to put roe in jail 
'till I elionld find security in my about-to-be paternal relation. Yon 
know my lucky reverse of fortune. On my 6clatant retnm to Mauch- 
line, I Wftii made ver>' welcome to viBit my girl. The usual consequences 
liegnn to lietray her; and an I won at that time laid uj) a cripple in 
Eilinliurgli, Bhe wa« Innied, literally turned, ont of doors, and I wrote 
to a friend to shelter her 'till my retnm, tvlien our marriage was 
declared. Her happiness or misery were in my hands, and who could 
triHe with sncli a deposit T 

To jealousy tn infidelity I am an eqnal stranger : My preservatlre 
from the lii-Kt is the most thorongli conncioufinen of her sentiment* of 
honor, and her attachment to me ; my antidote againxt the last is my 
long and deep-rooted affection for her. I can easily /loicy a more a^rce- 
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abls oompMion fur wy journey of lUe, bnt, upon iliy honor, I htTo 
never M«H tlie individnal instMice. In honMwlCe lunttera, of aptneM to 
learn auii utivi^ t« execute, slie b eminently mUtrsM ; uid daring my 
Bl«eace in KitljMiale, nhe is regularly' and conBtaotly a^ijirentlce to iny 
mother mid sister* in tlieir diuiy uii) other i-urol buHineHa. The Mnses 
must not be olTended when I tell tlieni, the concerns of my wife and 
family will, in my mind, always take the pai; bnt 1 aasiire thein their 
Udysliip* will ever come next In pUce. drcnmttaneed u I am, I conld 
never liavs got a female partner, for life, who could have entered into 
my favourite Btudice, relished myfavoiirito authors, &o.,withont probably 
entailing on me, at the same time, expensive living, fantaatio caprice, 
perbaiia apiati affectation, vrith all the other blessed boarding-school 
acquirements, which ipardontie» mot, Madama] are sometimeB to be 
found among females of the upper ranks, bnt almost nniversally pervade 
tbe misses of the would-be-gentry, Yon are right, thkt a bachelor 
state would have insnred nie more friends | but, from a canee yon will 
easily guess, coiTscinus pence in the enjoymeDt of my own niind, and 
unmistrusling confidence in approaching uiy God, would seldom liave 
been of the num)>er. 

I like yonr way In your ehnrcli-yard Inenbrations. Thoaghts that are 
the Rpontaneons result <if accidental situations, either respecting health, 
place, or company, have often a strength, and always on originality, 
that wonld in yaia lie looked for In fancied circnmstanees and studied 
paragraphs. For me, I hnve often thought of keeping a letter, tn 
proffrtttioti, hy me, to send you when the sheet was written out Now 
I talk of sheets, I mnst tell yon my reaaon for writing U> yon on paper of 
this kind. Is my pmrieney * of «Titing to you at large. A page of poet is 
on ench a dts-social, tiarrow- minded scale, that I cannot ahhie it ; and 
double letters, at least in my mlncelloneons reverie manner, an a 
inonstrouH tax in a cloee correspondence. It. It. 



TO MBS nUNLOP. 

I am in a fine disposition, my lionored friend, to bcihI you an elcgaic 
e|iiHt1e ; and want only genius to make it quite Sli 



My incren»iiig caren in this, as yet, Htrange conn try —gloomy con- 
jectures in the dark vista of futurity — consciousness of my own inability 



L or BhipitoDifi lOUi KldC]', ind <• tllghUy Ttujcd by Bums. 
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fur llie Htni^lc uf the wurltl— i»y lirimdvned mkik Lo raufortune in • 
wife and cbiUi-en ;— I cuuM indnlgu tlivMt nllMttotiB, 'till luy Im 
«lniulil ferment Into the most teid cbii^in tli&l would corrode tJie reiy 
tUlenrl uf life. 

To counterwork tliese iMinefnl feeliogi, I luive rat, doti'n lo « 
jiiii ; B« I declnrc uyoa my soul I alunyii IJiid lAal tlie nioi 
l«lni f«r my wouuileJ »|urit. 

1 was yMt«nItLy at Mr Miller's to iliimcr.* fur tlie iirel lime. My 
looeplion wu quite to my tnind : from the lady <if Ui« li(fii«e quits 
HiLtteting. She HinietiiiiUM hits pn n cuiiiilet w tn'u, imjiromptu. SJie 
ici>ealcil one or two to llie wlmimLiun of all presciit. My snflrage, as 
a |)i»fettsionat nion, wan ux|i«ct«(l : 1 for once vrent agonizing over tiic 
'•elly of my consdence. Panlon nie, ye, my adored liousehold gods, 
liidei>ciidence of s[iirit And Integrity o£ aoul ! In the conrse of con. 
vci-Baticin, Jt^nion's itaiiral Sttueiim, a. ciillectioa of Scottish wut^ 
with the mD«ic, wsa tiUked of. Vie gat a soii^ on the harpwcbord, 
he^inriiLg 

RaYing wind« Mound ber btowing.t 

Tlio air wbb much admired ; tlie lady of tlie honee asked me whne 
« ere the words : ' mine, RiMlBm — tiiey are indeed my very best venee : ' 
she took not the siiiftllesl. notice of tlieiii 1 The old ScoKish jiroverh 
Bays ivell, ' king's caff is better than ither folks' com.'+ I was going to 
make a New Te^tAuient quotation about ' caxting |>earU,' but that would 
be loo virulent, for the lady is actually a woiiiau of sense and taste. . . . 
After all that has been naid on the other side of the question, man is 
by no means a hapjiy creature. I do not speak of the elected few, 
favore<l by partial heaven, whose souls are tuned to gladness amid 
riclies and honours, and prudence and wisdom. I speak of tl)e n^lected 
many, whose nerves, ^vhose sinews, whoee days, are sold to the minions 
of fortune. 

If I thought yon had never seen it, I would transcribe for yon a stanza 
of an old Scollisli ballad called The life and age of man, beginning tbns, 
'Tvu in the sixteenth bunder year 

Of God and fifty-three, 
Frae Christ wu bom, that baajht us dear, 
As writings tcstifie. g 

I had an old grand-uncle, with whom my mother lived a while in her 
girlish years ; the good old man, for such he waa, was long blind ere he 
died, during which time his highest enjayinent was to sit down and 
cry, while my mother would sinR the simple old song of The life and 
age of man. 

• At DoltTlnton Hoiiss. 
t S™ nW(, pp. 288-n. 

t 'King's cbsITis worth other men's com '= The perquiiltei (hst attend king's servla ts 
l)Bltarth»n the waijns of other persons.— Kellt'b Scollij* Proptrtt 
i Quolffl nlioat Vnl. I., p. 31B. r*( J.i/e nud .<»» o/Wnn wai a popular ch»p.1)Oolt. 



It is this way of thinking, it is these melanclioly tmtbB, tliat malce 
religion bo preeiouB to the poor, miserable children of men. If it is aniera 
pliantoni, existing only in the lieat«d unogination of enthnsiluira. 
What tmth on earth so pteeioui M the liaT 

My idle reaMninge Bometiraes make nie n tittle sceptical, but the 
neceadties o( my heart always giv« the cold pliiloBophisings tlie lie. 
Who looks for the heart weaned from earth ; the sonl affianced to her 
God, the correspondence fixed with Heaven; the piona Bnpplication and 
devout thankHgiving, constant as the viciuituiles of even nnd mom ; 
who thinks to meet with these in the court, the palace, in the glare of 
public life? No : to find tliem in their precious importance and divine 
efficacy, we must search among the obscnre receBBes of diBappointment, 
affliction, poverty and distress. 

I am sure, dear madam, yon are now more than pleaaed with the 
length of my letters. I return to Ayrshire, middle of next week ; and 
it quickens my pace to think that there will be a letter from you 
waiting me there. I most be here agun very soon for my harvest. 

B.B. 



I received yonr last, my dear friend, but I write you just now on a 
vexatious baBiuess. 

I don't know if ever I told yon some very bod reports that Mrs 
M'Leliose once told me of Mr Nicol. I liad mentione<I tlie alfoir to Mr 
Cruikshank, in the course of conversation about our common friend, that 
a lady had said so and so, which I BnBpected had originated froui some 
malevolence of Dr. Adam. He had mentioned this stoiy to Mr Nicol 
cnrsorily, and there it rested ; till now, a pioeecution has commenced 
between Dr Adam and Mr Nicol, and Mr Nicol has press'd me over 
and over to give up the lady's name. I have refused tliis ; and last poet 
Mr Nicol acquaints me, but in very good natnred t«rms, that if I persist 
in my refusal, I am to be Berve<l with a anmnions to compear and declare 
the fact. 

Heaven knows how I should proceed ! I have thia moment wrote Mrs 
M'Leliose, telling her that I liave informed yuu of the aflnir ; and I shall 
write Mr Nicol by Tuesilay's post that I will not give up my female 
friend till farther connideratinn ; but tliat I hare acquainted yon with 
the business and the name ; and that I have desired you to wait on 
him, which I entreat, my dear Sir, yon will do ; and give np the name or 
not, as your and Mrx M'Leliosc's prudence shall snggest. 

I am vexed to the heart that Mr Ainslie has disappointed my brother : 
I grasp at yonr kind offer, and wbh yon to enquire for a place among 



TO H R JOHN 



Hy DEAR 8iR— Tliara b nob ti 
graces wlioM lattara woDid ban g 
tliQ Id InHtaiit, tvlitch only rettclied 

I ftiii liere on iiiy farm, busy ni 
pleiuiiralile part of life called SOCIi 
very ulUiw uf exUteiice. Tlio onlj 
country, in auy (1ei,Tee of perfectioi 
tliey only know in graces, jirayen 
eaUniattt aa tliay ilo tbelr plai<ling w 
they liave m macli an idea at a rli 
eapriciona but gond-natureil hnwy oi 

By bank! of mUi 
WhenCoilal 

In midrt thnMt 
ThewUlowtn 

I am generally abont half my time 
and then I, at lucid iittenaU, tliro 
weblied lyre, nmcli in the wuiie man 
aoTOBii the apokes of lier apinning-wh 
I will aend ymi 'The Fortunattt E 
Ayrnhlie, for there I keep it with nt 
it by a carefnl hand, m I would not 
loaL I do not «■!■'■ '- 
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Chrbtian vlrtn« ) tb jmnly a MlSsh gratiBoation of i»y awb feelli^ 
wheuever I tlilnk of you. 

Yon do not tall ids It yon are gning to be married. Depend upon tt, 
if yon do not make aome fooliali chuica, id will be a very great Improve' 
Dtent upon the ilUili of life. I can ipeak from experience, tlionglt, Ood 
know*, my olioice was aa random bb blind. man's bnfT. . . , 

If your better fnnotloni would give yon leUnre to write to me, I ehonld 
be extremely happy i tbat U to lay, if ymi neither keep nor look for a 
ngular oorreapondenoe. I hate the idea of being obliged to write a 
latter. 1 nmetimeB writs a friend twice a week, at other tlmee onee 
aqnarter. 

I am exceedingly pleased with ynnr fancy in making the author yon 
mention place a map of loeland Inatead of bli portrait before his irorka : 
Twaa a gloriooa Idea.* 

Could yon oonvenlently do ro« on« thing t Whenever yon fluiah any 
head, I oonid like to have a proof oopy of it I miglit tell you a long 
■tory about yonr flna genius i but as what every body knows cannot have 
escaped you, I ahall not aay one ayllahls ahoat tt. 

If yon see Mr Naeniyth, remember ine to hlni moat reepectfully, as he 
both loTce and deservee renpeot t though if he would pay lesa respect to 
the mere earoaae of greatnwa, I iliould think him much nearer perfection. 

a a 



TO BOBKKT ORARAH, E3()., OF riMTKY-t 

tlMMUMO, WX Sip. IISB. 

Sir— Hie scrapes and premiinirest into which our incliHcretionB and 
folliee, in tlie ordinary conatitntion of things, ofton bring us, are bail 
enough ; hut it in peculiarly hard that a man's virtnM ahonld Involve 
bini to disquiet, and the very pMidness of hift heart cause tlie persecution 
of hie peace. Yon, Hir, have patroniiied and liefriended me — not hy 
barren oonipliments, which merely fed my vanity, or little marks of 
notice, which jicrhapa nnly encnmliereil me more in the awkwanlneat of 
my native rusticity, but liy being my persevering friend in icot life i and 
now, aa if your continue<l benevolence had given me a prescri]>tlv« right, 
I am going again to trouble you with my impnrtiinitieti. 

Yonr Honourable Board sontetiiiie ago gave nie niy Excise commission, 
which I regard as my eheet-anchor In life. My farm, now that I have 
tried it a little, thongh I think it will in time be a aaving liargain, yet 
does by no means promise to lie such a pennyworth ox I was taught to 

• Thli hu bMn nmetlinM ulct to ba m hit tt Cn«eh indhltcold t«in|i«r>innit, ha tmlng 
iboot to publlih bli -Fugltfvt PlMW.' But th< 'Bdlnbnrgh Pngftlra PImm' tlld hot 
utiully Ippnr until ITfll, 

t Rcbart Onham (ITie-lBlS) ni tninh Lnlnl of Flntf]'. Ha hail btan sppointad s 
OaminbiilonBr nrthe HeottlHh B«nl Df Biclu In ITS?. 

I ' Pnmnnlraa ' b hen mad In tha Mnae of ■ peniltlM.' 
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expect It is in the last stage of worn-out poverty^ and it will take 
some time before it pay the rent. I might have had cash to supply the 
deficiencies of these Imngry years ; bat I have a yoanger brother and 
three sisters on a farm in Ayrshire, and it took all my sorplas, over what 
I thought necessary for my farming capital, to save not only the comfort, 
but the very existence, of that fireside family circle from impending 
destruction. This was done before I took the farm ; and rather than 
abstract my money from my brother— a circumstance which would ruin 
him— I will resign the farm, and enter immediately into the service of 
your Honours. But I am embarked now in the farm ; I have commenced 
married man ; and I am determined to stand by my lease till resistless 
necessity compel me to quit my ground. 

There is one way by which I miglit be enabled to extricate myself 
from this embarrassment — a scheme which I hope and am certain is in 
your power to effectuate. I live here, sir, in the very centre of a country 
Excise division ; the present officer lately lived on a farm which he 
rented, in my nearest neighbourhood ; and as the gentleman, owing to 
some legacies, is quite opulent, a removal could do him no manner of 
injury ; and on a month's warning to give me a little time to look again 
over my instructions, I would not be afraid to enter on business. I do 
not know the name of his division, as I have not yet got acquainted with 
any of the Dumfries Excise people ; but his own name is Leonard Smith. 
It would suit me to enter on it beginning of next summer ; but I shall 
be in Edinburgh to wait upon you about the affair, sometime in the 
ensuing winter. 

When I think how and on what I have written to you, sir, I shudder 
at my own hardiesse. Forgive me, sir, I have told you my situation. 
If asking anything less could possibly have done, I would not have asked 
so much. 

If I were in the service, it would likewise favour my poetical schemes. 
I am thinking of something in the rural way, of the drama kind. 
Originality of character is, I think, the most striking beauty in that 
species of composition, and my wanderings in the way of my business 
would be vastly favourable to my picking up original traits of human 
nature. 

I again, sir, earnestly beg your forgivness for this letter. I have done 
violence to my own feelings in writing it. 

If I in aught have done amiss, 
Impute it not ! 

My thoughts on this business, as usual with me when my mind is 
burdened, vented themselves in the enclosed verses, which I have taken 
the liberty to inscribe to you. 

You, sir, have the power to bless ; but the only claim I have to your 
friendly offices is my having already been the object of your goodness, 
which [indee<l looks like] producing my debt instead of my discharge. 

I am sure I go on Scripture grounds in this affair, for I * ask in faith, 
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notAiag dcrabtdDg ; ' Mtd for the tra« Scripture reuon too, Ijee&ase I h&ve 
the falleet coDvietioD that ' 1117 benefactor is good.' 
I have the hoDour to be, sir, year deeply indebted humble eervaat, 
KoDT. Burns. 

About thia time Bums fell iu with the suggestion of some of hie 
literary frieude, who warned him that if he wrote peraifltently in 
Soots he would cut himself off from the appreciation of the larger 
public in England. He therefore made a serious attempt to com- 
pose in English, but it was at least a compaiative failure. It is 
not the ' strength ' but the weakness of his ' Muse's pinion ' that is 
illustrated in the poem which he enclosed with the letter to 
Graham of Fintry 1 

FIRST EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRY. 

REQUBariNQ A FAVOR.* 

When Nature her great Masterpiece designed, 
And framed her last, best work, the Human-mind, 
Her eye intent on all tlie various plan. 
She formed of various parts the various man. 

Then first she calls the vasvvt many forth — 
Plain, plodding Industry, atid sober Worth : 
Thence Peasants, Farmers, native sons of earth, 
And Merchandise' whole genus take their birth, 
Each prudent Cit a warm existence finds. 
And nil Mechanics' many-aproned kinds. 
Some other rarer Sorts are wanted yet. 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net : 
The Caput mortunm of strong Desires 
Makes a material for mere Knights and Squires ; 
The Martial Phosphorus is taught to flow ; 
She kneads the hinipish Philosophic Dougli, 
Then marks th' unyielding mass with grave Designs, 
Law, Physics, Politics, and deep Divines : 
Lost, she sublimes th' Aurora of the Poles, 
The flashing Elements of Female Souls. 

u rrcslrail mlmoit a jntr litar. 
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Tlie ortlered System fair befon her stooJ, 
Nature, well ploosed, pronounced it very good ; 
But ero slie gave croating labour oVr, 
Half-jest, she tried one curious labour more. 
Some spumy, fiery, ignu /atiiti» matt«r, 
Such a« the slightest breath of air mi^>ht Bcatt«r, 
With arch-alacrity and coiiacious glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well as we ; 
Her Uc^arth-art, perhaps she meant tu show it) 
She forms the tiling, and chriatens it — a Poot. 

Creature, tho' oft the prey of Care and Sorrow, 
When blest today, unmindful of tomotrow; 
A being form'd t' amuse his graver friends, 
Admir'd and prajs'd — and there the wagea euda ; 

A mortal quite unfit for Fortune's strife^ 
Vet oft Il.i.' fiporl of all the ills of liff ; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give, 
Yet hftply wanting wherewithal to live ; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan. 
Yet frequent all-unheeded in hia own. 



But honest Nature is not quit a Turk, 
She laugh'd at first, then felt for her poor work : 
Pitying the proplesa Climber of mankind, 

She cast about a Standard-tree to find ; 

A-nd to support his helpless woodbine state, 

Attach'd him to the generous, truly great : 

A title, and the only one I claim. 

To lay strong hold for help on bounteous Gkaham. 

Pity the tuneful Muses' hapless train, 
Weak, timid Landsmen on life's stormy main I 
Their hearts no selfish stern absorbent stuff 
That never gives — tho' humbly takes enough ; 
The little Fate allows, they share as soon, 
Unlike ei^e, proverb'd Wisdom's hard-wrung boon : 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend. 
Ah, that the Friendly e'er ahould want a friend I 



Let PradflDce number o'er each sturdy aoa 
Who life 011(1 wisdom at oue race begun. 
Who feel by reason, and who give by rule, 
(Instinct 'a a brute, and Sentiment a fool ! ) 
Who make poor ' will do ' wait upon ' I should : ' 
We own they 're prudent, but who owns they 're good I 
Ye Wise-Ones, hence ! ye liutt the eocisl eye ! 
God's image rudely etcb'd on base alloy ! 
But come ye irho the godlike pleasure know, 
Heaven's attribute distinguish'd — to bestow ; 
Whose arms of love would grasp the human race : 
Come tlwii who giv'st with all a courtier's grace, 
(Friend of my life, true Patron of my rhymes !) 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future times. 

Why shrinks my soul, half-blushing, half-afraid, 
Backward, abash 'd, to ask tliy friendly aidi 
I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 
I tax thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
But there are such who conrt the tuneful Nine — 
Heavens ! sliould the branded character be mine ! 
'Whosa t'erde in ninnhood's pride sublimely flows. 
Yet vilest reptiles in their h^g^ng prote. 
Mark, how their lofty independent spirit 
Soars on the spuming wing of injur'd Merit t 
Seek you the proofs in private life to find 1 
Pity the best of words should be but wind ! 
So, to heaven's gatea the lark's shrill song ascends, 
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the clamorous cry of starving want. 
They dun Benevolence with shameless front ; 
Oblige them, patronise their tinsel lays. 
They persecute you all your future days ! 
Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain, 
^ly homy fist assume the plough again. 
The pie-bald jacket let me pateh once more. 
On eighteen iwnee a week I 've liv'd before. 
Tho', thanks to Heaven 1 1 dare even that last shift, 
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy giftj 
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That plac'd by thee upon the wish'd-for height^ 

Where Man and Nature fairer in her sight, 

My Muse may imp * her wing for some sublimer flight. 



TO MRS ROBERT BURNS, MAUCHLINE. 

Bllulaitd, Friday, Wk Sep. 1788. 

My Dear Love— I received your kind letter with a pleasure which 
no letter but one from you could have given me. I dreamed of you the 
whole night last ; but alas ! I fear it will be three weeks yet ere I can 
hope for the happiness of seeing you. My harvest is going on. I have 
some to cut down still, but I put in two stacks to-day, so I *m as tired 
as a dog. 

You might get one of Gilbert's sweet milk cheeses, and send it to . . . 
On second thoughts, I believe you had best get the half of Gilbert's web 
of table linen, and make it up ; tho' I think it damnable dear, but it is 
no outlaid money to us, you know. I have just now consulteii my old 
landlady about table linen, and she thinks I may have the best for two 
sliillings per yard ; so after all, let it alone until I return ; and some day 
next week I will be in Dumfries, and will ask the price there. I expect 
your new gowns will be very forward, or ready to make, against I be 
home to get the baiveridge.t I have written my long- though t-on letter 
to Mr Graham, the Commissioner of Excise ; and have sent a sheetful of 
Poetry besides. Now I talk of poetry, I had [a fine] strathspey among 
my hands to make verses to, for Johnson's Collection, which I [intend as 
my honey-moon song.] [R. B.] 

One of the products of the * lucid intervals ' in Ayrshire was a 
ballad, now usually printed under the title * The Fete Champetre.' 
According to Gilbert Bums, * When Mr [William] Cunninghame, of 
Entorkin,J came to his estate, two mansion-liouses on it, Enterkin 
and Annbank, were both in a ruinous state. Wishing to introduce 
himself with some hlat to the county, he got temporary erections 
made on the banks of Ayr, tastefully decorated with shrubs and 
flowers, for a supper and ball, to which most of the respectable 
families in the county were invited. It was a novelty, and 
attracted much notice. A dissolution of parliament was soon 

* Both SpeiiHer and Shakespeare speak of * imping ' one's wings in the sense of strength- 
ening theni, fitting them for flight. 

t Baiveridge : ' The hfvemge of a new piece of dress is a salute given by the person who 
appears in it for the first titne, more commonly by a male to a favourite female.'— J amikson's 
Scottish Dictionary. 

t The Enterkin here alluded to is close to Ayr, and must not be confounded with the 
famous Enterkin Pass between the counties of Lanark and Dumfries. 
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expected, and this festivity was thought to be Bn introduction 
to a canvass for reptesenting the county. Several other candidates 
were spoken of, particularly Sii John Whitefooid, then residing at 
Cloncaird, commonly pronounced Gleucaird, and Jomes BosweU, 
the biographer of Dr Johnson. The political views of this festive 
assemblage, which are alluded to in the ballad, if the; ever existed, 
were, howevoi, laid aside, as Mr Cunninghame did not canvass the 
county.' The fete took place in the summer of 1788. 

THE PfiTE CHAMPfiTRE. 
Tvsz—Kiliierrankie. 
O wha will to Saint Stephen's House, «bo 

To do our errands there, man t 
wha will to Saint Stephen's House 

0' th' merry lads of Ayr, man I 
Or will we send a man o' lawt 

Or will we send a sodgert louisr 

Or him wha led o'er Scotland a' •" 

The moikle Ursa-Major I * s^' 

Come, will ye court a noble lord. 

Or buy a score o' lairds, man I i«ndhoid«ri 

For worth and honour pawn their word. 

Their vote shall be Glencaiitl's, man. 
Ane gies them coin, ane gies them wine, onu gim 

Anithcr giea them clatter ; Anoihec-gUb uik 

Annbank, wha gucss'd the ladies' taste, 

Ho gies a Fete Chani|>6tro. 

Wlien Love and Beauty heard the newe^ 

TliB gay green-woods aman^ man; 
Where, gathering flowers, and busking bowers, dteung 

They heard the blackbird's sang, man : ■«» 

A vow, tbey seal'd it with a kies. 

Sir Politics to fetter ; 
As theirs alone, the patent bliss, 

To hold a Ft-te Cliampetre. 

■ That li, Jatnn Bonnll. Thi lllail 
who, hiarinR lil> Mm ipcak of JahnMn 
' Y», t'rn Majrr.' 
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Then mounted Mirth on gleesome wing, 

O'er hill and dale she flew, man ; 
Ilk wimpling burn, ilk crystal spring, 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man : 
She summoned every social sprite 

That sports by wood or water, 
On th' bonie banks o' Ayr to meet> 

And keep this Fete Chnmpctre. 



Bach winding 
voxl 



Cauld Boreas wi* his boisterous crew 

Were bound to stakes like kye, man ; 
And Cynthia's car, o' silver fu', 

Clamb up the starry sky, man : 
Keflected beams dwell in the streams, 

Or down the current shatter ; 
The western breeze steals thro' the trees 

To view this Fete Champetrc. 



Gold 

catUe 

ftiH 

Climbed 



How many a rol>e sae gaily floats 1 

What sparkling jewels glance, mnn, 
To Harmony's enchanting notes, 

As moves the mazy dance, man : 
The echoing wood, the winding flood. 

Like Paradise did glitter 
When angels met, at Adam's yett. 

To hold their F6te Champ^tre. 



to 



Mate 



When Politics came there, to mix 

And make his ether-stfine, man ! * 
He circled round the magic ground. 

But entrance found he nane, man : none 

He blush'd for shame, ho quat his name, quitted 

Forswore it, every letter, 
Wi' humble prayer to join and share 

This festive Fete Champetre. 

• Tliis is an alliiAion to a very ancient superstition, referred to the Dniid», vrhich rppre- 
HentM adders as forming annually from their slough certain little annular stones of streaked 
colouring, which are occasionally found, but which are in reality beads fuhioued and uaed 
by our early ancestors. They were believed to act as charms. 



TO MISS OHALMBRB.* 

Klublakd, aiA> Ommam, Stpt. It, ITW. 
Where ftre you ? and bow are you t and ia Lady M'Keniie recovsiliig 
lier health ! for I have had hut one aolitary letter from yoD. I will not 
think you have forgot me, Mndaui ; and for my part — 



'My heart iaoot of that rock, uor my soul careless as that sea.* I do not 
make my progress atnong mankind as a bowl does among its fellows — 
rolling through tlie crowd without bearing away any mark or iiupreirion, 
except wliere tljey hit in hostile colliaiou. 

I am here, driven in witli my harvest-folks by bad weather ; and as 
youaud your aiateronceilid nie the honour of iDtereBtingyouraelTeamDeh 
d I'igard de mot, I sit down to beg the continaatioa of yoor goodoeas. 
I can truly say that, all the exterior of life apart, I never saw two whoee 
esteem flattered the nobler feelingH of my soul — I will not say, mora, bnt, 
aa much, as Lady M'Kende and Miss Chalmera. When I think of yon 
— hearts the beet, minds the noblest, of human kind— unfortunate, even 
in the shades of life — when 1 think I have met with you, and have lived 
more of real life with yoa in eight days than I can do with almost any 
body I meet with in eight years — when I think on the improbability of 
meeting you in thia world again — I could sit down and cry liks a child I 
It ever yon honored me with a place in your esteem, I tmst I can now 
plead more deserL I am secure against that crushing grip of iron 
poverty, which, alas I is less or more fatal to the native worth and purity 
of, I fear, the noblest souls ; and a late important step in my life has 
kindly taken me out of the way of those nngratefnl iniquities, which, 
however overlooked in fanhionable license, or varnished in fashionable 
phrase, are indeed bnt lighter and deeper shades of ViLLAINV. 

Shortly after my last retnm to Aymhire, I married ' my Jean.' Thie 
was not in consequence of the attachment of romance, perhaps ; but I 
had a long and much-loved fellow-creature's happiness or misery in my 
determination, and I durst not trifle with so important a depoeiL Nor 
have I any cause to repent it. If I have not got polite tattle, modisli 
manners, and fashionable dress, I am not sickened and disgusted with 
the multiform curse of boarding-school afleclation ; and I have got the 
handsomest figure, the sweetest temper, the soundest constitution, and 
the kindest heart in the county. Mrs Bums lielieves, as firmly an her 
creed, that I am U plut btl esprit, et leplut honnttt homme in the uni- 
verse i althnngh she scarcely ever in her life, except the Scriptures of 
the Old and New Testament, and the Psalms of David in metre, spent 
five minutes together in eitlier prose or verse. I nmst except, also, from 
this last, a certain late publication of Scots poems, which slie has 

* TMslstlwlsstof UMslavsnMtnssddniMdbrBaniilolbrprrtCludmsn. 



penuwd my ^trasUjrtMd - tn? enoaur. m abe h» 

(O tb* |wtid Ivrart jw« -i -^■1 ooie wiW' I ern 

liouiL* I am tke MMV |«rui . inncUt, •> 1 knoir the 

irill bncrfaMhh«**llw hoc. .: l«t<riJ.i» Sbe b 

•UII U MimIiIIiiiii. w I un ' l'« tli» bcn-«l that I 

■hflter in. mUka mmdimnlU i -'^r? Man tliai U<i«t 

an<l ctcrjr itewMr tiuU Ub ^ '. ' ■'1 fruio l«in|: rbillal 

l« HeaUi, by bciag MOoalciI t..l_. ^. . i ' > ii<x tLnd mj fam UuU 

pennnrarth I «w tao^l Id exjoct. iMt 1 bcSioc. in Oine. It nuy l« a 
unnelwfnin. Yoa vill 1« plmd »• Imv Uial I bare UU mUd AM, 
aii'l liiod [l<. alieairal i!T«n day mAc* nj nmftn. 

To nie me tram tha bariii ■Bauiaa o( >1 aar linw going 4o«ii in ■ 
Iwing Imgain of a {ami, lo ulMtT. 1 bi*« taken nij craw tnHntctioti^ 
ami have my cnnimiiBlM to wy f de it for anj- w w cis g n cy of fortnop. II 
I rodliliiet ai/WrorcfanrrWv.vluUcTcrdnnBjiMt y<ia. intniiinii-in with 
tlie world. Ii&to tea tliH bodnan. I know yoq vouM api'ioi-e a( my idea. 

I wilt ruake no apolofCTi d«u Madam, lor lliij> re^I't^'^ ilelail : I know 
you and yoUT vUtaT will b« intd^lcd in «vcty dmunulauoi! of i(. What 
iii;i;nify tlie ully, idl« i^wgawn of wtnltli, or llip MmI lmni)iery of 
l^ieatncMl Wlifn f«1low- partaken «( ti.e >*iiie nnliin- Ina the HUoe 
<li»l, liftvp llie sniiie Vnevolencc of henrl, tii<' -.nTri- Tii.KI.-n.ri- of siiiil. 
the xanie deteatation at every thing diiJionest, and the same scorn at 
every thing onworthy— if they are not in the dependence of abaolate 
begKary, in tlie name of common wdm aie tbey not BijirALS? And if 
the biaH, the instinctive bias, of their bodIi mn the aameirar, why may 
they not lie feiends ! 

When I may liare an opportnnity of sending yon tliia, Heaven only 
knows. Bhenatone says ' When one b coDlined idle within doora by bad 
weather, the beat antidote Bgainst «nnui b to read the letters of, or 
write to, one's friends ;'in that case, then, if the wealJier eontiDnea tbns, 
I may ncmw) you hnlf a quire. 

I very lately, to wit, since harvest liegan, wrote a poem, not in 
imitation, but in the mnliner, of Poiie's Moral EpitlUt. It u only a short 
eiway, just to try the strength of my Mnse's pinion in that way. I will 
oenil you a copy of it, when once I have heard from yon. I have like- 
wise been laying the foundation of sonie pretty large Poetic workn ; how 
the Ruiierstructnre will come on. I leave to that great maker and marrer 
of projectn— TtUE. Johnson's collection of Scol« mngt b f^ing on in tbe 
third volume ; and, of consequence, lin<ls me a consunipt for a great deal 
of idle metre. One of the most tolerable things I have done in that 
way is two stanTas that I nia<te to an air a musical gentleman of my 
acquaintance [Captain Ridrlcl of Cilenridilel] composed for the aniiiver- 
Miry of hi" n-eil<ling-day, nliich happens on the seventli of Noveniber.t 
Take it as follows : 

* Mr* Bunn it iindentooil to huva bMn i good tlngfr, 'her voice rising wflh ewe to B 

t ThlKng, with Rlddtl'i muilc, appesrsd In the third volume of Johiiwn'i HuninL 



THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BUBNa 
TUNB— SroentA of November. 

The day ntums, my bosom burns, 

The blissful day we twa did meet : 
Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd, 

Ne'er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 
Than a' the pride that loads the tide, 

And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes, 

Ueav'n gave me luore^it made thee mine ! 

While day and night con bring delight, 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 
While joys above my mind can move, 

For thee, and thee alone, I live ! 
When that grim foe of life below 

Comes in between, to make us part. 
The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bliss — it breaks my heart ! 

I shall pvs over this letter for shame. If I sliouM be seized with a 
scribbtbg fit before this goes away, I Rhall make it aiiutlier letter ; and 
then you may allow your patience a week's respite between the two. I 
have not room for more than the old, kind, hearty, fabKWklIi t 



To make some amends, mm ehiret Mudama, for diag^ng yoa on to tliis 
(«cond sheet; and lo relieve a little the tiresoTnenees of my nnsladied 
and nncorrectabte prose, I sliall transcribe yon some of my late poetic 
bagatelles ; thniigh I have, these eight or ten months, done very little 
that way. One day, in an Hermitage on the Baoks of Nitli belonging 
to a gentleman in my neighlwurhood, who is so good as give me a 
key at pleasnre, I wrote as fnllnws ; suppoitiiig myself the seqaestered, 
venerable inhaliitant of the lonely mansion. 

ThoD whom obuim nwy hitbai le*d, Ao.* 

• 8m onlc, ' Vmms eompoHd [d FrUn' Cuh HuniiUig*.' 
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TO ROBKKT GRAHAM, B8Q. 

Bluslasd, nd StpL 178& 

Sir— Though I am scarce able to hold up my head with this faahionable 
inflnenza, which is just now the rage hereabouts, yet, with lialf a spark of 
life, I would thank you for your most generous favour of the 14th, which, 
owing to my infrequent calls at the post-oftice, in the hurry of harvest, 
came only to hand yesternight. I assure you, my ever-honoured sir, I 
read it with eyes brimful of other drops than those of anguish. Oh, 
what means of happiness the Author of goodness has put in their hands 
to whom he has given the power to bless I— and what real happiness has 
he given to those on whom he has likewise bestowed kind, generous, 
1>enevolent dispositions ! Did yon know, sir, from how many fears and 
forebodings the friendly assurance of your patronage and protection has 
freed me, it would be some reward for your goodness. 

I am curved with a melancholy prescience, which makes me the veriest 
coward in life. There is not any exertion which I would not attempt, 
rather than l)e in that horrid situation— to be ready to call on the 
mountains to fall on me, and the hills to cover me from the presence of 
a haughty landlord, or his still more haughty underling, to whom I 
owe<l — what I could not pay. My muse, too, the circumstance that, 
after my domestic comfort, is by far the dearest to my soul, to have it 
in my power to cultivate her acquaintance to advantage — in short, sir, 
you have, like the great Being whose image you so richly bear, made 
a creature happy, who had no other claim to your goodness than his 
necessity, and who can make you no other return than his grateful 
acknowledgment. 

My farm, I think I am certain, will in the long-run be an object for 
me ; and as I rent it the first three years something under [its value], I 
will be able to weather by a twelvemonth, or perhaps more ; though it 
would make me set fortune more at defiance, if it can be in your power 
to grant my request, as I mentioned, in the beginning of next summer. 
I was thinking that, as I am only a little more than five miles from 
Dumfries, I might perhaps officiate there, if any of these officers could 
be removed with more propriety than Mr Smith ; but besides the 
monstrous inconvenience of it to me, I conld not bear to injure a poor 
follow by outing him to make way for myself ; to a wealthy son of good- 
fortune like Smith, the injury is imaginary where the propriety of your 
niles admits. 

Had I been well, I intended to have troubled you further with a 
description of my soil and plan of farming ; but business will call me to 
town about February next. I hope then to have the honour of assuring 
yon in proprid pcrsonA^ how much and how truly I am, sir, your deeply 
indebted and ever-grateful, humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 



TO MKH DUNLOP. 

HADcHura, Kth S^ ITffi. 

I have received twine. Dear Madam, move than once, bot wairoely ever 
with more pleasure than when I received ynam of tlie 12tli Inst. To 
make myself understood : 1 hfkd wrote to Mr Graham, inclosing my 
Poem addressed to him, and ttte same Poet which favonred nie willi 
yours, brought me an answer from him. It was dated the very day he had 
received mine ; and I am qiiit« at a Ions to say whether it was most 
polite or kind. 

Your Criticisms, my honored Benefactress, are tmly the work of a 
Friend. They are not the blasting depredations of a canker- toothed 
caterpillar-critic; nor are they the fair statement of cold Impartiality, 
lialancing with unfeeling exactitnde, the pro and con of an Author's 
nieiite ; they are the judiciona observations of animated Friendship, 
selecting the beaaties of the Piece. 

I have jnst arrived from Nithsdale, and will be here a fortnight I 
was on horseback thia morning (for between my Wife and my farm is 
jnst 46 miles) hy three o'clock. As I jogged on in tiie dark, I was taken 
with a Poetic-fit, as follows — 

MRS FERGUSSON OF CRAIGDARROCH'S LAMENTATION 
FOR THE DEATH OF HER SON, 



' Fate gave the word, the arrow sped,' 

And pierced tn; Darling'e heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me impart ! 

By cruel hands the Sapling drops, 

In dast dishonored laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shude. 

* ' Died ban on UoiiJay List [Nov. la, i;s7L Jtinin 
durDeh- Tha worth or thli tmly ninUblt uidmncb-lKii] 
brBikatch(dT«iorbliiionhi( loving OUagow colltg* InMiylul: "Ol *n tha roung 

pqiiHl lo anytblng ba cbooiiaa to undartaka. Hla nndantandlhg la elaar and panatratlnf^, 

wllh niiancy and renplcully ; ha wrtlca with Ticatncn and accnncy. Nn ana can eicaad 
bhiiln ihaualdiilty Dfhiaappllation, and An pgnTnta In It with Ui« ntinoat ilMdlntni, In 
aplta ol evary alluramanL Unltad with all tli«a« ahinlng quIIBeaUona, b* dlacovtra tb» 
iiinnt BeulSe tamper, ainipla iiiaonan, and the amiable modeaty of jraalh.' '— ifnEiq>a|iar 
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The mother-linnet in the brake . 

Bewails her ravished young ; 
So I, for my lost Darling's sake, 

Lament the liveday long. 

Death, oft I 've fear'd thy fatal blow ; 

Now, fond, I bare my breast ; 
O, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love, at rest ! 

You will not send me yonr Poetic-ranibles, but, you see, I am no 
niggard of mine. I am sure your Impromptus give me double pleasure : 
what falls from your Pen can neither be unentertaining in itself, nor 
indifferent to me. 

The one fault you found, is just ; but I cannot please myself in an 
emendation. 

What a life of solicitude is the life of a Parent I You interested me 
much in your young Couple. I supixise it is not any of the ladies I have 
seen. 

I would not take my folio [i>aper] for this epistle, and now I repent it. 
I am no jaded with my dirty long journey that I was afraid to drawl into 
the essence of dulness with any thing larger than a quarto, and so I must 
leave out another Khyme of this morning's manufacture. 

I '11 pay the sai)ientipotent (ieorge most chearfully, to hear from yon 
ere I leave Ayrshire. 

I have the honor to l)e, Dear Madam, yonr much obliged, and most 
resiKictful, humhle servant, RoBT. BURNS. 

There is good reason to believe that the * Lament * conveyed in 
this letter was made to tlo double duty. The family of ^fr 
Allason Cunniiighanic of Logan House, Ayrshire, who ])088e88cd a 
copy of it, understood that it was sent to his grandmother, Burns's 
early patron, ]Mrs (icncral Alexander Stewait of Afton, as an elegy 
on the death of her only son, Alexander Gortlon Stewart, who 
died, aged sixteen, at a military academy at Strasbuig, 5th 
December 1787. Allan Cunningham speaks of a copy of the poem 
in his possession beanng a note by the author, which shows that 
he really had endeavoured to turn this piece to account twice : 
* The Mother's Lament ' (he quotes from the MS.) * was composed 
partly with a view to ^Irs Fergusson of Craigdarroch, and partly 
to the worthy patroness of my early unknown muse, ^frs Stewart 
of Afton.* In like manner we shall find that the verses beginning 



THl JBIM. S81 

' Sensibility, bow channing,' were first written on certain experi- 
ences of Mrs M'Lehose, uid seat to Iiet, but vera aftei'waids 
addressed, with some alteiations, to ' my dear and much-honoured 
ftiend, Mts Dunlop.' 



TO HK PKTBR HILL. 

HaDchuhi, W OeWter 1T88. 

I have been here in this eonntry about three days, and all that time 
my chief reading has been tlie ' Addt'esa to Loch Lomond ' you were eo 
obliging as to senil to nie.* Were I impanelled one of the author's jniy, 
to determine liis criminality respecting the sin of poeay, my verdict 
should lie 'guilLyl A poet of nature's making!' It ia an excellent 
method for improvement, and what I believe every poet doe* : to place 
some favourite claasic author in hia own walka of itudy and composition 
before him, as a modeL Though your author liad not mentioned the 
name, I could have, at lialf a glance, guessed liis model to be Thomson. 
Will my brother-poet forgive me, if I venture to liint that Iiib imitation 
of that immortal bard in in two or three places rather more servile than 
auch a genius as hia required.— e. 9. 

To sooUui tha madding puaiona all to peu». 



I thinic the Addreti ia, in aimplicity, harmony and elegance of 
vemiiication, fnlly equal to tlie Seasom. Lilte Thomson, too, he baa 
looked inUi nature for tiiiiiself : yon meet with no copied desciiption. 
One particnlar criticiam I made at lirst reading ; in no one instance haa 
he said too much. He never flags in his progreas, but, like a true poet 
of nature's making, kindlea in his course. His beginning ia simple and 
modeat, as if distrustful of the strength of his pinion ; only, I do not 
altogether like 

truth. 

The aool of every song that '■ nobly grest, 

Fietion is the soul of many a song that ia nobly great. Perhaps I am 
wrrong : this may be bat a proee-criticism. Is not the phrase in line 7, 
page 8, ' Great lake,' too much vulgariced by everyday language, for so 
sublime a poem T 

Great man of waten, theme for D<iUeT song, 

• Ttaasuthocwu JunaCMrlB<lTItS-18U), th«ii RkIot or th* Btgh Schwl st Lslth. In 
17M ha wu appolntA] muter In Uia HEgh ilchoal or Edinburgh, In ■iiccevEDD (a Bum's 
Mend, Cmtkahank, who dird In that jmr. In ISOl he *w praunlad to tlio pulih of 
Dal ton, Dninflinuhin, irhsn ba nmalnad until h[ii daatli. The ' AddrsH to Loch Loiiiond ' 
mi Incocpontal <n ■ lubaeqiicnt volume which ha wrote, ScoUith Saniry; or, SUtUliu la 
VtrH (Lonrtor, IMS). 
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18 perhaps no amendation. Hia enomeration of a oomparison with other 
lakes ia at once lianuonious and poetic. £veiy reader*8 ideas mast sweep 
the 

winding margin of an hundred milea 

The perspective that follows : mountains blue— the imprisoned billows 
beating in vain — the wooded isles — the digression on the yew tree — 
' Ben • lomoud's lofty, cloud -enveloped head/ &c., are beantiful. A 
thunder-storm is a subject which has been often tried, yet onr poet, in 
his grand picture, has interjected a circumstance, so far aa I know, 
entirely original. 

the gloom 

Deep-seamed with frequent streaks of moving Are. 

In his preface to the storm, * the glens how dark between ' is noble high- 
land landHcape ! The ' rain ploughing the red mould,' too, ia beautifully 
fancied. ' Ben -lomoud's lofty, pathless top' ia a good expreeaion; and 
the surrounding view from it is truly great : the 

silver mist, 

Beneath the beaming ran, 

is well described ; and here he has contrived to enliven hia poem witli a 
little of that passion which bids fair, I think, to usurp the modem moaes 
altofrether. I know not how far this episode is a beauty upon the whole, 
but the swain's wish to carry *some faint idea of the vision bright,' to 
entertain her ' ]>ai tial, listening ear/ is a pretty thought. But in my 
opinion the most beautiful passages in the whole poem are the fowls 
crowding, in wintry f msts, to Loch-loniond's ' hospitable flood ; * their 
wheeling round, their lighting, mixing, diving, &c. ; and the glorious 
description of the sportsman. This last is equal to any thing in the 
Seasons. The idea of * the floating tribes far distant seen, all glistering 
to the moon,' provoking his eye as he is obliged to leave them, ia a noble 
ray of poetic genius. *The howling winds,' *the hideous roar 'of *the 
white cascades, ' ai-e all in the same style. 

I forget that while I am thus holding forth with the heedless warmth 
of an enthusiast, I am i>erhaps tiring you with nonsense. I must, how- 
ever, mention that the loKt verse of the sixteenth page is one of the most 
elegant compliments * I have ever seen. I must likewise notice that 

• Numerous inquirieH have failed to And a copy of the original edition of the Addrejv. 
Tlie conipllinent referrod to Is probably that part of the i)oeni where the author says : 

* Nor ia thy boost to arms alone confln'd ; 
Fair Science, tou, ui)on thy banlcH hath bloom'd. 
And sweeteMt fVuita, of flavour rich, produc'd,* 

* Thy banlcji are grac'd with names of highest note. 
Immortal nameti from age to age rever'd.' 

'Napi(*r, of Judgment deep and thought profound . . .' 

' Bucluinan, elegant and pure . . .' 

* And Sniollet, full of humour . . .' 
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bMDUf dI paragnph bogitmlng, ' The gleaming lake,' && I dare not go 
into the partioalar beantiei of the last two paragnphe, bat they are 
admiT&bly fine, and truly Osaianic. 

I iniut beg your pardon for this leogthetied icrawL I had no idea of 
it when I began — I should like to know who the author is ; but, whoever 
he be, please present him with my grateful thanks for the entertainment 
he has afforded me. 

A friend of mine desired me to commission for him two books — Letter* 
on the BeHgion eaential to man, a book yon sent me before ; and 7%« 
World unmiuked, or the PkUompher the ffreatut cheat.* Send me them 
by the first opportunity. The Bible you sent me is truly elegant ; I only 
wish it hod been in two volumes. R. B. 

ThB approach of the centenary of the landing of William of 
Omnge at Torbaj was now exciting some sensation in the country. 
The General ABsembly of the Church c^ Scotland appointed 
Wednesday, the 5th of November, to be obeerved as 'a day of 
solemn thanksgiving for that most glorious event — the Revolu- 
tion;' and it was bo observed. In Bums's parish, Dunacore, the 
clergyman, the Rev. Joseph Eirkpatrick, t wag a sealous Whig, 
approving etioiigly, on religious grounds, of the doings of 1688-89. 
The poet, whose leanings were altogether in the opposite direction, 
disliked the Calvinism of Mr Kirkpatrick, and was particularly 
displeased with the discourse which he delivered on this occasion. 
His deep feelings on the subject moved him to send a letter 

TO THE EDITOK OF 'THE 8TAR[!].' 

Hn. S, ITSS. 

Sir— Notwithstanding the opprobrious epithets with which some of 
onr philosophers and gloomy sectaries have branded our nature — the 
priudple of universal selfishness, the proiieness to all evil, they have 

• ltJmbatBUartMlnaHlu.tLiUranrliiSiItBfmaMi%tUU4 d t'tomK, dbilivicjf d( N 

oiuly M Anuitirdim In ITtS. wu uriitMn by Hnria Huber, > celsbnMa Swiu inyitLc 
8h« HTU born M Ocnavi «bont 1AM, retired Into Mlltude «boul 171*. «lleri«»rdi «turn«d 
Ifl a<i]i>vi. Joliiad tha Chnirh oF Rotan, uid Hl«l it Lroni In ITM. Bh« wrote nevcnl 
th(iolo)[lcal irorlu. of whicb tba iJUni nr la JttIl0(Dii 1i the in«t iinporUnt. Bh« vu 
iiutbor iilHO or th* othfir vork ban mentioned br BurDe. Tlie tltl>-i»ge of the London 
sdlUon {l?M) of the LrlMn OH JWIffloii ure th«t It 1" 'By the inthor of r*e WbM 

Kibedst London In 17M. The title li "The World Unmuk'd;'oT. the phlloaopher the 
giMlMt chest ; In twenty-four dlslogoae between Crito ■ pbiloeopher. Phllo ■ lewyar ind 
Erutu* * iMRhsnt. . . 

t Rer. Joeepb Kirkpatrick, minlitar or Duneoore, 1TTT~1B09 ; tnufbrred to Wunphrsy, 
tibi-n he died In IS^I (iged li). He wnite the deKilptlon of bl* )i>rle>i for the old 
SKUMImJ AaonnI afSeMbfdtrol. ill., ITK). 
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given im ; still, tliu ileu«Utioa in wliieh inbutuaitiiy U> tlie distreeaed 
or ioBolcnM U> the fallen ai« held h.v hII mttukUul. shews tliat they tin 
not nnlives of the buiu&n heiuL Even the unlis|i|tjr {wrUier of our kind 
who ia undone, the bitter uunseqaence of hi» foUie* ov hia crimes, who 
bal i>yiu|ialhiKee with the miseries of thia mined irotlii^U brolher I we 
forget tlie injuries, and feel for the uuui. 

1 w«iit. last WedneMla)-, lu my parish oliurch, inmt coi-diAlly to join in 
grftttful acknowledgments to the ArniOK or all Uoob, for the cou- 
sequent bleuiiuga of the glorious Kevolnliun. To tliat ftuapicioua event 
we owe uo lew tliau our liberties, civil and rellgiou* j to it we are like- 
wise iuilebted for tlie present Kujal Family, tlic niiins features of wbwe 
administration have ever been lutMnoia to the ■ubjuvt nud i«ndeme» of 
his rights. 

Bteil atid educated in revolution principltM, Ibu priuciplea of rea«on 
anil conuiion sense, il could not be any nilly political prejudice whicli 
niiulo my lie*rt revolt at the harvb. abnsive manner in which tlie 
reverend gentleman mentioned the House of Stewart, and whicli, I 
am afmid, wns too much the language of the day. We luay rejoice 
BUfllciently in onr deliverance from juwl evils, without cruelly raJcing 
up Llie asliea of those whose misfortune it was, perhaps as iiinch as 
llieir crime, tu lie llic authors of tbo»e evils ; and we may blesi GUD 
for all his gonilnesa to us as a nation, without at the same time 
curvinK a few rnineil, [mverless exileR, who only harboured ideu and 
made attempts that most of us would have done, had we been in 

'The bloody and tyrannical Honee of Stewart' may be eoid with 
propriety ami justice, when conipareil with the present royal family, 
and the sentiments of our days ; but is there no nllowuice to be made 
for the luanners of the timeaT Weie the royal con temporaries of the 
Stewarts more attentive to their subjects' rights! Might not tlie 
epithets of ' bloody and lyi-atmicul ' be, with at least equal justice, 
applied to the House of Tudor, of York, or any other of their 

The simple state of the case, sir, seems to be this— At that period, 
the science of government, the knowledge of the true relation 
between king and subject, was, like other sciences and other know- 
ledge, just in its infancy, emerging from dark agea of ignorance and 
barliarity. 

The Stewarts only contended for prerogatives which they knew their 
predeceasors enjoyeil, and which they saw their contemporaries enjoying ; 
bub these prerogatives were inimical to the happiness of a nation and the 
rights of subjects. 

In this contest between prince and peojile, the consequence of that 
light of science wliicli had lately dawned over Europe, the monarch of 
France, for example, was victorious over the struggling liberties of liia 
people; with us, luckily, the monarch failed, and his unwarrantable 
pretensions fell a sacrifice to onr rights and happineos. Whether it 



wu owing to the wiBdom of leading indivldnali or to ths jtitlHng 
of partdee, I canDOt pretend to determine ; bnt, likewise bappily for 
UH, tlie kiDgly power was Bliift«d inM anotlier branch of tlie family, 
who, aa they owed the throne solely to the call of a fi'ee people, conid 
clMm nothing inconaiatent with the covenanted tenus which placed them 

The Stewarts have been condemned and laughed at for the folly and 
impracticability of their attempts in 1716 and 174fi. That they (ailed, I 
bless God ; but cannot join in the ridicule against them. Who does not 
know that the abilitiea or defects of leaders and conimandera are often 
hidden until put to the tonchatane of exigency; and that there is a 
caprice of fortnne, an omnipotence in particular accidents and con- 
jnncturea of circumstancee, which exalt na as heroes or brand us aa 
madmen, jnst as they are for or against ns ! 

Man, Mr Publisher, is a strange, weak, inconaiatent being ; Who would 
believe, air, that in this our Augustan age of liberality and refinement, 
while we seem so justly sensible and jealous of our rights and liberties, 
and animated with such indignation against the vety memory of thoee 
who would have subverted them^thnt a certain people nnder our 
national protection should complain, not agtunst our monarch and a few 
favourite advisers, but against our whole legislative body, for similar 
oppression, anil almost in the very same terms, as onr forefathers did of 
the House of Stewart 1 I will not, I cannot, enter inte the nierita of the 
case ; bnt I dare say the American Congress in [of] 1776 will be allowed 
to be aa able ami as enligbteued as the English convention was in 
1688, and that their posterity will celebrate the centenary of their 
deliverance from na, as duly and eincerely as we do ours from the 
oppreasive measures of the wrong-headed Honae of Stewart. 

To conclude, air ; let every man who has a tear for the many miseries 
incident to humanity feel for a family illustriona as any in Europe and 
unfortnnate beyond hiatorie prece<lent ; and let every Briten (and par- 
ticularly every Scotsman) who ever looked with revei-ential pity on the 
dotage of a parent cast a veil over the fatal mistakes of the kings of hin 
forefathers. It. B. 



TO MRS DUNLOP, 
CARE OF WILLIAH KERR, ESQ., FOST OFFICE, EDIKBUROH. 
HtiTCHUKi, \ta Nn. ITSa 

Madam— I hail the very great pleasure of dinijig at Dunlop yesterday. 
Men are s^d to flatter women because they are weak ; if it is so, Poets 
must be weaker still ; for Missea lUclie) and Keith, and Miss Georgina 
M'Kay, with their flattering attentions and artful coniplimenta, abso- 
lutely turned my head. I own they did not lard me over as many a Poet 

VOL. IL K 
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does his Pfttron or Rtill more liis Patroness, nor did they tagar me tMp$M 
a Canieronian Preacher does Jesus Christ ; bat they so intoxioalad we 
with their sly iiisiuuations and delicate innuendoes of Compliment tluit if 
it had not been for a Incky recollection how much additional weight and 
lustre your good opinion and friendship must give me in that circle, I 
had certainly looked on myself as a person of no small conseqnenee. I 
dare not say one word how much I was charmed with the Major's friendly 
welcome, elegant manner and acute remark, lest I slionld be thongfat to 
balance my orientalisms of applause over against the finest Qaey * in 
Ayrshire, which he made me a present of to help and adorn my farm- 
stock. As it was on Hallowday.t I am determined, annually as tliat 
day returns, to decorate her horns with an Ode of gratitude to the family 
of Dnnlop. 

The Songs in the second Vol. of the Miueum marked D., are Dr Black- 
lock's; but, as 1 am sorry to say they are far short of his other works, 
I, who only know the cyphers of them all, shall never let it be known. 
Those marked T. are the works of an obscure, tippling, but extraordinary 
body of the name of Tytler ; a mortal who, though he drudges abont 
Edinburgh as a common Printer, with leaky shoes, a sky-lighted hat, 
and knee-bnckles as nnlike as George-by-the-grace-of-God and Solonion- 
the-son-of- David, yet that same nnknown, drunken Mortal is Author 
and compiler of three-fourth's of Elliot's pompons Encyclopedia Briton- 
nica.X Those marked Z. I have given to the world as old verses to their 
respective tnnes ; but in fact, of a good many of them, little more than 
the Chorus is ancient ; tho' there is no reason for telling every body this 
piece of intelligence. Next letter I write you, I shall send one or two 
sets of verses I intend for Johnson's third Volume. 

What you mention of the thanksgiving day is inspiration from above. 
Is it not remarkable, ocliously remarkable, that tho' manners are more 
civilize<1, nnd the rights of mankind better understoo<1, by an Angnstan 
Centni-y's improvement, yet in this very reign of heavenly Hanoverian- 
isTi), and almost in this very year, an empire beyond the Atlantic has its 
REVOLUTION too, and for the very same maladministration and legis- 

• A young hflifer. 

t All Saints' Day, old style. 

X JaiiieH Tytler, M.A., a son of Uie manso, born 1747. B<>gan life aa a cheiuiat, but ill- 
luck, a(Me<l to an inclination towanls literary work, obli^l liini to give it up. He waji 
practically editor of tlie second edition of tho Encydoturdia Jiritanniat (1777-1784). His 
extraonlinary vorwitility is shown by the nunib*>r of his works, many of wliich lie printed 
himself, having constructed a press ffom old materiaL His works include a History 
of EiUnbvrgh and a Systftn o/fJeography ; lK»sides which he trannlated Virgil's Edogveg, wrote 
poetry, commontwl on the origin and antiquity of the Scottish Nation, and was a volu- 
minous contributor to the current jwriwlical literature. lie also experimented with a fire- 
balloon with i)artial success, but wnnt of means oblige<l him to discontinue. Prom this he 
was nicknamed ' Balloon ' Tytler. His political views brought him into trotible aa one of 
the Friends of the People ; he fl<^l to Ireland, and in 1793 was ontlawwl by the High 
Court of Justiciary. He died in 1K04 at Salem, Mass. Andrew Bell was chief proprietor 
and publishor of tho EncydoptvtIUi Dritannica; C. Elliot was an Edinburgh publisher who 
had a share in the work. 
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Iktire mudemeMioiira in th« illmtrioas and upientipotent Family 
of Uauovar as was complained of in the 'tyrannical and bloody honw 
of Stuart.' 

So M>on as I know of yonr arrival at Dunlop, I shall take the first 
conveniency to dedicate a day or, perliape, two, to you and Friendship, 
nnder the guarantee of tlie Major's liospitality. There will soon be 
tlireeacore aod t«n miles of permanent distance between ns ; and now 
that yoni friendship and friendly correspondence ia entwisted with the 
heart-BtriogB of my enjoyment of life, I must indulge myself in ■ festive 
day of ' The feast of reason and the flow of Bonl.' I liave the bonor to 
be, Madam, yonr grateful hamhle servant, RoBT. BURMS. 



TO DR BLACKLOCK. 

tfiDCBLiirm, Nor. IE, IISS. 

Ret. and dear Sir— As I hear nothing of yonr tooUodb but that 
you are, or were, out of town, I do not know where this may find 
yon, or whether it will find you at all. I wrote you a long letter, dated 
from the land of matrimony, in June ; but either it had not found yoD, 
or, what 1 dread more, it found yon or Mra Blacklock in too precarious a 
fltato of health and iplrita to take notice of an idle packet. 

1 have done many little things for Johnson since I had the pleasure of 
seeing yon, and 1 liave finished one piece, io the way of Pope's Moral 
EpUtte*;' but froui your silence, I have every thing to fear, so I have 
only sent you two melancholy things, which I tremble lest they ahonld 
too well suit the tone of year present feelings. 

Id a fortnight I move, bag and baggage, to Nitliwlale ; tilt then, niy 
direction is at this place ; after that period, it will be at Ellisland, near 
Dnmfrieo. It would extremely oblige me, were it bnt half a line, to let 
me know how you are, and where you are. Con I be indifferent to the 
fate of a man to whom I owe so much ! A man whom I not only esteem, 
bnt venerate. 

My warmest good wishes and moat respectful compliments to Mrs 
Blacklock and Miss Johnson, if she is with you. 

I cannot conclude without telling you that I am more and more pleasetl 
with the step I took respecting ' my Jean.' Two things, from my happy 
experience, I set down as R]>opht1iegms in life. A wife's head is im- 
material, compare<l with her heartland— ' Virtue's (for wisdom, what 
poet pretends to itT) ways are ways of pleasantnera, and all lier paths 
are peace' Adieu I R. B. 

One of the pieces enclosed was ' The Mother's Lament for the 
Death of her Son.' The other wna 

• The ' Flnt EpMlt to Robert Gnbiin, Bsq., or PlntlT ' (iM pp. IW-tT!). 
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THE LAZY MIST HANGS FROM THE BROW 

OF THE HILL. 

The lazy mist hangs from tlie brow of the hill, 
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill ; 
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear 
As Autumn to Winter resigns the pale year. 
The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown, 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flowu : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse 
How quick Time is flying, how keen Fate pursues. 

How long I have liv'd — but how much liv'd in vain ; 

How little of life's scanty span may remain ; 

What aspects Old Time, in his progress, has worn ; 

Wliat ties cruel Fate in my bosom has torn ; 

How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gaiu'd ! 

And downward, how weakened, how darkenM, how pain'd ! 

Life is not worth liaving with all it can give, 

For something beyond it poor man sure must live. 



TO MR JAMES JOHNSON. 

Mauchlinb, Nov. 15, 1788. 

My dear Sir— I liave sent you two more songs. If you have got any 
tunes, or any tiling to correct, please send them by return of the carrier. 

I can easily Bce, my dear friend, that you will very probably have four 
volumes. Perhaps you may not find your account lucratively in this 
huBiness ; hut you are a patriot for the music of your country ; and I am 
certain posterity will look on themselves as highly indehted to your 
pulilic spirit. Be not in a hurry ; let us go on correctly ; and your name 
shall be immortal. 

I am preparing a flaming preface for your third volume.* I see, every 
day, new musical publications advertised : hut what are they ? Gaudy, 
hunted butt-erflies of a day, and then vanish for ever ; but your work will 

• Tlie • flaming preface ' will appear, under rtate February 2d, 1790, in the third volume of 
this work. 
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ontliTe the momeDtory neglects of idle (ashion, and defy the teeth of 

H&ve yon never a fair godden that leads yon a wild-gooM chase of 
arooroni devotion f Let me know a few of her qualities, such as whether 
she be tather black or fair, plump or thin, short or tall, &c. ; and chuM 
your air, and I sliatl task niy Muse to celebrate her. R. B. 

The next letter shows that Bums remained on friendly t«nns 
with the Lawrie iamily : 



Deab Sib— If couvenient, please return me by Connel, the bearer, the 
two volnmes of songs I left last time I was at St Margaret's Hill. 
My best compliments to all the good family. 
A Dituje vouM ctnnmende. ROBT. BURKS. 



Even already, before he had settled down in Dniufriesahire, the 
Poet had made acquaintances. One of these was John M'Miirdo. 

TO JOHN M'MURDO, ESQ., DRUHLANBIO. 

Sahqubab, MU Nini. 17SB. 

SiB^l write yon this and tlie enclosed [a songt), literally enpa»*ant, 
for I am just baiting on my way to Ayrshire. I have philosophy or pride 
enongli to support me with unwounded indifference against tlie neglect 
of my more dull superiors, the merely rank and file of noblesse and 
gentry — nay, even to keep my vanity quite sober under tlie larding of 
their compliments ; but from those who are equally distingnisbed by 
their rank and cliaracter — those who bear tlie true elegant impreasiona 
of the Great Creator on the riclieet materials— their little notices and 
attentions are to me amongst the fiist of earthly enjoyments. The 
honor thoD didst my fugitive pieces in requesting copies of them is so 
highly flattering to my feelings and poetic ambition, tliat I conld not 
resist even this half opportunity of scrawling off for you the enclosed, aa 
a small but honest t«Btimony how trnly and gratefully I have the honor 
to lie. Sir, Yonr deeply obliged humble servant, Robt. Bukns. 

■ Th< diit< or thli noM hu hilhnto been gtven u ITSt, but In the original, now In the 
poaMinInn of Mr Gwrite Dunlop, Kllmimocli, tho dtte ia w given In tlia text. 

I ' Ths toag encloMil tu, In ill pmlabllity, tlifl flne compllnient to lile vita, baglniiln| 
" O, were I on Punwna hill " (He pp. SiS-B], peibips oompoMd on thla nrj Joumajp.' 
— W. BcMT DoDdLAB'a Wmia (/Biinu, roL v. 
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The bachelor life of Bums was now drawing to a close. As his 
new house was not ready for the reception of his wife, he obtained 
temporary accommodation for her at a neighbouring farm. In the 
first week of December he brought Mrs Burns * to tlie Banks of the 
Nith. During the preceding week, two servant-lads and a servant- 
girl had come from Mauchline, with some cart-loads of the plenish- 
ing made by Morison, the Mauchline wright, besides^ doubtless, a 
handsome four-posted bed, which was Mrs Duulop's marriage gifU 
This girl stated that Mrs Bums was anxious, on going into a district 
where she was wholly a stranger, to obtain the services of a young 
woman whom she knew. She was engaged accordingly ; but her 
father, in his anxiety for her moral welfare, exacted a formal pro- 
mise from Bums to keep a strict watch over her conduct, and, in 
particular, to 'exercise her duly in the Catechism' — a promise 
whicli, she admitted, he kept most faithfully. We may well believe 
that this was a time of great happiness for Bums. According to 
Currie, 'animated sentiments of any kind almost always give 
rise in our poet to some production of his muse. His sentiments 
on this, occasion were in part expressed by the following vigorous 
and characteristic, though not very delicate verses; they are in 
imitation of an old ballad.' 

I HAE A WIFE O' MY AIN. 

T Ime a wife o* my ain, have— own 

I '11 ]mrtakc wi' naebody ; nobody 

I '11 Uik cuckold frao iiane, take— from non© 
I '11 gie cuckold to iiael)ody. 

T hae a penny to spend, 

There — thanks to naebody ; 
I liae naething to lend, 

I '11 borrow frao naebody. 

I am naebody 's lord, 

I '11 be slave to naebody ; 
I hae a gude braid sword, good bnnd 

1 11 tak dunts frae naebody. blows 

* Mr» BHnu only : her child Robert remained at MoasgieL 



I 'II be uieny and tne, 
I '11 be sad for itaebody ; 

If naebody care for me, 
i '11 care for naebody.* 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 



My DBAR HONORED Pkiend— Vonn, dated Edinbnrgb, which 1 have 
jdsL read, makes uie very nnhappy. ' Alnioat blind and wholly deaf ' are 
nielnacli<ily news of hnnian-iiataTe ; hut when told of a much-loved and 
honored fiiend, they carry miserj' in the sound. Goodneas on your part 
and gratitude on mine began a tie which has gradually and ulrangly 
ent\viBt«<! ibtelf among tlie dearest chords of my bosom ; and I tremble at 
the omens of your late snd present ailing habit and shattered health. You 
iiiiscalcalate mattere widely when you forbid my waiting on you, lent it 
filionhl hurt my worldly coiicerna. My sniall scale of farming is exceed- 
ingly more simple and easy than what ynu have lately seen at Moreliani 
Miiins.f But be that as it may, the heart of the man and the fancy 
of the poet are tlie two gmnd considerations for which I live : if miiy 
ridges and dirty dunghills are to engross the best part of the functions 
of my soul immortal, I had better been a rook or a magpie all at once, 
and then I should not have been plagued with any ideas snperior to 
breaking of clods and picking up grube, not to nieDtion bam ■ door 
cocks or mallards, creatures with wliicli f could almost exchange lives 
at any time. If you continue so deaf, I am afraid b visit will be no 
great pleosnre to either of us ; hut if I bear yoa are got so well again 
as to he able to relish conveisation, look yon to it, madam, for I will 
make my tlircatenings good. I ani to be at tlie Nevr-year-day fair of 
Ayr, and by all that is sacred in the world, friend 1 1 mil come and 
see you. ■ . . 

Your meeting, which yon so well describe, with yoar old sclioolfellow 

• On tlw ISth of Nottmbw ITU tin Sdltburtk MutHlir BOtwl tlut ' Bumi, U> Agr- 
Mrt Bard, In nov «ijoyLng I1i« iwnta of retininsnt it hli Ann. Bunu, tn Ihiii retiring, 
hu ncMil wlosly. BIcphsn Dncli, th« i>Kl(aiJ rkroAir, bf hli lU-wivlied putrans, wm 
InAde ■ pumin. Tha poor iiiftD, hiirrJBd out of hii propar Altment. found hlinsfllf quits 
iinluppr: b«»n« Inwne; iin't villi lili own liuidn. it In Hiil, di'led tils lira. Bunu, 
iTlUi propriet]', hu iwnnml the jtnU—bnt ir« hopa lis hu not tbcDwu away tha i/alU.' 

I Uorhua tbliM. In tb« p>ri>li of Morhiin, HvldlnitUinxhln, and tfam iiiilai BB. of 
Haddliigtan, had Imb purehuail bj' Jobn Dunlnp of Dunlop (hiulanrt oF Bomii'* oom- 
■pondsnt), who had ballt a hotus, and ocoiulonall)' IIvrI. than. Aftar hl> daath (ITU) 
lira Dinlop ointlniiad to TUIt tha (knn. It wia bacaiiM of Uis friandlf rtlaUona batwaen 
Bum* and Mn Duhlup that C*i>tnlTi Uunlop oR^nd thamanagafnent of thk (knn to Qllbitt 
Bum. Ha waa atcward tram ITBV till ISM, whan tba Iknn etasngad baDda. 
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and friend was truly interesting. Out npon the ways of the world 1 
Tliey spoil these 'social offsprings of the heart.' Two veterans of 
the * men of the world ' would have met with little more heart- work- 
ings than two old hacks worn out on the road. Apropos, is not the 
Scotch phrase 'Auld lang syne' exceedingly expressive? There is an 
old song and tune which has often thrilled through my soul. You 
know I am an enthusiast in old Scotch songs. I shall give you the 
verses on the other sheet, as I suppose Mr Ker* will save you the 
postage. 

AULD LANG SYNRt 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot^ old 

And never brought to mind ? 
Should auld acquaintance be foigot^ 

And auld lang syne ! days of long ago 

Chorus, — For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne, 
We 41 tak a cup J o* kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 

And surely ye '11 be your pint stowp ! tankarxi 

And surely I '11 be mine ! 
And we '11 tak a cup o' kindness yet» 

For auld lang syne. 

We twa hae run about the braes, 

And pou'd the gowans fine : puUed 

But we 've wander'd mony a weary fitt, many— foot 

Sin' auld lang syne. since 

We twa hae paidl'd in the bum waded 

Frao morning sun till dine : dinner-time 

But seas between us braid hae roar'd broad 
Sin' auld lang syne. 

• Mr Ker was tlie postmaster of EdinbnrKli. Ho was always ready to frank a lett«r for 
a friend. Strange storios are told of weighty packets— one, it is said, containing a pair of 
buckskin-brecclies for a sportsman in Uie lliglilands— passing free throngh the post^>fflce 
in his day. 

t Tlio melody to wliich the song is now sung was compose*! by William Shield, and forms 
l)art of the overture to his opera Rorina 07S8). 
I ' Some sing kiss in place of ctij).'— Note in Johnson's Mustum, 
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And there 's a hand, my tnuty fiere 1 tutai 

And gie 'a a hand o' thine I gin 

And we '11 tak a right gude-wUlie* waught dnnght 
For auld lang syne. 

U^t be the tarf on tlie breast of the Heaven -ioBpired poet who 
composed this glorions fragment 1 1 There b more of the fire of native 
geains in it tlian in half-a-doien of modem English Bacchanal iana. 
Now I am on my hobby-horse, I cannot help ineerling two other old 
atanxBs which please me miglitily. 

MY BONIE MARY.t 
Go, fetch to me a pint o' vine, 

And fill it in a silver taasie, mp 

That I may drink, before I go, 

A service to my bonie lassie : 
The boat rocke at the Pier o' Leitfa, 

Fu' loud the wind blows fmo the Ferry, blows from 
The ship rides by the Berwick-Law,§ 

And I maun leave my bonie Maty. nuit 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

Tlie glittering spears are rankM ready, 
Tlio shouts o' war are beard afar. 

The battle closes deep and bloody : 
It 's not the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad make me longer wish to tarry ; Wddu— longsr 
Nor shouts o' war thnt 's beard afar, 

It 's leaving thee, my bonie Mary 1 

BOBT, BUBNS. 

In this letter Bums deliberately threw Mrs Dunlop off the 
scent of his own authorship. He spoke of <Auld Lang Syne' ns 
nn old fragment. In like manner, when he sent it to Geoige 
Thomson, he congratulated himself on having been so fortunate as 

• aii<i(i.imiiB r, with good-will. 

t 8m Appandii IV. 

t Tfal* wHigniiy be elTfctivelr mug to nnii ot tfa« numirovi MttEngii nf tlie 'Highland 
lAlille.- lo bs rimnd In Johnwn'g Mvtical WuniH. 

I North Berwick Uw, ■ raiiicml hill nMr the *hon of the FIrib of Fortli, Terr con- 
■ptenotu st Bdlnburgh, from irhlch It 1* diiUot sboot tmotj inllM, Tfas Fairj ii (Jumds- 
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to rtcover it from an oU mmi'a Biii^iit;. Vet the UurI and fourth 
YorsBB— tlioso exprvwaiug tbe rocoltectionB of youth, ami cuAaiuIy 
tho finoflt of tlie set— are by himaelf. So also of ' Go, fetch to ma 
a pint o' wine;' ho aftc^iwanla ackuoivl«dged that only the first 
verai) (four lines) wtia old, and that the rest was his owa. The old 
verae waa probably the one that occurs noar the close of a homely 
ballnd (printed in Hogg and Motherwell's edition of Bums) as 
preserved by Peter Buchaii, who slates that the ballad was 
composed in 1636, by Alexander Lealy of lilin, on Dovem side, 
gnimlfulher to tlm celebrated AnJibiahop Sharp : 
Ye 'II bring me here a pint of wine, 

A server atwl a silver laHsie, 
That I nmy drink, before I gang, 

A health to my sin bonuy Isaiie. mo 

The fact of Burns pitching upon this one fine slania of an old 
butUid as a foundation for a new song shows the quick seRsa he 
had of alt that was truly bejiutiful in poetry, and how rtady bis 
jniagiuntion was to take wing upon the slightest comniaud. 



I HR JOHN TENNANT, 
: OP UK JOHN ROBIl, 



NNKKfiPBR, 



.YR. 



D«™lfr W»,(, 1T8S. 
My dear Sin— I yewtciriny tried niy «wk of whisky for tlie first time, 
nixl 1 [Lssiiii- you it iliieH yiiii );i't>nt ci'eilit. It will Ix^ar five uilIi'i;', 
Hlioii^, or t-ix. ciiilliiaiy, t'Hiily. The n liisky of lliia coiititry in a limst 
rn^iilly liquor: ainl, )>y ci>ii)«-i| notice, only ilnink by tlie tiio»t rascally 
l>art of till! iiiliuliilniils. I am [leiiiuiirli-il, if you once get a footing here, 
you iiiijflit <1o a (treat deal «f hiisinetm, in the way of consDniiit; and 
nlioiild yon eomiiierice Dialiller again, lliia is the native harley cimiitry. 
I am iKnc)rant if. in yoni' i>re«;nt way nf dealing, yon would think it 
worth while to extend yonr buHinees so far an tliia country side. I write 
yiin this on the account of an accident, wliirh I niUKt tnke the merit of 
having partly deKi;^ed too. A neigliliour of mine, a Jiihn Currie, miller 
in Cai'He-niill — a man wlio is, in a woni, a good man, a ' very ' gnoi,] niaji, 
even for a £500 bnrgiun — lie and his wife were in my house the time I 
broke open the cask. They keep a conntry public-house and sell a 
great deal of foreign spirits, but all along thought that whisky would 



* John Toniinnt (17I10-IR53) win upcood m 
Kond nlfe. He io iiRi<l to )i*r<< slirUd buain 
le famiii of Anchriibay viil Steelitjark. Tha 



T, but ■tumionins It, Iwwl 
ws; txMiMa MnuclUlae and 
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b&ve degnded their bouse. They were perfectly Mtouulied &t my 
wbieky, both for its taate and streogtb ; and, by their desire, I write yon 
to know if yon ctiuld tupply them wjtb liquor of an equal qnality, and at 
what price. Please write me by first post, and direct to me at Ellislaiiit, 
near Dumfries. If you could take a jaunt this way yonrself, I have a 
spare spoon, knife and fork, very mucli at your service. My compli- 
ments to Mrs Tennant, and all the good folks in Gtencoimer and 
Barqnharie.* I am, luoet truly, my dear Sir, yoan, BOBT. BUfiMa 



TO HB WILLIAU CRUIKSHAMK. 

Bixuum [I>ti»i5tr], 1188. 

I liave not room, my ever-dcAr friend, to answer all the particolars of 
your last kind letter. I shall be in Edinburgh on some business very Boon, 
and as 1 shall be two days, or perhape three, in town, we shall discuss 
matters vivH voce. My knee, I believe, never will be entirely well ; and 
an unlucky fall this winter has made it still worse. I well remember tba 
circumstance you allnde to respecting Mr Creech's opinion of Mr Nicol, 
but as the first gentleman owes me still about lifty pounds, 1 dare not 
meddle in the affair. 

It gave me a very heavy heart to read such acconnta of the conseqnence 
of your quarrel with that puritanic, rotten- hearted, hetl -com missioned 
BCDUndret, Ailam.t If, notwithstanding your unprecedented industry in 
public, and your irreproachable conduct in private, life, he still has yoa 
so much in his power, what ruin may he not bring on some others I 
could name? 

Many and liappy returns of seasons to yon, with j-onr dearest and 
worthiest friend, and the lovely little pledge of yonr happy nnlon. May 
the Great Author of life, and of every enjoyment that can reniler life 
delightful, make her that comfort and blessing to you liotli which ynu ko 
ardently wish for, and which, allow me to say, you so well deserve. 
Glance over the foregoing verses [' Lines written in Friani' Caise Her- 
mitage,' bolK vertioni], and let me have your blots. Adieu I 

KoBT. Burns. 

* The lUuiion hen In to Um hmlljr of Qcorge Reia nt BanJIitwriB. lh« neit hrm to Oltn- 
connsr, who ii nuilanUnd to hin taecn i nephsw of th« nilnlatsr of OrhnirM, snd who, 
sibu been Hen, Icnti ponj to thspoet forhli nntjoiimajr to SdinhnrBh. 

I Aleiindsr Ailsin, LUD.. yonngeat non oT * (knner, vu bom In 1141. Ha vsi 
bsdnuiiter ol Ocorgs W4taan'i HonplUI (him ITM till ITiM, when h» wu sppolnUil nctor 
ot tliB Hltd> School, ■ poet he held for over iart,j yean. Hs died luililflnl/ while engagnl 
tMChIng hi! dun (ISOR). Hs hud ■ hl|th niiiiUtlon u ■ inccHianil tauhn, and vm 
■uthor or Hvenl workg. chisflr philologloil. Blr WslUr Bcott wrote that ■ It wu fmn 
thia mpFctable man that I flmt l«m«d the ralua of the knowledge I had hitherto em- 
aldrnd onl/ aa a hiirdenaome taik.' Laid Brougham nalil that ' Di Adam wax on* oT Iha 

talanC or making hie pnplli deli|;ht In teamlng.and henpened their minda to (ha knowledira 
both of tha chiaaica anil the loieDf all other important itndMs.' Flnallr, Lord Oi " 
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No. L— BUHN8 AND THE CANONGATE KILWINNING 

* LODGE. 

HE priQcipal documents in the cnae of Burnae poet-laureate- 
nliip of Cnnongat« Kilwinning; Lodge, No. 2, are: (1) A 
collection of letters to ?S« Frrtviatini, entitled ' BuniB— 
poet*lauTeat« of Conongate Kilwinning Lodge — a. Mytb,' 
printed for iirivate circnlation by Mr William OfKoer, 
Edinliargli ; and (2) ' Itoltert BnniB, Poet-Laureate of Lodge Caiiongate 
Kilwinning, Edint. Facta Kubctontiating liia election and inauguration 
on Ist March ITST. By Hugh C. Peacock and Allan MacUende ; preface 
liy U. W. Macleoil FiilUrton, Q.C. Cliriatie &- Son, Eilinr., 1894.' It 
maybe elated at once that there is noconteniporory record of the election 
or installation of Biima »s laureate of the lo<Ige. The minute of 1st 
M.iioli 1787 does not so much as mention the poet. The first allusion 
to his taureateship— and it ia an indirect allusion — occiira in a minute 
of 2-ltli June 1S02, on which dat« the lodge ' approved of fonr prints 
which were got for tlie lodge,' one of which is an engraving by Paton 
Thomson of the Skirving head, l>earing inscription, 'IColiert Bums, 
the Scottish Bard, Poet Laureat Lodge No. 2 Canongate Kilwinning.' 
There is not. honet-er, till the year 1815, any evidence in the minute- 
iMiok that the loilge claimed Burns as its laureate. On June Slh of 
that year a subscription was autlioriBe<l fur the mausoleum of ' Bobert 
Burns, who had been Poet Laureat to the Lodge.' The resolntion to 
this effect was seconded hy Charles More, who, as depute -master, signed 
the minute of the meeting of 1st February 1787, at which the poet wb» 
alliliated, and who had since remained in unbroken connection with the 
lodge. There were, moreover, in the nieniliership in 1815, about a liundre<l 
persons who had lieen nienthers before and during 1787. Some of thcHO 
must have been present when Bums's laureateship was formally asserted ; 
yet nobody appears to have diseenteil. Again, a number of these gentle- 
men must have been alive in 1835, when James Hogg was elected to 
succeed Burns as poet- laureate, on which occasion Hogg expressly 
acknowledged the compliment of being afkeil t<i succeed Burns, and the 
lodge toasteil Bums oa ' the last Poet Laureate of the I-odge.' The only 
other circumstance worth mentioning in support of the tnulition is a 
statement, made in 1845 by a Brother William Petrie, tljat he had been 
present at the inauguration of the poet on Ist March J787. Tliis state, 
ment was made to Mr Stewart Watson, painter of the picture, ' The 
Inauguration of Bobert Bums aa Poet-Laureate of Lodge Canongate 
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Kilwinning, lit March 1TS7,' which hangs on the wall of the Grand 
Lodge. Edinburgh. Mr Walaon (born Ediubargh 1800, nephew of George 
Watson, first P.K.S.A.) was entered in Cajiongate Kilwinning, No. 2, in 
1828, and must have known many other niembeiB who conld recail the 
events of 1787. The chief grounds on which the tradition baa been 
assailed are the abaen<w of any record in the minutes, sjid the absence of 
any mention of the fact by Uums. The defence b that the minutes were 
very carelessly kept at the Urns, and tliat the secretary Umk more pains to 
record formalitiee than exceptional occurrences ; and that, a* Bums did 
not mention even his affiliation to the lodge, it is not anrpriaing that there 
is no allusion to the laureateship in any of his letters that are extanb 



No. II.— PORTRAITS OF BURNS. 

There are in the National Gallery at Edinburgh, two portrula of Bnma 
painted by Alexander Nasmyth : the original done at sittings in Edin- 
bnrgh, and tlie full-length from memory ; in the Scottish National Por- 
trait Gallery are three others — an oil-painting, a miniature on ivory, and 
a silhonette. Besides these, there has not, as yet at least, been discovered 
any portrait of the poet which can be proved, by external or internal 
evidence, to have been done from life. 

The most celebrated and best-authenticated of the paintings is that 
by Nasniyth showing tlie head and bust on a canvas fifteen inches by 
twelve. It was presented to Mis Burns by the painter, and bequeathed 
to the Scottish nation by Colonel William Nicol Bums. This present- 
ment of the poet has been familiarised by numerous reproductions, of 
which the best known is the engraving by Bengo done for the first Edin- 
burgh edition of the Poenu. Sir Walter Scott tliought the painting 
represented the poet as if seen in perspective. Bengo, in retouching 
his plate after his interviews with Bums, tried to correct this over- 
refinement — he shortened the face, as Mr W. Ciaibe Angus lias, in one of 
a series of articles which he contributed to the Glaagow Hemld in 1890, 
pointed out, by rounding the chin— and, though Gilbert Bums thought 
the engiaving shewed more character and expression than the picture 
itself, in the opinion of Mr George Aikman, A.R-S.A., Bengo really 
volgarised the face, the scale on which he worked being, moreover, too 
small to enable him to grasp the details nf the face. The reproduction 
which pleased Nasmyth most — and, indeed, pleases nearly every one — 
was an engraving, published in 1830, stippled by William Walker and 
mezzotinted by Samuel Cousins. Nearly all the engravint,-H that have 
been put in the market since are attempts to reproiluce the Nasmyth 
portr^t. Nascnyth made two replicas, one of which (pnibably touched by 
Raeburn) is in the National Portrait Gallery, London, the other in the 
pOBsession of the Misses Cutlicart, Auchendrane, near Ayr. The latter 
is different from the others in shape, being circular, llj inches in 
diameter. Nasymth's fnll'length sketch of the [>oet, painted from 
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memoiy for reprodnetion in Loekhart's Lift of BwnM^ U also in the 
Scottish National Gallery. 

The anthenticity of the largest of the oil-paintings preserved in the 
Scottish National Portrait Gallery is very doubtful. It shows the head 
with a broad-brimmed hat, and the whole trunk. It was painted by 
Peter Taylor, said by Mrs M'Lehoee in 1828 to have been an * early friend ' 
of the poet, described by Lockhart as * an artist of considerable celebrity at 
the time of Bums's visit to Edinburgh in 1786,' but declared by Nasmytli 
never to have * pretended to be otherwise than a coach-painter.' He was, 
in fact, as the late J. M. Gray put it, a decorative artist who occasionally 
executed likenesses. He received a premium of £100 for introducing the 
manufacture of painted waxcloth into Scotland. Though Mr W. Craibe 
Angus holds that Taylor merely 'generalised Nasmyth's facts,' others 
think that this portrait of Bums bears some evidence of having been 
painted from life, but there is no proof that the poet sat to Taylor, 
except the statement of the latter's widow ; it is a very significant fact 
tliat Bums never mentions either Taylor or the fact of his having sat to 
any painter but Nasmytli and Reid. Gilbert Bums, who saw it for the 
first time in 1812, said it was ' particularly like Robert in the form and 
air.' Hogg, who saw it at the same time, discovered in it 'a family 
likeness.' Scott, in 1829, 'could not hesitate to recognise this portrait 
as a striking resemblance of the Poet, tliough it had been presented to 
me amid a whole exhibition.' And Mrs M'Liehoee, in 1828, testified : ' In 
my opinion, it is the most striking likeness of the Poet I have ever seen.' 
On the other hand, the late William Hall, of Liverpool, who had met 
Bums several times, when he was appealed to, in 1829, to authenticate the 
Taylor portrait, saw in it not the slightest resemblance to Bums, and left 
it on record that he was confirmed in his scepticism by Dr M'Kenzie, 
formerly of Mauchline, Mr Nasmyth, Robert Ainslie, and William 
Tennant, sonin-law of Dr Dalrymple, of Ayr. Isabella Bums Begg said 
it was at first thought to be a itortrait of Robert, but that the family 
afterwards agreed it was meant for Gilbert. An engraving of this paint- 
ingf by J. Horsburgh, was published in 1829. 

The Miers silhouette is declared by Mr D. W. Stevenson, R.S.A., to be 
'in perfect hamiony with Nasmyth's portrait.' It was bequeathed 
by Mr W. F. Watson to the Scottish National Portrait Gallery. 

So also was the miniature on ivory, which, there is good reason to 
l)elieve, is the portrait alluded to by Burns (January 29th, 1796) in 
a letter to Mi-s Riddel : ' Apropos to pictures, I am sitting to Reid in 
this town for a miniature, and I think he has hit by far the best likeness 
of me ever taken. ' The face is in profile, the left side being shown, while 
the Nasmyth and the Taylor show the right. The years that have passed 
have left their mark on the brow ; the features are harder, the eye more 
sunk. A small black whisker comes down to the lobe of the ear. 

The favourite portrait of the poet is that by Archibald Skirving, 
done in crayon on grayish-toned paper, and now in the possession of Sir 
Theodore Martin. There is no record of the poet's sitting to Skirving, 
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wbo migbt, bowerer, have met hfm in Edinburgh. The portrait is « 
well-dimwD copj of ths Nasmyth painting, with v&ristions in WTeral 
featatca ; tlie eyes are •malloT, tiie frontal ridge mora developed, the htur 
lliioker, ttie jaw sqnarer, and the head mora compactly built. 



No. in.— BURNS-S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 
{From tAt Original in the Briliak Unteuta.] 

' Know all whom it may concern, that I, the Author, am not atuwer- 
able (at Ike fake spelling and injndicioua punctuation in the foregoing 
transcript of my letter to Dr Moore. I have something generous in my 
temper iLat cannot bear to see or hear tlie Absent wronged, and I aoi 
very much hurt to observe that in several inBtancea the transcriber lias 
injured and mangled the proper name and principal title of a Personage 
uf the very firat distinction iu all tliat is valuable among men, Antiqnity, 
abilities and power (Virtue, every body knows, is an obsolete linsiness) : I 
mean the Devil. Considering tii at the Transcriber vf as one nf the Clergy, 
an order that oive the very bread tlioy eat to the said Peisunage's exer- 
tions, the affur was abeolntely unpardonable. — R. B.' 

The foregoing note by Bums is appended to the transcript of his famous 
Letter to Idoore, which stands as No. 12 of tiie Glenriddel MSS. now 
in The Athenieum at Liverpool. The transcript, which was made, as the 
note playfully indicates, by a licentiate of the Church of Scotland, 
having been revised by Bums, may fairly be r^arded as the fiual and 
authoritative edition of what he undoubtedly regarded as his autobio- 
gra]>hy. As sncli it has been published as tlie first chapter of Vol. I. of 
the present work. The original letter was, however, written during the 
period which is embraced in our Vol. II., and we now give a transcript of 
the autobiographical portion of it. Tiie mannscripts are by no means 
identical, although even so laboiious a student of Bums as Mr Willian) 
Scott Douglas has staled (Library Edition of The Workt ofBofiftt Bum*, 
vol. iv., p. 1) that he found the Glonriddel transcript * to correspond with 
the original in tlie British Mnsenm.' The more important points of 
variation in the Glenri.ldel Ma from the ori^nal are given in footnotes. 

'I have not the most itistant pretenuons to what tlie pyecoatod 
gnardiane of escntelieons call, A Gentleman.— When at Edinr. last 
winter, I got acquwnted in the Herald's Office, and looking through that 
granary of Honors, I there found almost every name in the kingdom ; 
hut for me, 

My Mieirnt but ignobi* Wood 

Hu orept thro' Saoandrels ever* tlnoe tba flood, t 

• ' Kvar' omitted in GlmridM ITS. 

t ' Oo I If roar uidnit bat ignobi* blood 

Hu crept throogh Scoundnli ilncs ths flood. 
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Gnles, Parpure, Argent, &c. quite disowned ine. — My Fathers rented 
land of the noble Keiths of Marshal, and had the honor to share their 
fate. — I do not use the woi-d. Honor, with any reference to political prin- 
ciples : loyal and disloyal I take to be merely relative terms in that 
ancient and formidable court known in this Country by the name of Club- 
law. — Those who dare welcome Kuin and shake hands with Infamy for 
what they sincerely believe to be the cause of their God or their King — 
** Brutus and Cassius are honorable men." * — I mention this circumstance 
because it threw my father on the world at large ; where after many 
years' wanderings and sojonrnings, he pickt up a pretty laige quantity 
of Observation and Experience, to which I am indebted for most of my 
little t pretensions to wisdom. — I have met with few who understood 
" Men, their manners and their ways *' equal to him ; but stubborn, un- 
gainly Integrity, and headlong, ungovernable Irrascibillity are disqualify- 
ing circumstances : consequently I was bom a very poor man's son. — For 
the first six or seven years of my life, my father was gardiner to a worthy 
gentleman of small estate in the neighbourhood of Ayr. — Had my father 
continued in that situation, I must have marched off to be one of the 
little underlings about a farm-house ; but it was his dearest wish and 
prayer to have it in his power to keep his children under his own eye till 
they could discern between good and evil ; so with the assistance of his 
generous Master my father ventured on a small fann in his estate. — At 
these years I was by no means a favorite with any body. I was a good 
deal noted for a retentive memory, a stubborn, sturdy something in my 
disposition, and an enthusiastic idiot- piety.— I say idiot-piety, because I 
was then but a child. Though I cost the sclioolmaster some thrashings, 
I maile an excellent English scholar; and against the years of ten or 
eleven, I was absolutely a Critic in substantives, verbs, and particles. — 
In my infant and boyish days too, I owed much to an old Maid of my 
Mother's, remarkable for her ignorance, cretlulity and superatition. — She 
had, I suppose, tlie largest collection in the county of tales and songs 
concerning devils, gliostH, fairies, brownies, witclies, warlocks, spunkies, 
kelpies, elf-candles, dead-lights, wraiths, appaiitions, cantraips, giants, 
inchanted towei-s, dragons and other trumpery. — This cultivated the 
latent seeds of Poesy ; but had so strong an effect on my imagination, 
that to this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I sometimes keep a sharp 
look-out in suspicious places ; and though nolKxly can be more sceptical 
in these matters than I, yet it often takes an effort of Philosophy to 
shake off these idle terrors.— The earliest thing of Composition that I 
recollect taking pleasure in was The Vision of Mirza and a hymn of 

Go and pretend your family is young, 

Nor own your fathero have been fools so long. 

What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards? 

Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards.' 

—Pope's Essay on Afan, iv., 211-216. 
• • Are— as Mark Antony in Shakespear says of Bratns and Cassius^'* honorable men." * 
t • Uttle' omitted in'Olenriddel MS. 



AddiMii'a beginning—" How &re Thy Berranta bl«t, Lord 1" I parti- 
calarly remember one balf-stuua whidi was mnsio to my boyish ear : 



I met with these pieces in Mason'a English Collectian, one of my school- 
booka. The two fiiat books I ever read in private, and which gave me 
more pleaanre than any two books I ever read again, were, the life of 
Hannibal and the history of Sir William Wallace. — Hannibal gave my 
yonng ideas such a tarn that I used to stmt in raptorea up and down 
after the recruiting dram and bagpipe, aud wuh myself tall enongli to be 
a soldier ; while the story of Wallace poured a Scotiah prejudice in my 
veins, which will boil along there till the flood-gates of lite shut in 
eternal rest— ^Polemical divinity about this time was putting the country 
half-mad ; and I, ambitious of shining in conversation parties on sandaya 
between sermons, fnnerale, &&* used in a few years more to puzzle 
Calvinism with so maeh heat and iudiacretion that 1 raised a hue and cty 

of heresy agiunat me which has not ceased to this hour. 

'My vicinity toAyrwaaof great advantage tome.— My social disposi- 
tion, when not checked by some modification of spited pride, like onr 
catechiam['B] definition of Infinitude, was "without bounds or limits." — 
I formed many couaections with other younkers who possessed superionr 
advantages ; the youngling Actors who were busy with the rehearsal of 
Parts in which they were shortly to appear on that Stage where, Alas I I 
waa destined to drudge behind the scenes — It is not commonly at these 
green years that the yoang Noblesse and Gentry have a just seiiae of tlie 
immense distance between them and their ragged Playfellowa.— It takea 
a few daahea into the world to give the young Great man that proper, 
decent, nnnoticing disregard for the poor, insignificant, stupid devils, the 
mechanics and peasantry around him ; who perhaps were bom in the 
same village. — My young Snperioura never insalted the clonterly appear- 
ance of my ploughboy carcase, the two extremes of which were oft«n 
exposed to all the inclemencies of all the seasons. — They would give me 
stray volumes of books; among them, even then, I could pick up soma 
observations; and One, whose heart I am sure not even the "Mukny 
Beoums' " Bcenea have tainted, helped me to a little French. — Parting 
with these, my yonng friends and benefactors, aa they dropped off for 
the east or west Indies, waa often to me a sore affliction ; bnt I was soon 
called to more aerinuB evils. — My father's generous Master died ; the farm 
proved a ruinoos bargain ; and, to clench the curse, we fell into the 
hands of a Factor who sat for the picture I have drawn of one in my Tale 
of two dogs. — My father was advanced In life when he married ; I waa 
the eldest of seven children ; and he, worn out by early hardship, was 
nnfit for labonr.— My father's spirit was soon irritated, but not easily 
broken. — There was a freedom in hia lease in two years more, and to 
, In ooavoMtlon partita, at 
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weatlier these two years * we retrenched expcncca.^'We lived very poorly ; 
1 was a dextrous Ftoughnian for my ynu^ ; and tlie next eldest to roe 
waa a brother, who could drive the plough very well and help me to 
thrash.— A Novel-Wriler luiyht iierhaps have viewed these scenes with 
»ic)iiie satisfaction, hut so did not I : tiiy indignation yet boils at the 
recollection of the scoundrel tyrant's insolent, threatening epiatlec, which 
used to set us all in tears. 

' This kind of life, the chearleas gloom of a hermit with tho nnceasing 
moil of a galley-Hlavo, brought me la my eixteenth year ; a little before 
which period I first committed the sin of Khymk.— You know our 
country caslom of coupling a man and woman together aa partners in 
the labors of Harvest— In my liftMnth aatniun, my Partner waa a 
hewitching creature who just counted an autumn less. — Jly ecarcity of 
English denies me the power of doing her justice in that laugnage ; but 
you know the Snolch idiom, she was a bonie, swoet, sonsie las*. — In 
short, she altogether unwittingly to heraelf, initiated me in a certain 
delieiouB Passion, which in spite of acid DisRppointnicut, giu-hni-sa 
Prudence, and bookworm Philoeophy, I hold to be the first of human 
joys, onr dearest t pleasure here below. — How she caught the contagion I 
can't say; yon medical folks talk much of infection by breathing the 
same air, the touch, &o. but I never expresly told her that I loved lier. — 
Indeed I did not well know myself, why I liked so much to loiter 
behind with her, when returning in the evening from onr laliors ; why 
the tones of her voice made my heartstrings thrill like an Eolian liai-p ; 
and particnlarly, why my pulse beat such a furious ralAnn when I looked 
and fingered over her band, to pick out the nettle-stings and thistles. — 
Among her other love-inspiring qualifications, she sung sweetly ; and 
'twas her favorite reel to which I attempted giving an embodied vehicle 
in rhynie.J- 1 was not so preaunitive sa to imagine that I could make 
verses tike printed ones, composed by men wlio had Greek and Latin ; 
but my girl sung a song which was said to be composed by a small 
country laird's son, on one of bis father's maids, with whom he was in 
love ; and I saw no reason why I might not rhyme as well as he, for 
excepting shearing sheep and casting peats, bis father living in tho 
moors, he had no more scholarcraft than I had. 

' Thus with me began Love and Poesy ; which at times have been my 
only and till within this last twelvemontli have been my highest enjoy- 
ntent.— My father struggled on till he reached the freedom in bis lease, 
when he entered on a larger farm about ten miles farther in the country. 
— The nature of the bargain was such as to throw a little ready money in 
his hand at the commencement, otbenviae tlie ofTair would have been im- 
practicable. — For four years we lived comfortably here; but a lawsuit 
lietween him and his Landlord commencing, after three years tossing and 

• ' Two yeaiB ' omitted in Oletiriddel US. 

t ■ChlefeaU' 

I 'And 'twu herOivaurIM Scotch reel that I ittempled tuglvt so embodied vehicle to 



APPEHDiom. 403 

wbirling in the vortex of Litigation, my father was jnst Raved from 
absorption in a jail by pbtliiaical conanrnption, -wbich after two yean 
promiBee, kindly atept in and snateli'd biiu away — " To where tbe wicked 
cease from tronbling, and where tlie weary be at rest " 

' It is during this cHniacteiick that my little story is most eventful. I 
was, at tbe beginning of tliis peiioil, perljape tbe moet ungainly, ankward 
being in the parish. Ho Solitaire was less acquainted with tbe ways of 
tlie world. — My knowledge of ancient story was gathered from Salmon's 
and Guthrie's geographical grammars ; my knowledge of modem manners, 
and of literature and criticism, I got from tbe Spectator. These, with 
Pope's works, some plays of Sbakespear, Tull and Dickson on Agricnl- 
tuie, Tbe Pantheon, Locke's Essay on the hnman nnderstanding. Stack- 
house's history of tbe bible. Justice's British Gardiner's directory, Boyle's 
lectures, Allan liamsay's works, Taylor's scripture doctrine of original 
ain, a select Collection of English songs, and Hervey's meditations hai) 
been the extent of my reading. — The Collection of Songs wss my vade 
mecum. I pored over them, driving my cart or walking to labor, song by 
song, verse by verse ; carefully noting tbe true tender or sublime from 
affectation and fustian. ^I am convinced I owe much to this for my 
critic-craft, such as it is. 

' In my seventeenth year, to give my manners a bm^, I went to a 
country dancing school. — My father had an nnacconntable antipathy 
against these meetings ; and my going was, what to this hour I repent, 

in aliBoIute defiance of his commands My father, as I said before, was 

the sport of strong passiuns : from that instance of rebellion he took a 
kind of dislike to me, which, I believe was one cause of that dissipation 
which marked my futnre years.— I only say. Dissipation comparative 
with the strictness and sobriety of Presbyterian country life ; for thongh 
the will-o'-wisp meteors of tlioughtless whim were almost the sole lights 
of my path, yet early ingrained Piety and Virtue never failed to point 
me out the line of Innocence. — The great misfortune of my life was, 
never to have AN AIM.— I had felt early some stirrings of Ambition, but 
they were tlie blind gropings of Homer's Cyclops roand the walls of 
bis cave : 1 saw my father's situation entailed on me perpetual labor. — 
The only two doors by which I conld enter the fields of fortune were 
the most niggardly economy, or the little chicaning art of bargun- 
making; the first isso contracted an apertnre, I never could squeeze myself 
into it 1 tbe last, I always bated tbe contamination of tbe threshold. 
— Thus, abandoned of aim or view in life ; with a strong appetit« 
for sociability, as well from native hilarity as from a pride of observation 
and remark ; a constitutional hypochondriac taint which made me fly 
solitude ; add to all these incentives to social life, my reputation for 
bookish knowledge, a certain wild, logical talent, and a strength of 
thought something tike the rudiments of good sense, made me generally 
a welcome guest; so 'tis no great wonder that always "where two or 
three met togetlier, there was I in the midst of them." — But far beyond 
ftll the other impulses of my heart was, unpeneiumt d I'adorabU moitiie 
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rfu genre ftiimain.— My lieart was couijileatly tinder, and was etemAlIf 
light«4l up by Bomo GoddcBS or other : and ILko every other warfare in 
thiH world, I was souieliniea crown-ed with eucceaa, and Bonietiniea morti- 
fied with defeat— At the plough, Bcythe or reapbook I feared no com- 
petitor, and set Want at deliuice : and as 1 never cared farllier for my • 
labors than while I was in actual exercise, I spent tlie ereniDy in lli« 
way after my own Iieart.— A country lad rarely t carries on an amour 
without an antiBting confident. —1 poaaesaed a curiuaity-, leal and 
intrepid dexterity in these matters wliicli recommended me a proper 
Second in duels of that kind ; and I dare any, I felt as nmoh pleastira at 
being in the secret of half the amours in the parish, as ever did Premier 
at knowing Ibe iotrigiies of half tlie courts of Europe. 

■ The very goose feather in my hand seems instinctively to know tlio 
well-worn path of my iiiisgination, tlio favorite theme of my song ; and 
is with ditiicnlty restrained from ^ving you a couple of paragraphs on 
the tttiiouiB ol my Com|>eerB, the humble IniiiBtea of the farni-honso and 
cottage ; but the grave sons of Science, Ambition or Avarice baptiz« 
these things by the name of FoUiea.— To the sons and dauglitere of 
labor and poverty they are uiattera of the most serious nature ; Ut tlicm, 
the ardent hope, the stolen interview, the tender farewell, are the 
greatest and most delicious part of their enjoyments. 

' Another circumstance in my life which made very considerable alter- 
ations on my mind and inannei's was, I e|>ent my seventeenth^ summer 
on a smuggling [coast] a gnoil distAuce from home at a noted school, to 
learn Mensuration,! Surveying, Dialling, &c. in ivhich I made a pretty 
good progress. — But I made great«r progress in the knowledge of man- 
kind.— The contraband trade was at that time very successful ; scenes of 
swaggering riot and roaring dissipfitiiin were as yet new to me, and I 
was no enemy to social life.— Here, tliough I learned to look unconcern- 
edly on a large tavei-n-bill, ami mix without fear in a drunken squabble, 
yet I went on with a high liand in my Geometry ; till the sun entered 
Virgo, a month which is always a camival in my bosom, a charming 
Fillette, who lived next door to the school overnet my Trigonometry, 
and set me olf in a tangent from the spheres of my studies. — I 
struggled on with my Sines aud Co-sines for a few days more; but 
stepping out to the garden one charming noon, to take the sun's altitude, 
I met with my Anget 



It was vain to think of doing any more good at school.- The remaining 
week I staid, I did nothing but croze the faculties of my soul about her. 



' 1 good disUnco frou h 
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or steal out to meet with her ; and the two last niglita of my stay in the 
wantry, had sleep been a mortal sin, I viaa innocent. 

' I returned home very considei-ably improved. — My reading vaa 
enlarged vrfth tho very important addition of Thomson's and Shenstone's 
norka ; I liad Been mankind in a nen- phaaiB ; and I engaged several of 
iny schoolfellows to keep np a literary correspondence with me. — This 
last helped me much on in composition.*— I hud met with a collection of 
letten by the Wits of Queen Ann's reign, and I pored over them most 
devoutly. — I kept copies of any of my own letters tliat pleased me, and 
a comparison between them and tlie compoeition of most of my eorre- 
spondenl« flattered my vanity. — I carried tliis whim so far that tbougli I 
had not three farthings worth of baeiness in the world, yet every post 
brought lue as many letters as if I had been a broad, plodding son of 
Day-book & ledger,— — 

' My life flowed on much in the same tenor till my twenty third year. 
— Vive I'amimr tt vive la bagattUe, were my sole principles of action. — 
The addition of two more Authors to my library gave me great pleasure ; 
Sterne and M'kenzie.— Tristram Shandy and the Man of Feeling were 
my boBom favorites. — Poesy was still a darling walk for my mind, bal 
'twas only the humour of the hoar. — I had usually half a dozen or more 
pieces on hand ; I took np one or other as it suited the momentary tone of 
the mind, and dismissed it as it bordered on fatigue. — My passions when 
once tliey were liglited up, raged like so many devils, till tlieygot vent in 
rhyme ; and then conning over my verses, like a spell, soothed all into 
(]niet. — None of the rhymes of those days are in piint, except. Winter, 
a dirge, the eldest of my printed pieces ; The death of Poor Mailie, 
John Barleycorn, And songs firBt, second and third : song second was the 
ebnllitioD of that passion which ended the forementioned echool-busineas. 

' My twenty third year was to me an important era. Partly thro' 
whim, sjid partly that I wished to set about doing something in life, I 
joined with a flax-dresser in a neighbouring towTi.t to learn his trade 
and carry on the business of manufacturing and retailing flax. — This 
tanied out a sadly onlncky affair. — My Partner was a sconndrel of tlie 
firat water who made money by the mystery of thieving ; and to finish 
the whole, while we were giving a welcoming carousal to the New year, 
onr shop, by the drunken carelessness of my Partner's wife, took fire 
and was burnt to ashes ; and left me X Hke a true Poet, not worth six- 
pence. — I was oblidged to give np business ; the clouds of misfortune were 
gathering thick round my father's head, the darkest of which was, lie 
was vbihly far gone in a consumption ; and to crown all, a bdle Jilh 
whom I adored and who bad pledged her soul to meet me in tho field of 
niatrimony, jilted me with peculiar circumstances of mortification. — The 
Jinisbing evil that brought up the rear of this infernal file was my hypo- 
chondriac complaint being irritated io soch a degree, that for three 
months I was in diseased state of bo<!y and mind, scarcely to be envied 

* Thli nntincs Dirlttid in Glentlddel US. t ' KelghbourlDE couDtrr Mim.' 
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by llie bopeleM wretches who have just gol their niittimus,* "Depart 
from ine, ye Cursed &c." 

'I'Vom thia adventure I learned sonietliing of a town-life. Bnt tha 
prinriiml thing which gave my mind a tiini wai>. I fitrtned a bosom- 
f Lic;uJship with a young fellow, the first created being I had ever seen, 
but a hapless son of mbfortune. — He was the enn of a plun mechanic ; 
but a great Man in the neigh bonrhood taking him under his patronage 
gavo him a genteel education with a, view to bettering hu situatioii in 
life. — The Patron dieing just as he was ready to launch forth + into the 
ii'i>ild, the poor follow in despair went to sea ; where after a variety of 
good aud had fortune, a little before I was acqaainted with him, lie had 
been set ashore by an American Privateer on the wild coast of Con- 
naught, Btript of every thing.^I cannot quit this poor fellow's story 
witliout adding that he is at this moment Captain of a large westindia- 
man belonging to the Thames. 

'Tins gentleman's mind waa fraught with courage, indcpendenoe. 
Magnanimity, and every noble, manly virtue. — I loved him, I admired 
liini, to a degree of enthusiasm ; nnd I sti'ove to imitate him.— In some 
mcnaure I snccecded : I had the pride before, but ho taught it to flow in 
[iroper clianucls. — Hia knowledj^ of the world was vastly snperiour to 
mine, and I was all attention to learn. — He was the only man I ever saw 
who tvas a greater fool than myself when womak was the presiding star ; 
hut he spoke of a certain fashionable failing with levity, which hitherto 
I had regarded with horror. — Here his friend^bi)) did me a miiichief, aud 
the consequence was, that soon after I resume<l the plough I wrote the 
welcome! inclosed.— My reading was only encreased hy two stray 
volumes of Pamela, and one of Ferdinand Count Fathom, which gave 
me some idea of Novels. — Khyme, except some religious pieces which are 
iti print, I had given up; but meeting with Fcrgusaon's Scotch Poems, I 
strung anew my wildly-sounding, rustic lyre with emnlating vigoui-. — 
When my father dieil, liis all went among tlie rapacious hell-honnda that 
growl in the kennel of justice ; but we made a shift to scrape a little 
money in the family amongst us, with which, to keep us together, my 
brother and I took a neighbooring farm.— My hrotlier wanted my bare- 
hrained imagination as well as my social and omorous madness, hut in 
good sense an<l every sober qualification he was far my superiour. 

' I entered on this farm with a full resolution, " Come, go to, I will l>e 
wise I "—I read farming books ; I calculated crops ; I attended markets ; 
and in short, in spite of " The devil, the world and the flesh," I believe I 
would have been a wise man ; but the first year from on fortunately 
buying in Imd sewl, the second froni a late harvest, we lost half of l)oth 
our croi>3 ; this ovei-set all my wiB<lom, and I returned " Like tlie dog to 
his vomit, and the sow that was washed to lier wallowing in the mire." — 

• 'Stnlsnce.' 

t "The patron dying, snd lORving my friend unprovided forjiist la he was retdj- to 
launch forth.' 
t ' A Poets Welcoms to bii LovB-bflgottan Danghlflr.' See Vol I., pp. 1S4-I!8. 
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'I now began to Im known in the neigbbonrhood ■« & nuker of 
rfaymea.— The fint of my poetic offspring that bbw the light wu * 
bnrletqne lamentation on » qnurel between two revd. Calrinisti, both 
of them dramatu pertonte in ray Holy Fair.— I bad an idea myself that 
the piece had some merit ; but to prevent the wont, I gave a copy of it 
to a friend who waa vary fond of these tbingB, and told liiDi I conld not 
guess who waa the Anthor of it, bnt that I tiwnght it pretty clever. — 
With a certain side of both clergy and laity it met with a roar of 
applause. Holy Willie's Prayer next made its appeatance, and alarmed 
the kirk-ScMion so much, that they held three seven! meetings to look 
over their holy artillety, if any of it was pointed against profane 
RhymeTB. — Unlnckily for me, my idle wanderings led me, on another 
side, point blank, within the reach of their heaviest metal. — TLia 
is the unfortunate story alluded to in ray printed poem. The Lament — 
Twaa a shocking afTaJr, which I cannot yet bear to recollect ; and had 
very nearly given [me] one or two of the principal qualificatioua for a 
place among those who have lost the chart and mistake the reckoning of 
Rationality. — I gave up my part of the farm to my brother, as in truth it 
was only nominally mine ; and made what little preparation waa in my 
power for Jamaica. — Before leaving my native country for ever,* I 
resolved to publish my Poems. — I weighed my productions as impar- 
tially as in my power ; I thought they had merit ; and 'twas a delicions 
idea that I woold be called a clever fellow, even though it should never 
reach my ears, a poor N^ro-driver, or perhaps a victim to that inhospit- 
able clime gone to the world of Spirits. t — I can truly say, that pauvre 
Inamjiv as I then was, I had pretty nearly as high an idea of myseU and 
my works as I have at this moment. — It [was] ever my opinion that the 
great, unhappy raistakes and blunders, both in a rational and religious 
point of view, of which we se« thonsonds daily guilty, are owing to their 
ignorance, or mistaken notions of themselves. — To know myself had been 
all along my constant study. ^I weighed myself alone ; I balanced 
myself with othen; I watched every means of information how much 
ground I occupied both as a Man and as a Poet ; f studied at>siduoas1y 
Nature's DESIGN, where she seemd to have intended the various LiaHTS 
and SHADES in my character. — I was pretty sure my Poems would meet 
with some applause ; bnt at the worst, the roar of the Atlantic wonid 
deafen the voice of Censure, and the novelty of west- Indian scenes make 
me forget Neglect. I threw off six hundred copies, of which I had got 
■nbecriptions for about three hundred and fifty. — My vanity was highly 
gratified by the reception I met with from the Public ; besides pocketing, 
all Bxpencea deducted, near twenty pounds. — This last came very season- 
able, as I was about to indent myself for want of money to pay my 
freight. — So soon as I was master of nine guineas, the price of waiting 
me to the torrid zone, I beepoke a passage in the very fint ship that was 
to sail, for 

t 'Orpoliiiigonsto thaworU of spirits,* vIeUiii to tkstinkospltabUcUni*.' 
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Hungry ruin* had me in the wind.-^ 

' I had for some time been sculking from covert to covert under all the 
terrors of a Jail ; as some ill-advised, ungrateful people had uncoupled 
the merciless legal Pack at my heels. — I had taken the last farewel of 
my few friends ; my chest was on the road to Greenock ; I had composed 
my last song I should ever measure in Caledonia, ** The gloomy night is 
gathering fast," t when a letter from Dr Blacklock to a friend of mine 
overthrew all my schemes by rousing my poetic ambition. — The Doctor 
belonged to a class of Critics for whose applause I had not even dared to 
hope. — His idea that I would meet with every encouragement for. 
a second edition fired me so much that away I posted to Edinburgh 
without a single acquaintance in town, or a single letter of introduction t 
in my pocket— The baneful Star that had so long shed its blasting 
influence § in my Zenith, for once made a revolution to the Nadir ; and 
the providential caro of a good God placed me under the patronage of 
one of his noblest creatures, the Earl of Glencairn : ** Oublie mot, Grand 
DieUf si jamais je Vaublie I " 

* I need relate no farther. At Edinr. I was in a new world : I mingled 
among many classes of men, but all of them new to me; and I was all 
attention ** to catch the manners living as they rise." 

* You can now. Sir, form a pretty near guess what sort of Wight he is 
whom for some time you have honored with your correspondence. That 
Fancy, Whim, keen Sensibility and riotous Passions may still make him 
zig-zag in his future path of life, is far from being improbable ; || but come 
what will, I shall answer for him the most determinate integrity and 
honor ; and though his evil star should again blaze in his meridian with 
tenfold more direful influence, he may reluctantly tax Friendship with 
Pity but no more.' 



No. IV.— AULD LANG SYNE. 

*Is not the Scotch phrase '' Auld lang syne" exceedingly expressive? 
There is an old song and tune which has often thrilled through my soul. 
You know I am an enthusiast in old Scotch songs. I shall give you the 
verses.' (Letter to Mrs Dunlop, 17th December 1788.) In these words 
we have Bums's first mention of the song, and, like not a few of his 
remarks on his own productions, they must be accepted cum grano 
salts. The earliest version of the song has been traced in broadsides 
prior to the close of the seventeenth century. It also appeared in 
Watson's Collection of Comic and Serious Scots Poems (Part III., Edin- 
burgh, 1711). At least two claims to its authorship have been made, 

* Burns had written ' wind :' some hand has corrected it. 

t ' I had composed a song, "The gloomy night is gathering fkst," which was to be the 
last effort of my muse in Caledonia.' 
t 'Recommendation.' 

( ' The baneful star that had so long presided in ray zenith.' 
II ' Is very probable.' 
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the one on behftif of Sir Robert Aytonn, the other for Frandii Sempill ot 
Beltreea: 

(1) Rer. Charles Bogen, editor of The Poem* of Sir BtAert AytotM 
[London, 1871), gives both parts of the song, imd this note; ' Porte L and 
II. of tliie song have been aacribed to AyUnin, chiefly on the ground of 
tlie sentiments and manner bearing snch marked resemblance to his 
own. Neither "Parts" are included in onr MS8.' 

(2) James Paterson, editor of The Potnu of the SempUh of BeUrea 
(Edinbargh, 1849), had access to some MSS. of 'pieces attributed to 
Francis Sempill, in different hands of writs— none ij/' ttem holograph of 
the author himtdf.' Thc«e MSS. included two headed 'A song called 
Old Longsyne, made by Francis Sempill of Beltrees.' This seemed proof 
sufficient to enable Patorsou to ' entertain no doubt of their occnracy in 
attributing the verses in qnegtion to F. S.' 

OLD-LONG-SYNE. 

<PIBST PAST.) 

Should old Aequ^ntance be forgot. 

And never thonglit npon, 
The Flames of Love exlingnished, 

And freely past and gone t 
Is thy kind Heart now grown so cold 

Id that Loving Breast of thino 
Tliat tlion canst never once reflect 

On Old-long-syne T 

Where are thy Protestations, 

Thy Vovra and Oaths, my Dear, 
Tiiou made to me, and I to thee. 

In Register yet clear T 
Is Faith and Trntli so violate 

To the Imniortal Gods Divine, 
That tlion canst never once reflect 

On Old-long-aynet 

Is't Cupid's Fears, or frosty Cares, 

That makes thy Sp'rite decay ! 
Or is 't some Object of more Worth 

That's stol'n thy Heart away! 
Or some Desert makes thee neglect 
, Him, HO raucb once was thine, 

That thnn canst never once reflect 

On Old-long-syne! 

Is 't Worldly Cares so desperate. 
That makes thee to despair? 
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Ik 't tlint makes Lbee exEut(ieratc, 
Anil makes Ihee to forbear t 

If tijuu of that were (roe n* I, 
Thau surely would be Mine ; 

If thb were trne, we sbould renew 
KiuJ Oldlongnyne 

But BuiM tliat nothinf; con prevaii, 

And all Bn^ is in vtun, 
>'mm these Dejected Eye* of mine 

Still Siiowers of Tears shall mn : 
And tliuugli thou htist me now forgot, 

Yet I '11 continue Tliine, 
And ne'er forget for to rellect 

On Old- long-syne. 

If e'er I have a IlauBe, my Dear, 

That truly is cali'd mine, 
And can alTord bat Conntry Cheer, 

Or ought that 's good llierein ; 
Tho' thou were RH,el to Uie King, 

And beat with Wind and Rain, 
Assure thy self of Welcome, Lore, 

For Old- long syne. 

(SECOND PART.) 

My Soul is ravisli'd with Delight. 

When you I think upon ; 
All Griefs and Snn-ows take the Flight 

And liastily are gone ; 
The fair Resemblance of your Face 

So Alls this Bi-casi of mine, 
No Fate nor Force can it displace. 

For Old- long-syne. 

Since Thoughts of yon do banish rief. 

When I 'in from you removed ; 
And if in them I Und Relief, 

When with sad Cavea I 'm moved, 
How doth your Presence me afiect 

With Ecatacies Divine, 
Especially wlien I reflect 

On Old -long- syne. 

Since thon has rob'd me of my Heart, 
By those resistless Powers 
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Which Hadame Nstnre doth impart 

To thoae fair Eyes of yoan ; 
With Honotir it iloth not coDsist 

To bold a Slave in Pf oe ; 
Pray let yoar Bigour, tben, desbt 

For Old-long-syne. 

Tis not my Freedom ! do crave 

By deprecating Pains ; 
Sure, Liberty he wonld not have 

Who glories in his Chains ; 
But this I wish, the Gods would move 

That Noble Sonl of thine 
To ^ty, if Ihoa cannot love 

For Old-long'Syne. 

The second version, which follows, was written by Allan Ramsay, and 
indnded in his Tea-TahU MUcdlany (vol. I, Edinbnrgh, 1724). 

AULD LANG SYNE. 

Shoald anld acqaaintance be forgot, 

Tho' they return with wausT 
These are the noble hero's lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious wars : 
Welcome, my Varo, to my breast. 

Thy arms about me ttvine, 
And make me once again as blest 

As I was lang syne. 

Klethinks around ns on each bongh 

A thousaud cupids play, 
Wliilst thro' the groves I walk with yon, 

Each object makes me gay : 
Since your return the ann and moon 

With brighter beams ilo shine ; 
Streams murmur soft notes while tliey run. 

As they did lang syne. 

Deepise the court and din of state ; 

Let that to their share fall 
Who can esteem sucii slav'ry great, 

Willie bounded like a ball : 
Bat sunk in love, upon my arms 

Let yonr brave head recline ; 
We 11 please oanelves with mnttutl chanuB, 

As we did long syne. 
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0*er inoor and dale, ^vith your gay friend, 

You may parsue the chace, 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 

All cares in my embrace : 
And in a vacant, rainy day. 

You shall be wholly mine ; 
We '11 make the hours run smooth away. 

And laugh at lang syne. 

The hero, pleas'd with the sweet air. 

And signs of genVons love, 
Which had been uttered by the fair, 

Bow'd to the powers above : 
Next day, with consent and glad haste, 

Th' approach *d the sacred shrine ; 
Where the good priest the couple blest, 

And put them out of pine. 



No. v.— VARIATIONS IN TEXT OF POEMS. 

Pages 25, 26.— * Address to Edinburgh.' 

Verse 1, line 6 — marking = gathering. \ (Thew are repeated in last 
II 8— thy = your. / veru,) 

2, II 1 — still swells = slow-swells. 

3, II 4 — rui-al = rustic 
II 5 — Sorrow's = Pity's. 
M G-^Or = And. 

5, II 7 — recuif Oft has it stood assailing war. 

6, II 8— Law = Truth. 

7, II \—read. My heart beats wild to trace your steps. 
II 5 — ^in = with. 

Pages 27, 28.—* To A Haggis.' 

Verse 8, line 3 — skinking = stinking [misprint]. 

The misprinting of this word (with other differences) in some im- 
pressions of the second edition of the Poems has caused much specula- 
tion as to whether or not there were two editions published at 
Edinburgh in 1787. The question has been well thrashed out of late, 
particularly in a 'note' on 'The Second Edition of Bums,' by Mr 
J. Barclay Murdoch. Mr Murdoch is probably correct in his con- 
clusion that there was but one edition^ and various impressions 
of that edition. * Stinking edition' is applied to one which has 
the mbprint. It may be noted that all copies of the third edition 
(London, 1787) have the same misprint. 
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Pagw 49-Sl.— 'Epistle To Mbs Scot, Guidwife of WArKHOPa- 

HOUSE, ROXBUBOHSBIBE.' 

Veiae 1, line 4 — at = o', 
II 11 U— time = day. 

II 2, II 9 — weeding heak = weeder-clips. 
II 3, n 9 — read. Her witching aniile, ber panky e'en. 
II II 11-11 — read, I firfed, inapirM, 

At every kindling k«ek, 

But basliiog and dasliing, 

I fearM ay to apeak. 

Pages 63-60.— 'Ballad on the American Wah." 
Verse S, lines 3, 4 — These originally read ; 

An' banid G ne * wlioni Minden's plain 

To fame will ever hlaw, man. 
Boms, however, deleted tlie lines and substituted those in the text 
The MS. with the lines deleted is at present in the hands of Hr S. J. 
Davey, Bloonubaty, to wliom we are obliged for permission to collate. 

Pages 100, 101.— ' AsDBEss to Wiluau Tytleb, Esq.* 
Verse 1, line 3— the ~ once. 

II 3, ,. 2— fallen = died. 
The omission [indicated by . . .) on page 102, is becanse of the 
obliteration of three lines of the MS., 'most likely,' ssiys Scott 
Douglas, ' containing some uUra-Jacobit« sally.' 

Page 138.— 'On the Death of John M'Lbod, Esq.' 

Verse 4, line 1 — read, Heaven oft tears the boeom chords. 
II 4— that = her. 
•I S, 11 3 — read. Can point those t«arfal, griefwom eyes; or 
Can point those griefwom, brintfnl eyes. 
Between verses 4 and S, Allan Cunningham inserted in his edition 
(1834) the following foar lines ' restored from the Poet's mannecripts.' 
It will be observed they are incomplete. They had probably been 
taken from a scroll MS. 

Were it in the poet's power. 

Strong as he shares the grief 
That pierces Isabella's heart. 
To give tliat heart relief. 

Pages 142-144.— 'On the Death of Sib Jaues Hdktbb Blaib.' 
Verse 1, line 2 — beyond = beneath. 

mus'd where erst reverM waters well ; or 
Or mns'd where etst the Saint's reverid waters 
well. 

■ flamuin (Lord Gwiig* BKkTlll«X 
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Verse 3, line 2 — read. The winged clouds flew o'er the starry sky. 
•I 7, II 4— honest = honor's. 
•I 9, II 1 — ancient = wonted. 

Pages 167, 158.— 'Verses written ... at Kenmorb.' 

Page 157, line 6— to = on. 
.1 158, .1 l--cliffs = hUIs. 

.. 2-ample = towering. 
M 4 — wonder = pleasure. 
It 7-10 — transposed: thus — 
The striding arches o'er the new-horn stream. 
The village glittering in the noontide heam, 
The lawns wood-fringed in Nature's native taste, 
Nor with a single Goth-conceit disgraced. 

Pages 163-165.— * The Humble Petition of Bruar Water. 

Verse 2, line 3 — ^random, wanton = wanton random. 
It 3, II 2— As = When. 
M 4, II 1 — skelvy = shelvy. 

II 6, II Spread, The Bardie, Music's youngest child. 
11 1. 8— In = With. 

II 7, II 3, 4 — read, And coward maukins sleep secure, 

Low in their grassy forms. 

8, II 1— here = there. 

9, II 1 — Here haply, too = And haply here. 
10, II 5 — ^fragrant = spreading. 
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Pages 170, 171.—* On Castle Gordon.' 

Verse 1, line 4^^»mmix'd = immixed. 
II II 5 — hands = bands. 

II II 7 — to = the. 

II 2, II 1 — Spicy = Torrid. 

Pages 191-19a— * On Scaring some WATER-FO¥rL in Loch Turit. 
Page 192, line 17— the = his. 
II 193, II 3— the = that. 

Page 207.—* Where, Braving Angry Winter's Storms.' 

Verse 1, line 1 — read. Where, braving all the Winter's harms. 
•I 2, II 1— shade = glade. 
II II 4 — When = Where. 

Page 222-224.—* On the Death of Lord President Dundas.* 

Page 223, line 8 — scenes = glooms. 
II II 31, 32— read. 

Ye dark, waste hills, and brown, unsightly plains. 
To yon I sing my grief -inspire strains. 



